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y CHAPTER I. 

** Thsri is Helen in the lime-¥ralk,'* said Mrs. CoU 
lingwood to her husband, as she looked out of the 
window. The slight figure of a young person in deep 
mourning appeared between the trees, — " How slowly 
she walks ! She looks very unhappy !'' 

" Yes," said Mr. Collingwood, with a sigh, " she is young 
to know sorrow, and to struggle with difficulties to 
which she is (juite unsuited both by nature and by educa- 
tion, difficulties which no one could ever have foreseen. 
How changed are all her prospects !" 

" Changed indeed !" said Mrs. Collingwood, "pretty 
young creature ! — Do you recollect how gay she was 
when first we came to Cecilhurst ? and even last year, 
when she had hopes of her uncle's recovery, and when 
he tsdked of taking her to London, how she enjoyed the 
thoughts of going there ! The world was bright before 
her then. How cruel of that uncle, with all his fond* 
ness for her, never to think what was to become of her 
the moment he was dead : to breed her up as an heiress, 
and leave her a beggar !" 

" But what is to be done, my dear V^ said her husband. 

** I am sure I do not know ; I can only feel for her, 
you must think for her." 

** Then I think I must tell her directly of the state in 
which her uncle's affairs are left, and that there is no 
provision for her." 

" Not yet, my dear," said Mrs. Collingwood ; " I don't 
mean about there being no provision for herself,— that 
wOuld not strike her ; but her uncle's debts, there is the 
foint: ^e would feel dreadfully the disgrace to his 
memory— she loved him so tenderly !" 

•« Yet itmust be told," said Mr. Collingwood, resolutely, 
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^ and pernaps it will be better now ; she will feel it less 
while tier mind is absorbed by grief for him." 

Helen was the only daughter of Coltmel and Lady 
Anne Stanley ; her parents had both died when she was 
too young to know her loss, nor had she ever felt till 
now, that she was an orphan, for she had been adopted 
and brought up with the greatest tenderness by her 
uncle, Dean Stanley^ a man of genius, learning, and 
sincere piety, with the most affectionate heart and a 
highly cultivated understanding. But on one subject he 
really had not common sense ; in money matters he was 
inconceivably imprudent and extravagant : extravagant 
firom charity, from t^sie, from habit. He possessed rich 
benefices in the church, and an ample private fortune, 
and it was expected that his niece would be a mat 
heiress— he had often said so himself, and his fon&ess 
for her confirmed every one in this belief. But the 
dean's taste warred against his affection ; his too hos- 
pitable, magnificent establishment had exceeded his 
mcome ; he had too much indulged his passion for all 
the fine arts, of which he was a liberal patron ; .he had 
made a splendid collection of pictures — a magnificent 
library; and on buildings and improvements he had 
lavished immense sums of money. Cursed with too 
fine a taste, and with too soft a heart — a heart too well 
knowing how to yield, never could he deny himself, 
much less any other human being, any gratification 
which money can command ; and soon the necessary 
consequence was that he had no money to command, his 
affairs fell into embarrassment — ^his estate was sold ; but 
a^ he continued to live with his accustomed hospitality 
and splendour, the world believed him to be as rich as 
ever. 

Some rise superior from the pressure of pecuniary 
difficulties, but that was not the case with Dean Stanley, 
not from want of elasticity of mind, but perhaps be- 
cause his ingenuity continually suggested resources^ and 
his san^ine character led him, in his difficulties, to 
idunge into speculations — they failed, and in the anxiety 
and agitation which his embarrassments occasioned him, 
he feU into bad health ; his physicians ordered him to 
Ital]r. Helen^ his devoted nurse, the object upon wbiA 
all his affections centered^ accompanied him to Flor^ice, 
There his health and spirits seemed at first, by the 
change of climate* to be renovated ; but in Italy he 
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Ibimd fresh temptatioiis to 'Bxtraragance, his learning 
wad his fancy combined to lead him on from day to day 
to new expense, and he satisfied his conscience by say- 
' ing to himself that all the purchases which he now made 
were only so much capital which would, when sold in 
England, bring more than their original price, and would, 
he flattered himself, increase the fortune he intended for 
his niece. But one day, while he was actually bargain- 
ing for an antique, he was seized with a fit of apoplexy. 
From this fit he recovered, and was able to return to 
England with his niece. Here he found his debts and 
difficulties had been increasing : he was harassed with 
doubts as to the moneyed value of his last chosen chef* 
d'osuvres ; his mind preyed upon his weakened frame, 
he was seized with another fit, lost his speech, and after- 
struggles the most melancholjr for Helen to see, feelmg 
that she could do nothing for him — ^he expired— his eyes 
fixed on her face, and his powerless hand held between 
both hers. 

All was desolation and dismay at the deanery ; Helen 
was removed to the vicarage by the kindness of the 
good vicar and his wife, Mr. and Mrs. Collin^ood. 

It was found that the dean, instead of leavm^ a large 
fortune, had nothing to leave. All be had laid out at 
the deanery was sunk and gone ; his real property all 
sold ; his imaginary wealth, his* pictures, statues — ^his 
whole collection, even his books, his immense library, 
shrunk so much in value when estimated after his death, 
that the demands of the creditors could not be nearly 
answered : as to any provision for Miss Stanley, that 
was out of the question. 

These were the circumstances which Mrs. Colling- 
wood feared to reveal, and which Mr. CoUingwood 
thought should be told immediately to Helen ; but 
hitherto she had been so much absorbed in sorrow for 
the uncle she had loved, that no one had ventured on 
the task. 

Though Mr. and Mrs. CoUingwood had not known her 
long (for they had but lately come to the neighbourhood), 
they had the greatest sympathy for her orphan state ; 
and they had seen enough of her during her uncle's ill- 
ness to make them warmly attached to her. Every- 
body* loved her that knew her, rich or poor, for in her 
young prosperi^, from her earliest childhood, she had 
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been alwajrs sweet-tempered and kind-hearted ; for 
though she had been bred up in the greatest luxury, 
educated as heiress to a large fortune, taught every ac- 
eomplishment, used to every fashionable refinement, she 
was not spoiled — she was not in the least selfish. In- 
deed her uncle's indulgence, excessive though it' was, 
had been always joined with so much affection, that it 
had early touched her heart, and filled her whole soul 
with ardent gratitude. 

It is said, that the ill men do, lives after them — the 
good is oft interred with their bones. It was not so 
with Dean Stanley : the good he had intended for Helen, 
his large fortune, was lost and gone ; but the real good 
he had done for his niece remained in full force, and to 
the honour of his memory ; the excellent education he 
had given her — it was excellent not merely in the 
worldly meaning of the word, as regards accomplish- 
ments and elegance of manners, but excellent in having 
given her a firm sense of duty, as the great principle of 
action, and as the guide of her naturally warm, generous 
affections. 

And now, when Helen returned from her walk, Mr. 
CoUingwood, in the gentlest and kindest manner he was 
able, informed her of the confusion in her uncle's affairs, 
the debts, the impossibility of paying the creditors, the 
total loss of all fortune for herself. 

Mrs. CoUingwood had well foreseen the effect this 
intelligence would have on Helen. At first, with fixed 
incredulous eyes, she could not believe that her uncle 
could have been in any way to blame. Twice she 
asked— "Are you sure — are you certain— is there no 
mistake 1" And when the conviction was forced upon 
her, still her mind did not take in any part Of the facts, 
as they regarded herself. Astonished and shocked, she 
could feel nothing but the disgrace that would fall upon 
the memory of her beloved uncle. 

Then she exclaimed — " One part of it is not true, I 
am certain ;" and hastily leaving the room, she returned 
immediately with a letter in her hand, which, without 
speaking, she laid before Mr. CoUingwood, who wiped 
his spectacles quickly, and read. 

It was addressed to the poor dean, and was from an 
old friend of his. Colonel Munro, stating that he had 
been suddenly ordered to India, and wat obUged to re* 



tarn a sum of money whidi the dean had inany 3rean 
before placed in his hands, to secure a promioa for his 
niece, Miss Stanley. 

This letter had arriyed when the dean was extremely 
in. H^en had been afraid to give it to him, and yet 
thoaght it right to do so. The moment ber ancle had 
read the letter, which he was still able to do, and to 
comprehend, though he was unable to speak, he wrote 
on the back with difficulty, in a sadly trembling hand, 
yet quite distinctly, these words : — " That money is 
yours, Helen Stanley; no one has any claim upon it. 
When I am gone, consult Mr. CoUingwood; consider 
bim as your guardian.*^ 

Bflr. CoUingwood perceiyed that this proyision had 
been made by the dean for his niece before he luid con- 
tracted his present debts-^many years befbre, when ho 
had sold his. paternal estate, and that, knowing his own 
disposition to extrayagance, he had put this sum out of 
his own power. 

" Right— all rig^t, my dear Miss Steiley,^ said the 
vicar ; " I am very glad-— it is all justly yours." 

'* No,** said Helen, '* I shall neyer toucli it ; take it, 
my dear Mr. C<^ngwood, take it, and pay all the debts 
before any one can complain." 

Mr. CoUingwood pressed her to him without spedung; 
bat after a moment^s recollection he replied : — 

" No, no, my dear child, I cannot let you do this ; as 
your guardian, 1 cannot allow such a young creature as 
you are, in a moment of feeling, thus to giye away your 
whole earthly fortune — it must not be." 

*' It must, indeed it must, my dear sir. Oh, pay eyery« 
body at once — directly." 

*' No, not directly, at all eyents," said Mr. Colling • 
wood — " certainly not directly : the law allows a year.** 

" But if the money is ready," said Helen, •* I cannot 
understand why the debt should not be paid at once. 
Is there any law against paying people immediately t** 

Mr. CoUingwood half smiled, and on the strength of 
that half smile Helen concluded that he wholly yielded. 
'* Yes, do," cried she, " send this money this instant to 
Mr. James, the solicitor : he knows all about it, you say, 
and he will see eyerybody paid." 

" Stay, my dear ftfiss Stanley," said the yicar, " I can- 
not consent to this, and you should be thankful that I 
am steady. K I were at this minute to consent, and to 
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do what you desire — ^pay away your whole fortune, yon 
would repent and reproach me with my folly before the 
end of the year — ^before six months were over." 

" Never, never," said Helen. 

Mrs. Collingwood strongly took her husband's side 
of the question. Helen could have no idea, she said, 
how necessary mone^ would be to her. It was quite 
ai)surd to think of living upon air ; could Miss Stanley 
think she was to go on m this world without money t 

Helen said she was not so absurd ; she reminded Mrs. 
Collingwood that she should still have what had been 
her mother*s fortune. 

Before Helen had well got out the words, Mrs. Col- 
lingwood replied, 

" That will never do, you will never be able to live 
upon that ; the interest of Lady Anne Stanley's fortune, 
I Know what it was, would just do for pocket-money for 
you in the style of hfe for which yon have been educated. 
Some of your uncle's great friends will of course invite 
you presently, and then you will find what is requisite 
with that set of pec^le." 

"Some of my uncle's friends perhaps will," said 
Helen ; " but I am not obliged to ^o to great or fine 
people, and if I cannot afford it I will not, for I can live 
independently on what I have, be it ever so little." 

Mrs. Collingwood allowed, that if Helen were to live 
always in the country in retirement, she might do upon 
her mother's fortune. 

"Wherever I live— whatever becomes of me, the 
debts must be paid — ^I will do it myself;" and she took 
up a pen as she spoke — " I will write to Mr. James by 
this day's post." 

Surprised at her decision of maimer, and the firmness 
of one in general so gentle, yielding, and retired, and 
feeling that he had no legal power to resist, Mr. Colling- 
wood at last gave way, so far as to agree that he would 
ji due time use this money in satisfying her uncle's 
creditors ; provided she lived for the next six months within 
her income. 

Helen siilll^d, as if that were a needless proviso. 

" I warn you," continued Mr. Collingwood, " that you 
will most probably find, before six months are over, that 
you will want some of this money to pay debts of your ^ 
own." 
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<* No, no, no," cried she ; *< of that there is not the 
slightest chance." 

"* And now, my dear child," said Mrs. Collingwood, 
'* now that Mr. Collingwood- has promised to do what 
you wish, will you do what we wish 1 Will you promise 
to remain with us 1 to live here with us, for the present 
at least ; we will resign you whenever better friends 
may claim you, but for the present will you try us ?" 

*t Try !" in a transport of gratitude and affection she 
could only repeat the words " Try ! oh, my dear friends, 
how happy I am, an orphan, vrithout a relation, to have 
such a home." 

But though Mr. and Mrs. Collingwood, childless as 
fliey were, felt real happiness in having such a com- 
panion — such an adoptea daughter, yet they were sure 
that some of Dean Stanley's great mends and acquaint- 
ance in high Ufe would ask his niece to spend the sprinff 
in town, or the summer in the country with them ; amd 
post after post came letters of condolence to Miss Stan- 
ley from aU these pers<mages of high degree, professing 
the greatest regard for their dear amiable friend's mem- 
ory, and for Miss Stanley, his^and their dear Helen ; and 
these polite and kind expressions were probably sincere 
at the moment, but none of these dear friends seemed 
to think of taking any trouble on her account, or to be 
in the least disturbed by the idea of never seeing their 
dear Helen again in the course of their lives. 

Helen, quite touched by what was said of her uncle, 
thought only of him ; but when she showed the letters 
to Mr. and Mrs. Collingwood, they marked the oversight, 
and looked significanUy as they read, folded the letters 
up and returned them to Helen in silence. Afterward, 
between themselves, they indulged in certain comments. 

" Lady C does not invite her, for she has loo many 

daughters, and they are too u^y, and Helen is too beauti- 
ful," said Mrs. Collingwood. 

"Lady L has too many sons," said Mr. Colling- 
wood, "and they are too poor, and Helen is not an 
heiress now." 

" But old Lady -Margaret Dawe who has neither sons 
nor daughters, what stands in the way there 1 Oh ! her 
dehcate health-— delicatc^^alth is a blessing to some 
people— excuses them al^ys from doing any thing for 

the Berkeleys, the dean's most particular 
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Mends, aad who doted on Helen, what can they find 
to say ? They would have been really so happy to haye 
her ; but going to travel, God knows where, or for how 
long ! Oh ! — ^and no carriage could carry Miss Stanley, 
I suppose, along with them.*' 

Then came many, who hoped, in general, to see 1V&89 
Stanley as soon as possible ; and some who were " very 
anxious indeed'' to have their dear Helen with them ; 
but when or where never specified, and a general inrr- 
tation, as everybody knows, means nothing but " Good 
moming to you." 

Mrs. Col(&tream ends with, " I forbear to say more at 
present," without giving any reason. 

" And here is the dean's dear duchess, always in the 
greatest haste, with * You know my heart,' in a paren- 
thesis, ' ever and ever most sincerely and afiee'— - 
yours.' " 

" And the Davenants,*' continued Mrs. Collingwood, 
"who were such near neighbours, and who were so 
kind to the dean at Florence; they have not even 
written !" 

" But they are at Florence still," said Mr. Colling- 
wood ; " they can hardly have heard of the poor dean's 
death." 

The Davenants were the great people of this part of 
the country ; their place, Cecilhurst, was close to the ^ 
deanery and to the vicarage, but they were not known 
to the Collingwoods, who had come to Cecilhurst during 
the dean's absence Bbroad. 

f* And here is Mrs. Wilmot too," continued Mrs. Col- 
lingwood, "wondering, as usual, at everybody else, 
wondering that Lady Barker has not invited Miss Stan- 
ley to Castle-pmt ; and it never enters into Mrs. Wih 
mot's head that she might invite her to Wilmot's fort 
And this is friendship, as the world goes !" 

" And as it has Been ever since the beginning of the 
world, and will be to tUb end," replied Mr. Oollingwood. 
" Only i thought in Deah Stanley's case — ^however, I am 
glad his niece does net see it as we do." 

No— with all Helen's^iatura} (juickness of sensibility, 
she suspected nothing, saw nothmg in each excuse but 
what was perfectly reasonabfl^d kind ; she was sure 
that her uncle's frieikls coula not mean to neglect her. 
In short, she had an undoubting belief in those she 
loved, and she loved all those who she thought had loved 
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her uncle, or who had erer sSown her hindness. Helen 
had never yet experienced neglect or detected insin* 
cerity, and nothing in her own true and warm heart 
cotdd suggest the possibility of double-dealing, or eyen 
«f coldness in friendship. She had yet to learn that— 

<* No alter firienddiip ere can nze 
Th* endearments of our early days. 
And ne'er the heart each fon<mesa prove, 
As when it first began to love ; 
Ere lovely nature is expelled, 
Andfiiendship is romantic held. 

But prudence comes with hundred eyes, 
The veil is rent, the vision flies, 
The dear illusions yriJil not last. 
The era of enchantment's past : 
The wild romance of life is done. 
The real history begun !" 



CHAPTER n. 

Some time after this, Mr. Collingwood, rising from the 
breakfast-table, threw down the day's paper, saying 
there was nothing in it ; Mrs. Collingwood glancing her 
eye over it exclaimed — 

" Do you call this nothing ? Helen,- hear this ! 

*' Marriage in high life — ^At the Ambassador's chapel, 
Paris, on the 16th instant. General Clarendon to Lady 
Cecelia Davenant, only daughter of Earl and Countess 
Davenant." 

"Married, absolutely married!" exclaimed Helen: 
" I knew it was to be, but so soon I did not expect. 
Ambassador's chapel — ^where did you sayl — Paris! 
No, that must be a mistake, they are all at Florence—" 
settled there, I thought their letters said.** 

Mrs. Collingwood pointed to the paraoraph, and Helen 
saw it was certainly Paris-^here could be no mistake. 
Here was a full account of the marriage, and a list of 
all the fashionables who««attended the fair bride to the 
hymeneal altar. Her father gave her away. 

'* Then certainly it is so," said Helen, and she came 
to the Joyful ccmclusion that they must all be on their 
2 
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way home ;— *' Dear Lady Davenant coming to Cecils 
hurst agam *' 

Lady Cecilia, " the fair bride," had been Helen's most 
intimate friend ; they had been when children much to- 
gether, for the deanery was so close to Cecilhurst, that 
the shrubbery opened mto the park. 

" But is not it rather extraordinary, my dear Helen," 
said Mrs. Collingwood, " that you should see this ac- 
count of your dear Lady Ceclia's marriaj^e in the pub- 
lic papers only, without having heard of it from any of 
your friends themselves— not one letter, not one line 
from any of them V 

A cloud came over Helen's face, but it passed quickly, 
and she was sure they had written — something had de- 
layed their letters. She was certain Lady Davenant or 
Lady Cecilia had written ; or, if they had not, it was 
because they could not possibly, in such a hurry^ such 
agitation as they must have been in. At all events, 
whether they had written or not, she was certain they 
could not mean any thing unkind ; she could not change 
her opinion of her friend for a letter more or less. 

" Indeed !" said Mrs. Collingwood, " how long is it 
since you have seen them t" 

" About two years ; just two years it is since I parted 
from them at Ilorence." 

" And you have corresponded with Lady Cecilia con- 
stantly ever since V asked Mrs. Collingwood. 

" Not constantly." 

" Not constantly — oh !" said Mrs. Collingwood, in a 
prolonged and somewhat sarcastic tone. 

" Not constantly — so much the better," said her hus- 
band ; ** a constant correspondence is -always a great 
burthen, and moreover, sometimes a ^eat evil, between 
young ladies especially — I hate the sight of ladies' long 
cross-barred letters^^ ^ 

Helen said that Lady Cecilia's letters were never 
cross-barred, always short and far-between. 

" You seem wonderfully fond of Lady Cecilia," said 
Mrs. Collingwood. 

" Not wonderfully," replied Helen, " but very fond, 
and no wonder, we were bred up together. And," con- 
tinued she, after a little pau$e, '* and if Lady Cecilia 
had not been so generous as she is, she might have been 
— she must have been, jealous of the partiahty, the 
fonchiess, which her mother always showed me." 
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** But was not Lady Davenant's heart large enoiu^h to 
hold two V* asked Mrs. Collingwood. " You and her 
daughter, was she not fond of her daughter V 

'' Yes, as far as she knew her, hut she did not know 
Lady Cecilia." ' 

•* Not know her 0¥m daughter !" Mr. and Mrs. Col- 
lin^ood both at once exclaimed, '* how could that pOs- ' 
sibly be t" 

" Very easily," Helen said, " because she saw so little 
of her.'^ 

" Was not Lady Cecilia educated at home !" x 

'* Yes, but still Lady Cecilia, when a child, was all day 
long with her governess, and at Cecilhurst the gov- 
erness's apartments were quite out of the way, in one 
of the wings at the end of a lonff corridor, with a sepa- 
rate staircase ; she might as weU have been in another 
house." 

*' Bad arrangement," said Mr. Collingwood, speaking 
to himself as he stood on the hearth. " Bad arrange- 
ment which separates mother and daughter." 

** At that time," continued Helen, " there was always 
a great deal of company at Cecilhurst. Lord Davenant 
was one of the ministers of state then. I believe — I 
know he saw a great many political people, and Lady 
Davenant was forced to be always with them talking." 

" Talking ! yes, yes," said Mr. Collingwood, " I un- 
derstand it all ; Lady Davenant is a great politician,' and 
female politicians, with their heads full of the affairs of 
Europe, cannot have time to think of the affairs of their 
famihes." 

" What is t^e matter, my dear Helen 1" said Mrs. 
Collingwood, taking her hand. Helen had tears in her 
eyes and looked unhappy. 

" I have done very wrong," said she ; " I have said 
something that has given you a bad, a false opinion of 
one for whom I have the greatest admiration and love — 
of Lady Davenant. I am excessively sorry ; I have 
done very* wrong." 

" Not in the least, my dear child ; you told us nothing 
but what everybody knows — that she is a great poUti- 
cian, you told us no more." 

" But I should have tojd you more, and what nobody 
knows better than I do," cried Helen, " that liady Dave- 
nant is a great deal more, and a great deal better than a 
politician. I was too young to judge, you may think, but 
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young as I was, I could see and feel, and children can' 
and do often see a great deal into character, and I assure 
you Lady Davenant's is a sort of deep, high character, 
that you would admire.'' 

Mrs. Collingwood observed with sur^se, that Helen 

' spoke of her with even more enthusiasm than of her 

dear Lady Ceciha. ' 

'* Yes, because she is a person more likely to excited 
enthusiasm." ^ , 

" You did not feel afraid of her then 1" 
^ " I do not say that," replied Helen, **yet it was not 
fear exactly, it was more a sort of awe, but still I liked 
it. It is so delightful to have something to look up to. 
I love Lady Davenant all the better, even for that awe 
I felt of her." i 

** And I love you all the better for every thing you 
feel, think, and say about your friends," cried Mrs. Col- 
lingwood ; ** but let us see what they will do ; wh^i I 
see whether they can write, and what they write to 
you, I will tell you more of my mind — ^if any letters 
comeu" 

" If! — ^ Helen repeated, but would say no more — and 
there it rested, or at least stopped. By common consent 
the subject Vas not recurred to for several days. Every 
morning at post-time Helen's colour rose with expectsi- 
tion, and then faded with disappointment, still with the 
same confiding look and tone of affection, she said, *' I 
am sure it is not their fault." 

" Time wiU show," said Mrs. Collingwood. I 

At length, one morning when she came down to 
breakfast, " Triumph, my dear Helen!" cried Mrs. Col- 
lingwood, holding up two lar^e letters! all scribbled 
over with " Try this place and try that, miss-sent to 
Crosskeys — Over moor," and heaven knows where — 
and — no matter. 

Helen seized the packets and tore them open ; one 
was from Paris, written immediately after the news of 
Dean Stanley's death ; it contained two letters, one from 
Lady Davenant, the other from Lady Cecilia — •* written, 
only think !" cried she, " how kind ! — the very day be- 
fore her marriage ; signed ' Cecilia Davenant, for the 
last time,' — and Lady Davenant, too— to think of me in 
all their happiness." 

She opened the other letters, written since their arri- 
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▼al in England, she read eagerly on— then stopped, and 
her looks changed. 

" Lady Davenant is not coming to Cecilhnrst. Lord 
Davenant is to h^ sent ambassador to Petersburgh, and 
Lady Davenant inH go along with him I Oh ! there is 
an end of every thing ; I never shall see her again !— 
Stay — she is to be first with Lady Cecilia at Clarendon 
Park, wherever that is, for some time — she does not 
know how long — she hopes to see me there— oh ! how 
kind, how delightful !" 

Helen put Lady Davenant's letter proudly into Mrs. 
Collingwood's hand, and eagerly opened Lady Cecilia's. 

" So like herself! so like Cecilia," cried she. Mrs. 
Collingwood read, and acknowledged that nothing could 
be kinder, for here was an invitation, not vague or gene- 
ral, but particular, and pressing as heart could wish or 
heart could make it. •' We shall be at Clarendon Park 
on Thursday, and shall expect you, dearest Helen, on 
Monday, just time, the general says, for an answer ; so 
write and say where horses shall meet you," Ac. Ac. 

'* Upon my word, this is being in earnest, when it 
comes to horses meeting," cried Mr. Collingwood. " Of 
course you will go directly 1" 

Helen was in great agitation. 

" Write — write — my dear, directly," said Mrs. Col- 
lingwood, " for the post-boy waits." 

And before she had written many lines the cross- 
post-boy sent up word that he could wait no longer. 

Helen wrote she scarcely knew what, but in short an 
acceptance, signed, sealed, delivered, and then she took 
breath. Off cantered the boy with the letters bagged, 
and scarcely was he out of sight, when Helen saw under 
the table the cover of the packet, in which were some 
lines that had not yet been read. They were in Lady 
Ceciha*s handwriting— a postscript. 

** I forgot, dear Helen, the thing that is most essential 

(you remember our friend D ^'s definition of une U" 

tise : c*est d^ouhlier la chose essentielle) ; I forgot to tell 
you that the general declares he will not hear of a mere 
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a General Clarendon of your own. To this postscript 
no reply — silence gives consent." 
^ If I had seen this !" said Helen, as she laid it before 
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Mr. and Mrs. Collingwood, '* I ought to have aiiswered, 
but, indeed, I never saw it ;" she sprang forward in- 
stantly to ring the bell, exclaiming, *^ It is time yet — 
stc^ the boy-=-' silence gives consentl,\ I must write. 
I cannot leave you, my dear friends, in ^lis way. I did 
not see that postscript, believe me I did noj." 

They believed her, they thanked her, biif they would 
not let her ring the bell; they said she had better not 
bind herself in any way either to themselves or to Lady 
Cecilia. Accept of the present invitation she must — . 
she must go to see her friend on her marriage ; she 
must take leave of her dear Lady Davenant before her 
departure. 

•* They are older friends than we are," said Mr. Col- 
lingwood ; '* they have the first claim upon you : but 
let us think of it as only a visit now. As to a residence 
for tife, that you can best judge of for yourself after yon 
have been some time at Clarendon Park ; if you do not 
like to remain there, you know how gladly we shall 
welcome you here again, my child, or, if you decide to 
live with those you have known so long and loved so 
much, we cannot be offended at your choice." 

This generous kindness, this freedom from jealous 
susceptibility, touched Helen's heart, and increased her 
agitation. She could not bear the thoughts of either 
the reality or appearance of neglecting these kind good 
people, the moment she had other prospects, and fre- 
quently in all the hurry of her preparations, she re- 
peated, " It will only be a visit at Clarendon Park. I 
will return to you ; I shall write to you, my dear Mrs. 
Collingwood, at all events, constantly." 

When Mr. Collingwood gave her his parting blessing, 
he reminded her of his warning about her fortune. 
Mrs. Collingwood reminded her of her promise to 
write. The carriage drove from the doer. Helen's 
heart waa full of the friends she was leaving, but by 
degrees the agitation of the parting subsided, her tears 
ceased, her heart grew lighter, and the hopes of seeing 
her friends at Clarendon Park arose bright in her mind, 
and her thoughts all turned upon Cecilia and Lady 
Davenant. 
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CHAPTER JII. 

HcLBN looked eagerly out of the carriage window for 
the first view of Clarendon Park. It satisfied, it sur- 
passed her expectations. It was a fine, aristocratic 
Elace: — ancestral trees; and a vast expanse of park; 
erds of deer, yellow and dark, or spotted, their heads, 
appearing in the distance just above the fern, or grazing 
near, startled as the carriage passed. Through the 
long approach, she caught various views of the House, 
partly Gothic, partly of modern architecture ; it seemed 
of great extent and magnificence. 

All delightful so far ; but now for her own reception. 
Her breath grew quick and quicker as she came near 
and nearer to the house. Some one was st^ding on the 
steps. Was it General Clarendon 1 No ; only a ser- 
vant. The carriage stopped, more servants Appeared, 
and as Helen got out, a very sublime-looking personage 
informed her that " Lady Cecilia and the general were 
out riding — only in the park — would be in immediately." 

And as she crossed tne great hall, the same sublime 
person informed her that there would be still an hour 
before dinner-time, and inquired whether she would be 
pleased to be shown to her own apartment, or to the 
library ? Helen felt chilled and disappointed, because 
this was not exactly the way she had expected things 
would be upon her arrival. She had pictured to herself 
Cecilia running to meet her in the hall. 

Without answering the groom of the chamber, she 
asked, " Is Lady Davenant out too V 

" No ; her ladyship is in the library." 

" To the library then directly." 

And through the antichamber she passed rapidly, im< 
patient of a momentary stop of her conductor to open 
the folding-doors, whUe a man, with a letter-box in 
hand, equally impatient, begged that Lady Davenant 
might be told " Tne general's express was waiting." 

Lady Davenant was sealing letters in great haste 
fi»r this express, but when the door opened, and she 
^w Hfileny she threw wax and letter from her, and 
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pfushing aside the sofa-table, came forward to receiye her 
with open arms. 

All was in an instant happy in Helen's heart ; bat 
there was the man of the letter-box ; he must be at- 
tended to. "Beg your pardon, Helen, my dear — one 
moment. Letters must be finished — great consequence." 

By the time the letters were finished, before they 
were gone, Lady Cecilia came in. The same as ever, 
with sSfectionate delight in her eyes — her beautiful eyes. 
The same, yes, the same Cecilia as ever ; yet different : 
less of a girl, less lively, but more happy. The moment 
she had embraced her. Lady Ceciha turned quick to 
present General Clarendon, thinking he had followed, 
but he had stopped in the hall. 

" Send oflf the letters," were the first words of his 
which Helen heard. The tone commanding, the voice 
remarkably gentlemanlike. An instant afterward he 
came in. A fine figure^ a handsome man ; in the prime 
of life ; with a high-bom, high-bred military air. Eng- 
lish decidedly — proudly English. Something of the 
old school — composed self-possession, with voluntary 
deference to others — rather distant. Helen felt that his 
manner of welcoming her to Clarendon Park was per- 
fectly^ polite, yet she would hava liked it better had it 
beei/less polite — more cordial.) Lady Cecilia, whose 
eyesSvere anxiously upon her, drew her arm within 
hers, and hurried her out of the room. She stopped at 
the foot of the stairs, gathered up the folds of her riding- 
dress, and turning suddenly to Helen, with her vivacious 
manner, said, 

* Helen, my dear, you must not think that — " 

* Think what V said Helen. 

*' Think that — ^for which you are now blushing. Oh, 
you know what I mean ! Helen, your thoughts are just 
as legible in your face, as they always were to me. 
His manner is reserved — cold, maybe — ^but not his heart. 
Understand this, pray — once for adl. Do you ! will you, 
dearest Helen T' 

** I do, I will,*' cried Helen ; and every minute she 
felt more perfectly to understand and to be more per- 
fectly pleased with her friend. Lady Cecilia showed 
her through the apartment destined for her, which she 
had taken the greatest pleasure in arranging; every 
thing there was not only most comfortable, but partic- 
ularly to her taste ; and some little delicate prooOs of 
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affection, recollections of childhood, were there; — 
keepsakes, early drawings, nonsensical things, not worth 
preserving, but still preserved : — they said so much, and 
so tenderly, to Helenas heart ! 

** Look how near we are together," said Cecilia, open- 
ing a door into her own dressing-room. "You may 
shiit this up whenever you please, but I hope you wiu 
never please to do so. You see how I leave you your own 
free will, as friends usually do, with a proviso, a hope at 
least, that you are never to use it on any account — like 
the child^s half-guinea pocket-money, never to be 
changed.'^ 

Her playful tone reheved, as she intended it should, 
Helenas too keen emotion ; and this too was felt with 
the quickness with which every touch of kindness ever 
was felt by her. Helen pressed her friend's hand, and 
smiled witiiout speaking. 

They were to be some time alone before the com- 
mencement of bridal visits, and an expected succession 
of troops of friends. This was a time of pecuhar en- 
joyment to Helen : she had leisure to grow happy in 
the feeling of reviving hopes from old associations. 

She did not forget her promise to write to Mrs. Col- 
Ungwood; nor afterward (to her credit be it here 
marked),— even when the house was full of company, 
and when, by amusement or by feeling, she was most 
pressed for time— did she ever omit to write to those 
excellent friends. Those who best know the difficulty 
will best appreciate this proof of the reality of her 
gratitude. 

As Lady Cecilia was a great deal with her husband, 
riding or walking, Helen had opportunities of being 
much alone with Lady Davenant, who now gave her a 
privilege that she had enjoyed in former times at Cecil- , 
hurst, that of entering her apartment in the morning at 
all hours, without fear of bemg considered an intruder. 

The first morning, however, on seeing her ladyship 
immersed in papers with a brow of care, deeply intent, 
Helen paused on the threshold, " I am afraid I interrupt 
— ^I am Afraid I disturb you." • 

" Come in, Helen, come in," cried Lady Davenant, 
looking up, and the face of care was cleared, and there 
was a^muance of pleasure — "Interrupt — ^yes: disturb 
— nx^ Often in your little life, Helen, you have inter- 
rq^ledr— iieyer disturbed me. From the time you were 
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a child till this moment, never did I see yov come into 
my room without pleasure." 

Then sweeping away heaps of papers, she made room 
for H6len on the sofa beside her. 

" Now tell me how things are with you—somewhat I 
have heard reported of my friend the dean's affairs- 
tell me all." 

Helen told all as briefly as possible ; she hurried on 
through her uncle's affairs with a tremulous voice, and 
before she could come to a conclusion Lady Davenant 
exclaimed, 

" I foresaw it long since : with all my friend's virtues, 
all his talents— but we will not go back upon the painful 
past. You, my dear Helen, have done just what I 
should have expected from you, — aright ;— right, too, the 
condition Mr. Collingwood has made — ^very rig^t. And 
now to the next point : — where are you to live, Helen I 
or rather with whom t" 

Helen was not quite sure yet, she said she had not 
quite determined. 

'* Am I to understand that your doubt lies between the 
Collingwoods and my daughter t" 

'* Yes ; Cecilia most kuidly invited me, but I do not 
know General Clarendon yet, and he does not know me 
yet. Cecilia might wish most sincerely that I should 
live with her, and I am convinced she does ; but h^r 
husband must be considered." 

"True," said Lady Davenant— " true ; a husband is 
certainly a thing to be cared for — in Scottish phrase, and 
General Clarendon is no doubt a person to be consider- 
ed,— but it seems that I am not a person to be con« 
sidered in your arrangements." 

Even the altered, cEy, and almost acrid tone in which 
Lady Davenant spoke, and the expression of disappoint- 
ment in her countenance — were, as marks of strong 
affection, deeply gratifying to Helen. Lady Davenant 
went on. 

" Was not Cecilhurst always a home to you, Helen , 
Stanley?" 

" Yes, ^es, — always a most happy home !" 

" Then why is not Cecilhurst to be your home !" 

"My dear Lady Davenant! how kind! — how very 
very kind of you to wish it — ^but I^never thought of—* 

" And why did not you think of F. ttelen t" ^ 

" I mean — ^I thought you were gding to Russia.'' 
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" And have you settled, my dear Helen,'* said Lady 
Bayenant, smiling^, '* have you settled that I am nerer to 
come back from Russia? Do not you know that you 
are — that you ever were — ^vou ever will be to me a 
daughter 1" and drawing Helen fondly towards her, she 
added, " as my dVfn very dear — ^I must not say desjrest 
child, — must not, because, as I well remember once — 
little creature as you were then — ^you whispered to me, 
* Never call me dear««/,* — generous-hearted child !** 
And tears started into her eyes as she spoke ; but at 
that moment came a knock at the door. *'A packet 
from Lord Davenant, by Mr. Mapletofit, my lady." 

Helen rose to leave the room, but Lady Davenant laid 
a detaining hand upon her, saying, ** You will not be in 
my way in the least ;" and she opened her packet, add- 
ing, that while she read, Helen might amuse herself 
'* with arranging the books on that table, or in looking 
over the letters in that portfolio. '' 

Helen had hitherto seen Lady Davenant only with the 
eyes of very early youth ; but now, after an absence of 
two years — a great space in her existence, it seemed as 
if she looked upon her with new eyes, and every hour 
made fresh discoveries in her character. Contrary to 
what too often happens when we again see and judge 
of those whom we nave early known, Lady Davenant's 
character and abilities^, instead of sinking and diminish- 
ing, appeared to rise and enlarge, to expand and be en- 
nobled to Helen's view. Strong lights and shades there 
were, but these only excited and fixed her attention. 
Even her defects — those inequalities of temper of which 
she had already had some example, were interesting as 
evidences of the power and warmth of her affections. 

The books on the table were those which Lady Dave- 
nant had had in her travelling carriage. They ffave 
Helen an idea of the range ana variety of the reader's 
mind. Some of them were presentation copies, as they 
are caUed. from several of tne first authors of our own» 
and foreign countries ; some with dedications to Lady 
Davenant ; others with inscriptions expressing respect 
or propitiating favour, or anxious for judgment. 

The portfoho contained letters whose very signatures 
would have driven the first of modem autograph collect, 
ors. distracted with joy — whose meanest scrap would 
mal^ a scrap-book ^^^ envy of the world* 

]^ aiiiong the otters m this portfolio, there were 
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none of those nauseous notes of compliment, none of 
those epistles adulatory, degrading to those who write, 
and equally to those by whom they are produced ; let- , 
ters which are, however cleverly turned (Pope's in- 
cluded), inexpressibly wearisome to all but the parties 
concerned. 

After opening and looking at the signature of several 
of these letters, Helen sat in a delightful emharras de 
richesise. To read them all — all at once, was impossi- 
ble ; with which to begin, she could not determine. One 
after another was laid aside as too good to be read first, 
and after glancing at the contents of each, she began to 
deal them round alphabetically till she was struck by a 
passage in one of them— she looked to the signature, it 
was unknown to fame — she read the whole, it was strik- 
ing and interesting. There were several letters in the 
same hand, and Helen was surprised to find them ar- 
ranged according to their dates, in Lady Davenant's own 
writing — ^preserved with those of persons of illustrious 
reputation ! These she read on without further hesita- 
tion. There was no sort of affectation in them — quite 
easy and natural, " real feeling, and genius," certainly 
genms, she thought! — and there seemed something 
romantic and uncommon in the character of the writer. 
They were signed Granville Beauclerc ? 

Who could he be, this Granville Beauclerc? She 
read on till Lady Davenant, having finished her packet, 
rang a silver handbell, as was her custom, to summon 
her page. At the first tingle of the bell Helen started, 
and Lady Davenant asked, " Whose letter, my deai^'has 
so completely abstracted you V 

Carlos, the page, came in at this instant, and after a 
quick glance at the hand-writing of the letters. Lady 
Davenant gave her orders in Portuguese to Carlos, and 
then returning to Helen, took no further notice of the 
letters, but went on just where she had left off. 
" Helen, I remember when you were about nine years 
old, timid as you usually were, your coming forward, 
bold as a little lion, to attack me in Cecilia's defence ; I 
forj^et the particulars, but I recollect that you said I was 
unjust^ and that I did not know Cecilia, and there you 
were right ; so, to reward you, you shall see that now 
I do her perfect justice, and that I am as fond of her as 
your heart can wish. I really never did know Ceciha 
till I saw her heartily in love ; I had imagined her inca- 
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pable of real love ; I thought the desire of pleasing uni- 
versally had been her ruling passion — ^the ruling passion 
that, of a little mind and a cold heart ; but i did her 
wrong. In^another more material point, too, I was 
mistaSLen." 

Lady Dayenant paused and looked earnestly at Helen, 
whose eyes said I am glad, and yet she was not quite 
^certain she knew to what ^e alluded. 

^ Cecilia righted herself, and won my good opinion* 
by the openness with which she treated me from the 
very commencement of her attachment to General 
Clarendon." 

Lady Davenant again paused to reflect, and {^ayed for 
some moments with the tablets in her hand. 

^ Some one says that Aure are apt to flatter ourselves 
that we leave our faults when our faulty leave us, from 
change of situation, age, and so forth;' and perhaps it 
does not signify much which it ii, if the faults are faiiiy 
gone* and if there be no danger of their returning : all 
our former misunderstandings arose on Cecilia's part 
from cowardice of character ; on mine from — no matter 
what — ^no matter either which of us was most wrong.'* 

** True, true," cried Helen, eagerly ; and, anxious t6 
prevent recurrence to painful recollections, she went on 
to ask rapidly several questions about Cecilia's mar- 
riage. 

Lady Davenant smiled, and promised that she should 
have the whole history of the marriage in true gossip 
detaiL 

"When I wrote to you, I gave you some general 
^eas on the subject, but there are little things which 
<H)idd not wen be written, even to so safe a young friend 
as you are, for what is written remains, and ouen fer 
&ose by whom it was never intended to be seen ; the 
dessaux des cartes can seldom be either safely or satisr 
factorily shown on paper, so give me my embroidery 
frame, \ never can tell well without having something 
to do with my hands." 

And as Heten set the embroideiy>frame, Lady Dave- 
nant searched for some skeins of silk and silk-winders. 

** Take these, my dear, and wind this silk for me, for 
I ranrthave my hearer comfortably establi^ed, not like 
/Ihe agonized hstener in the ' World,' leaning a^nst ^ 
( tafcAiuvith the corner running into him all the tune.* 
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CHAPTER IV. 



" I MUST go back," continued Lady Davenant ; " quite 
to the dark ages, the time when I knew nothing of my 
daughter's character but by the accidental lights which 
you afforded me. 1 will take up my story before the 
reformation, in the middle ages, when you and your 
dear uncle left us at Florence ; about two years ago, 
when Cecilia was in the height of her conquests, about 
the time when a certain Colonel D'Aubigny flourished, 
you remember him V 

Helen answered " Yes," rather in a constrained voice, 
which caused Lady Davenant to look up, and on seeing 
that look of inquiry, Helen coloured, though she would 
have given the world not to be so foolish. The affair was 
Cecilia's, and Helen only wished not to have it recurred 
to, and yet she had now, by colouring, done the very 
thing to fix Lady Davenant's attention, and as the look 
was prolonged, she coloured more and more. 

" I see I was wrong," said Lady Davenant ; *' I had 
thought Colonel D'Aubigny's ecstasy about that minia- 
ture of you was only a feint ; but I see he really was an 
admirer of yours, Helen 1" 

" Of mine ! oh no, never !" Still from her fear of say- 
ing sometliing that should implicate Cecilia, her tone, 
though she spoke exactly the truth, was not to Lady 
Davenant's discriminative ear quite natural — ^Helen see- 
ing doubt, added, 

" Impossible, my dear Lady Davenant ! you know I 
was then so young, quite a child !" 

'' No, no, not quite ; two from eighteen and sixteen 
remain, I think, and in our days sixteen is not absolutely 
a child." 

Helen made no answer ; her thoughts had gone back 
to the time if^hen Colonel D'Aubigny was first introduced 
to her, which was just before her uncle's illness, and 
when her mind had been so engrossed by him, that she 
had but a conAised recollection of all the rest. 

" Now you are right, my dear," said Lady Davenant ; 
^ right to be absolutely silent. In difficult cases say 
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nothing; but still you are wrong in sitting so uneasily 
under it, for that seems as if there was something. ** 

" Nothing upon earth !" cried Helen, '* if you would 
not look at me so, my dear Lady Davenant." 

'' Then, my dear Helen, do not break my embroidery 
silk ; that jerk was imprudent, and trust me, my dear, the 
screw of that silk-winder is not so much to blame as you 
would have me think ; take patience with yourself and 
with me. There is no great harm done, no unbearable 
imputation ; you are not accused of loving or liking, only 
of having been admired." 

" Never !" cried Helen. 

'* Well, well ! it does not signify in the least now ; tlM 
man is either dying or dead." 

" I am glad of it," cried Helen. 

^ How barbarous !" said Lady Davenant ; '' but let it 
pass, I am neither glad nor sorry ; contempt is more 
dignified and safer than hatred, my dear. 

" Now to return to Cecilia ; soon after, I will not say 
the D'Aubigny era, but soon after you left us, I fell sick, 
Cecilia was excessively kind to me. In kindness her 
affectionate heart never failed, and I felt this the more 
from a consciousness that I had been a little harsh to 
her. I recovered but slowly ; I could not bear to have 
her confined so long in a sick room, and yet I did not 
much like either of the chaperons with whom she went 
out, though they were both of rank, and of unimpeach- 
able character — ^the one English, one of the best women 
in the world, but the most stupid ; the other a foreigner, 
one of the most agreeable women in the world, but the 
most false. 1 prevailed on Cecilia to break oflf that — ^I 
do not know what to call it, friendship it was not, and 
my daughter and I drew nearer together. Better times 
began to dawn, but still there was little sympathy be- 
tween us; my mind was intent on Lord Davenant's 
interests, hers on amusement and admiration. Her 
conquests were numerous, and she gloried in their num- 
ber, for, between you and me, Cecilia was, before the 
reformation, not a little of a coquette. You will not 
allow it, you did not see it, you did not go out with her, 
and being three or four years younger, you could not be 
a very good critic of Cecilia's conduct ; and depend upon 
it I am right, she was not a little of a coquette. She did 
not loKiw, and I am sure 1 did not know, that she had a 
hMTlblilshe became acquainted with General Clarendon. 
B2 
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" The first time we met him"— observing a quickening 
of attention in Helen's eyes. Lady Davenant smiled ana 
said, '^Yomig ladies always like to hear of 'the first 
time we saw him.' — ^The first time we saw General 
Clarendon was — forgire me the day of the month — ^in 
the g^ery at Florence. 1 forget how it happened that 
he had not been presented to me— to Lord Davenant he 
must have been. But so it was, and it was new to 
Cecilia to see a man of his appearance who had not oa 
his first arrival shown himself ambitious to be made 
known to her. He was admiring a beautiful Magdalene, 
and he was standing with his back towards us. I recol- 
lect that his ai^arance when I saw him s^/a stranger — 
the time when one can best judge of appearance — struck 
me as that of a distm^ished person, but little did 1 think 
that there stood Cecilia's husband ! so little did my ma- 
ternal instinct guide me. 

'* As we approached, he turned and gave one look at 
Cecilia ;«she gave one look at him. He passed on, she 
stopped me to examine the picture which he had been 
admiring. 

** Every English mother at Florence, except myself, 
had their eyes fixed upon General Clarendon from the 
moment of his arrival. But whatever I may have been, 
or may have been supposed to be, on the great squares 
of politics, I believe 1 nevjBr have been accused or even 
suspected of being a mameuvrer on the> small domestie 
scale. i 

** My reputation for imbecility in these matters was 
perhaps advantageous. He did not shun me as he did 
the tnbe of knowing ones ; a hundred reports flew about 
concerning him, settling in one, that he was resolved 
never to marry. Yet he was a passionate admirer of 
beauty and grace, and it was said that he had never been 
unsuccessful where he had wished to please. The 
secret of his resolution against marriage was accounted 
for by the gossiping public in many ways variously ab- 
surd. The fact was, that in his own family, and in that 
of a particular friend, there had been about this time two 
or three scandalous intrigues, followed by * the public 
brand of shameful life.' One of these ' sad affairs,' as 
they are styled, was marked with premeditated treachery 
and turpitude. The lady had been, or had seemed to be, 
for years a pattern wife, the mother of several children; 
yet she had long betrayed, and ^t last abandoned, a most 
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amiable and confiding husband, and went off with a man 
who did not love her, who cared for nought but himself, 
a disgusting monster of selfishness, vanity, and vice ! 
This woman was said to have been once good, but to 
have been corrupted and depraved by residence abroad — 
by the contagion of foreign profligacy. In the other in- 
stance, the seduced wife had been originally most 
amiable, pure-minded, uncommonly beautiful, loved to 
idolatry by her husband. Clarendon's particular friend, a 
man high in public estimation. The husband shot him- 
self. The seducer was, it is said, the lady's first love. 
That these circumstances should have made a deep im- 
pression on Clarendon, is natural ; the more feeling — 
the stronger the mind, the more deep and lasting it was 
likely to be. Besides his resolution against marriage 
ia general, we heard that he had specially resolved 
against marrying any travelled lady, and most especially 
against any woman with whom there was danger of a 
first love. How this danger was to be avoided or ascer- 
tained, mothers and daughters looked at one another, 
and did not ask, or at least did not answer. 

'* Cecilia, apparently unconcerned, heard and laughed 
at these high resolves, after her gay fashion, with her 
young companions, and marvelled how long the resolu- 
tion would be kept. Greneral Clarendon of course could 
not but be introduced to us, could not but attend our as- 
semblies, nor could he avoid meeting us in all the good 
English a^d foreign society at Florence ; but whenever 
he met us, he always kept at a safe distance : this cau- 
tion marked his sense of danger. To avoid its being so 
construed, perhaps, he made approaches to me, politely 
cold; we talked very wisely on the state of the Con- 
tinent and the affairs of Europe; I did not, however, 
confine myself or him to politics, I gave him many un- 
conscious opportunities of showing in conversation, not 
lus abilities, for they are nothing extraordinary ; but his 
character, which is first-rate. Gleams came out, of a 
character born to subjugate, to captivate, to attach for 
hfe. It worked first on Cecilia's curiosity ; she thought 
she was only curious, and she listened at first, humming 
an opera air between times, with the least concerned 
k)ok conceivable. Bui her imagination was caught, and 
thenceforward through every thing that everybody else 
a%ht bo saying, and through all she said herself, she 
Wmi ev«ry word that feU from our general, and even 
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idl that was repeated of his sa3diig at second or third 
hand. So she learned in due season that he had seen 
women as handsome, handsomer than Lady Cecilia 
Davenant ; but that there was something in her manner 
pecidiarly suited to his taste — ^his fastidious taste ! so 
free from coquetry, he said she was. And true, per- 
fectly true, from the time he became acquainted with 
her ; no hypocrisy on her part, no mistake on his ; at 
the first touch of a real love, there was an end of vanity 
and coquetry. Then her deference— her affection for 
her mother, was so charming, he thought ; such perfect 
confidence — such quick intelligence between us. No 
deceit here either, only a httle self-deception on Cecilia's 
part. She had really grown suddenly fonder of me ; 
what had become of her fear, she did not know. But I 
knew full well my new charm and my real merit ; I was 
a good and safe conductor of the electric shock. 

** It chanced one day, when I was listening only as 
one listens to a man who is talking at another through 
oneself, I did not immediately catch the meaning, or I 
believe hear what the general said. Cecilia, unawares, 
answered for me, and showed that she perfectly under- 
stood : — ^he bowed — she blushed. 

"Man is usually quicksighted to woman's blushes. 
But our general was not vain, only proud ; the blush he 
did not set down to his own account, but very much to 
hers. It was a proof, he thought, of so much simplicity 
of heart, so unspoiled by the world, so unlike — in short, 
so hke the very woman he had painted in his fancy, be- 
fore he knew too much of women. Ladv Cecilia was 
now a perfect angel.y Not one word of all this did he 
say, but it was understood quite as well as if it had been 
spoken : his lips were firmly compressed, and the whole 
outer man composed — frigidly cold; — ^yet through all 
this Cecilia saw — such is woman's penetration in certain 
cases — Cecilia saw what must sooner or later happen* 
He, still proud of his prudence, refrained from word, 
look, or sigh, resolved to be impassive till his judgment 
should be perfectly satisfied. At last this judgment was 
perfectly satisfied ; that is, he was passionately in love 
— fairly * caught,' my dear, ' in the strong toils of grace,' 
and he threw himself at Cecilia's feet. She was not 
quite so much surprised as he expected, but more pleased 
than he had ventured to hope. There was that, how- 
ever, in his {HToud humility, which told Cecilia there 
must be no triflinij^. 
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* ' He either fears his £ite too much, 
Or his deserts are small, 
Who fears to put it to the touch, 
To win or lose it alL' 

He put it to the test, and won it all. General Claren* 
don, indeed, is a man likely to win and keep the love of 
woman, for this, among other good reasons, that love 
and honour being with him inseparable, the idol he 
adores must keep herself at the height to which he has 
raised her, or cease to receive his adoration. . She must 
be no qommon vulgar idol for every passing worshipper." 

As Lady Davenant paused, Helen looked up, hesitated, 
and said, ** I hope that General Clarendon is not dis- 
posed to jealousy." 

** No : he's too proud to be jealous," replied Lady 
Davenant. 

Are proud men never jealous t thought Helen. 

" I mean," continued Lady Davenant, " that General 
Clarendon is too proud to be jealous of his wife. For 
aught I know, he might have felt jealousy of Cecilia be- 
fore she was his, for then she was but a woman, like 
another ; but once his — once having set his judgment 
on the cast, both the virtues and the defects of his char- 
acter join in security for his perfect confidence in the 
wife * his choice and passion both approve.' From tem- 
per and principle he is unchangeable. 1 acknowledge 
that I think the general is a little inclined perhaps to 
obstinacy : but as Burke says, though obstinacy is cer- 
tainly a vice, it happens that the whole line of the great 
and masculine virtues, constancy, fidelity, fortitude, 
magnanimity, are closely allied to this disagreeable 
quadit3r, of which we* have so just an abhorrence. 

^ It is most peculiarly happy f»r Cecilia that she has 
a husband of this firm character, one on whom she can 
rely— one to whom she may, she must look up, if not 
alwa3rs, yet upon all important occasions where deci- 
sion is necessary, or integrity required. It is between 
her and her general as it should be in marriage, each 
has the compensating qualities to those which the other 
possesses : General Curendon is inferior to Cecilia in 
wit, but superior in judgment; inferior in literature, 
fliq>erior in knowledge of the world ; inferior to my 
dn^ter altogether in abilities, in what is called geniufi^ 

i 
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but far superior in that ruling power, strength of mind. 
Strength of mind is an attaching as well as a ruling 
power : all human creatures, women especially, become 
attached to those who have power over their minds. 
Yes, Helen, 1 am satisfied with their marriage, and with 
your congratulations : yours are the sort I like. Vul- 
gar people — ^by vulgar people I mean all who think vul- 
garly — ^very great vulgar people have congratulated me 
upon this establishment of my daughter's fortune and 
future rank (a dukedom in view), all that could be 
wished in worldly estimation. But 1 rejoice in it as the 
security for my daughter's character and happiness. 
Thank you again, my dear young friend, for your sym- 
pathy ; you can understand me, you can feel with me." 
Sympathy, intelligent, quick, warm, unwearied, un- 
weariable, such as Helen's, is really a charming accom- 
plishment in a friend ; the only obligation a proud per- 
son is never too proud to receive; and it was most 
gratifying to Helen to be allowed to sympathize with 
Lady Davenant— one who, in general, never spoke of 
herself,, or unveiled her private feelings, even to those 
who lived with her on terms of intimacy. Helen felt 
responsible for the confidence granted to her thus upon 
credit, and a strbng ambition was excited in her mind 
to justify the high opinion her superior friend had 
formed of her. She determined to become all that she 
was believed to be ^as the flame of a taper suddenly 
rises towards what is held over it, her spirit mounted to 
the point to which her friend wished her to aspire. 



CHAPTER V. 

Helen's perfect happiness at Clarendon Park wbs 
not of long duration. People who have not been by 
nature blessed or cursed with nice feelings, or who have 
well rubbed off their delicacy in roughing through the 
world, can be quite happy, or at least happy enough 
without ascertaining whether they are really esteemed 
or liked by those with whom they live. Many, and 
Some of high degree, whfen well sheltered and fed and 
provided with all the necessaries, and surrounded by 
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^ the luxories of life, and with appearances tolerably 
well kept up by outwa^ manner, care little or nought 
fibout the inside sentiments. 

But Helen was neither of the case-hardened philoso- 
phic, or the naturally obtuse-feeling class ; she belonged 
to the over-anxious. Surrounded at Clarendon Park 
With all the splendour of life, and with the immediate 
expectation of seeing and being seen by the first society 
in England ; with the certainty also of being tenderly 
loved and highly esteemed by two of the persons she 
was living with, vet a doubt about the third began to 
make her miserable. Whether General Clarendon really 
Hked her or not, was a question that hung upon her 
mind sometimes as a dead weight — then vibrating back- 
wards and forwards, she often called to mind and en- 
deavoured to beUeve what Cecilia the first day told her, 
that this reserved manner was natoral to him with stran- 
gers, and would wear off. But to her the icy coldness 
did not thaw. So she felt, or so she fancied, and which 
it was she could not decide. She had never before 
lived vnth any one about whose hking for her she could 
doubt, therefore, as she said to herself, *' I know I am a 
bad judge." She feared to open her mind to CeciUa. 
Lady Davenant would be the safest person to consult, 
yet Helen, with all her young delicacy fresh about her, 
scrupled, and could not screw her courage to the stick- 
ing-place. Every morning going to Lady Davenanfs 
room, she half resolved and yet came away without 
speaking. At last, one morning, she began : 

*^ You said something the other day, my dear Lady 
Davenant, about a visit from Miss Clarendon. Perhaps 
•— 1 am afraid>-in short I think, — ^I fear, the general 
does not like my being here ; and I thought, perhaps, he 
was displeased at his sister's not being here, — that he 
thought Cecilia's having asked me prevented his sister's 
coming ; but then you told me he was not of a jealous 
temper, did not you 1" 

** Disiinguez, ^ said Lady Davenant ; " distinguons, as 
the old French metaphysicians used to say, distinguons^ • 
there be various kinds of Jealousy, as of love. The oM 
romances make a distinction between amour and amour i 
par amours. Whatever that mean, I beg leave to take a 
distinction full as intelligible, I trust, bet ween yo/ou^ie par 
mmour, and jalousie paramitiS. Now, to apply ; when I 
Wd you that our general was not 8id>ject to jealousy, I 
B 3 
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should have distinguished, and s^d^ jaVousie j>ar amour^ 
jealousy in love, but I will not ensure him against 
jalousie par amitU — jealousy in friendship — of friends 
and relations, I mean.^ Methinks I have seen symptoms 
of this in the general, he does not like my influence 
over Cecilia, nor yours, my dear." 

" I understand it all," exclaimed Helen, " and I was 
right from the very first ; I saw he disliked me, and he 
ever will and must dislike and detest me — I see it in 
every look, hear it in every word, in every tone." 

" Now, my dear Helen, if you are riding off on your 
imagination, 1 wish you a pleasant ride, and till you 
come back again, 1 will write my letters," said Lady 
Davenantr taking up a pen. 

Helen begged pardon, and protested she was not going 
to ride off upon any imagination, — she had no imagina- 
tion now, — she entreated Lady Davenant to go on, for 
she was very anxious to know the whole truth, what- 
ever it might be. Lady Davenant laid down her pen, 
and told her all she knew. In the first place, that 
Cecilia did not like Miss Clarendon, who, though a very 
estimable person, had a sort of uncompromising sin- 
cerity, joined with a brusquerie of manner, which Cecilia 
could not endure. How her daughter had managed 
matters to refuse the sister without offending the brother, 
Lady Davenant said she did not know ; that was Cecilia's 
secret, and probably it lay in her own charming manner 
of doine things, aided by the whole affsdr having 
occurred a few days before marriage, when nothing 
could be taken ill of the bride elect. " The general, 
as Cecilia told me, desired that she would write to invite 
you, Helen ; she did so, and I am very glad of it. This 
IS all I know of this mighty matter." 

But Helen could not endure the idea of being there, 
contrary to the general's wishes, in the place of the 
sister he loved. Oh, how very, very unfortunate she 
was to have all her hopes blighted, destroyed — and 
Cecilia's kindness all in vain. Dear, dear Cecilia !— but 
for the whole world Helen would not be so selfish — she 
would not run the hazard of making mischief. She 
would never use her influence over Cecilia in opposition 
to the general. Oh, how httle he knew of her cliarac- 
ter, if he thought it possible. 

Helen had now come to tears. Then the keen sense 
of injustice turned to indignation, and the tears wiped 
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ftway and pride prevailing, colouring she exclaimed, 
^ That she knew what she ought to do, she knew what 
she would do — she would not stay wljere the master of 
the house did not wish for her. Orphan though s^e 
was, she could not accept of protection or obligation 
from any human being who neither hked or esteemed 
her. She would shorten her visit at Clarendon Park — 
make it as short as his heart could desire, — she would 
never be the cause of any disagreement — poor, dear, 
kind Cecilia ! She would write directly to Mrs. CoUing- 
wood." 

At the close of these last incoherent sentences, Helen 
was awe-struck by the absolute composed immovability 
and silence of Lady Davenant. Helen stood rebuked 
before her. 

*' Instead of writing to Mrs. Collingwood, had not you 
better go at once V said her ladyship, speaking in a 
voice so calm, and in a tone so slightly ironical, that it 
might have passed for earnest on any but an acutely 
feeling ear — " Shall I ring and order your carriage t" 
putting her hand on the bell as she spoke, and resting it 
there, she continued — ** It would be so spirited to be off 
instantly : so wise, so polite, so considerate towards 
dear Cecilia — so dignified towards the general, and so 
kind towards me, who am going to a far country, Helen, 
and may perhaps not see you ever again.*' 

" Forgive me !" cried Helen ; " I never could go while 
yon were here." 

" I did not know what you might think proper when 
you seemed to have lost your senses." 

" 1 have recovered them," said Helen ; " I wiD do 
whatever you please— whatever you think best." 

" It must not be what I please, my dear child, nor 
what I think best ; but what you judge for yourself to 
be best ; else what will become of you when 1 am in 
Russia? It must be some higher and more stable 

grinciple of action that must govera you. It must not 
e the mere wish to please this or that friend ; — ^Uie 
defect of your character, Helen, remember I tell you, is 
this^inordinate d^sire.to be loved, this impatience of 
not being loved^that which but a moment ago made 
you ready to abandon two of the best friends you have 
upon «arth, because you imagine, or you suspect, or 
you fear, that a third person, almost a stranger, does not 
Mke before he has had time to know you." 
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« I was very foolish," said Helen; "but now I will 
be wise, I will do whatever is — right. Surely you 
would not have me live here if I were convinced that 
ttie master of the house did not wish it t" 

"Certainly not — certainly not," repeated Lady Dave- 
,nant ; " but let us see our way before us ; never gallop, 
my dear, much less leap ; never move till you see your 
way ; — once it is ascertained that General Clarendon 
does not wish you to be here, nor approve of you for 
the chosen companion of his wife, I as your best fnend 
would say, begone, and speed you on_your way ; then 
as much pride, as much spirit as you will ; but those 
who are conscious of possessing real spirit, should 
never be — ^seldom are — in a hurry to show it/that kind 
of ostentatious haste is undignified in man, and ungracer 
ful in women. '^ ^ 

Helen pronfised that she would be patience itself: 
" But tell me exactly," said she, " what you would have 
me do." 

j *^ Nothing, " said Lady Davenant. 
! *^ Nothing ! that is easy at least," said Helen, smiling. 

" No, not so easy as you imagine ; it requires some- 
times no smaU share of strength of mind." 
' " Strength of mind !" said Helen, " I am afraid I have 
not any." 

" Acquire it then, my dear," said her friend. 

"JButcanir* 

" Certainly ; strength of mind, like strength of body, 
is improved by exercise." 

" If I had any to beg^n with — " said Helen. 

" You have some, Helen, a great desd in one particu- 
la alse why should I have any more regard for you, or 
mort. hope of you, than of any other weU-dressed, well- 
taught beauty, any of the tribe of young ladies who pass 
before me, without ever fixing my mind's eye for one 
moment t" 

" But in what particular, my dear Lady Davenant, do 
you mean t" said Helen, anxiously ; " I am afraid you 
are mistaken; in what do you think I ever showed 
strength of mind % Tell me, and I will tell you the 
truth." 

" That you will, and there is the point that I mean. 
Ever since I have known you, you have always, as at 
this moment, coward as you are, been brave enough to 
speak the truth ; and truth I believe to be the only real 
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lasting foundation for friendship ; in all bnt truth there 
is a principle of decay and dissolution. Now good-by, 
my dear ; — stay, one word more — ^there is a* line in some 
classic poet, wmch says 1* the suspicion of ill-will nerer 
fails to produce it.'4-Rem^ember this in your intercourse 
with General Clarendon ; show no suspicion of his 
bearing you ill-will, and to show none, you must feel 
none. Put absolutely out of your head all that you may 
have heard or imagined about Biiss Clarendon, or her 
brother's prejudices on her account.^ ^ 

" I will— I will indeed," said Helen, and so. they 
parted. 

A few words have sometimes a material influence on 
events in human life. Perhaps even among those who 
hold in general that advice never does good, there is no 
individual who cannot recollect some few words — some 
conversation which has altered the future colour of their 
lives. 

Helen's over-anxiety concerning General Clarendon's 
opinion of her, being now balanced by the higher interest 
Lady Davenant had excited, she met him with new-bom 
courage ; and Lady Cecilia, not that she suspected it 
was necessary, but merely by way of prevention, threw 
in little douceurs of flattery, on the general's part, re« 
peated sundry pretty comphments, and redly kind things 
which he had said to her of Helen. These always 
pleased Helen at the moment, but she could never make 
what she was told he said of her, quite agree with what 
he said to her : indeed, he said so very little that no 
absolute discrepancy could be detected between the 
words spoken, and the words reported to have been 
said ; but still the looks did not agree with the opinions, 
or the cordiality implied. 

One morning Lady Cecilia told her that the general 
wished that she would ride out with them, ** and you 
must come, indeed you must, and try his pretty Zehca » 
he wishes it of all things, he told me so last night." 

The general chancing to come in as she spoke. Lady 
Cecilia appealed to him with a look that almost called 
upon him to enforce her request ; but he only said that 
if Miss Stanley would do him the honour, he should 
certainly be happy, if Zelica would not be too much for 
her ; but he couM not take it upon him to advise. Then 
lo^ong for some paper, of which he came in searclu 
4 



and passing tier with the most polite and deferenlid 
manner possible, he left the room. 

Half vexed, half smiling^ Helen looked at Cecilia, and 
asked whether all she had told her was not a little-— 
*^phis belle que la veriUy 

Lady Cecilia, blushing slightly, poured out rapid pro* 
testations that all she had ever repeated to Helen of the 
general's sayings was perfect truth — " I will not swear 
to the words — l^ause m the first place it is not pretty 
to swear, and next, because I never can recollect any« 
body's words, or my own, five minutes after they have 
been said." 

Partly by plajrfulness, and partly by protestations, 
Lady Cecilia half convinced Helen ; but from this time 
she refrained from repeating compliments which, true 
or false, did no good, and thin^fs went on better ; obser* 
ving this, she left them to their natural course, upon all 
such occasions the best way. 

And now visiters began to appear, mid some offi- 
cers of the general's staff arrived. Clarendon Park 
happened to be in the district which General Clarendon 
commanded, so that he was able usually to reside there. 
It was in what is called a good neighbourhood, and 
there was much visiting and many entertainments. 

One day at dinner, Helen was seated between the 

Seneral and a fine young guardsman, who, as far as his 
eep sense of his own merit, and his fashionaUe in- 
difference to young ladies would permit, had made some 
demonstrations of a desire to attract her notice. He 
was piqued when, in the midst of something he had 
wonderfully exerted himself to say, he observed that 
her attention was distracted by a gentleman opposite, 
who had just returned from the continent, and who. 
among other pieces of news, marriages and deaths of 
English abroad, mentioned that " poor D'Aubigiiy" was 
at last dead. 

Helen looked first at Cecilia, who, as she saw, heard 
what was said with perfect composure ; and then at Lady 
Davenant, who had meantime glanced imperceptibly at 
her daughter, and then iq>on Helen, whose eyes she met 
•—and Helen coloured merely from association, because 
she had coloured before— provoking ! yet impossible to 
b^ it. AH passed in less time thim it can be told, and 
Helen had left the guardsman in the midst of his sen 
tence, discomfiteda and his eyes were now upon her ; 
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and in confusion die turned from him, and there were 
^e general's eyes ; but he ¥ras only inviting her to taste 
some particular wine, which he thought she would like, 
and which she willingly accepted, and praised, though 
she assuredly did not know in the least what manner of 
taste it had. The general now exerted himself to 
occupy the guardsman in a conversation about promo- 
tion, and drew all observation from Helen. Yet not the 
slightest indication of having seen, heard, or understood 
appeared in his countenance, not the least curiosity or 
interest about Colonel D'Aubigny. Of one point Helen 
was however intuitively certain, that he had noticed 
that confusion which he had so ably, so coolly covered* 
One ingenuous look from her thanked him, and his look 
in return was most gratifying ; she could not tell how it 
was, but it appeared more as if he understood and liked 
her than any look she had ever seen from him before. 
They were both more at their ease. Next day, he 
certainly justified all Cecilia's former assurances, b^ the 
urgency with which he desired to have her of the ndipf 
party. He put her on horseback himself, bade the aid- 
pe-camp ride on with Lady Cecilia— three several times 
set the bridle right in Miss Stanley's hand, assuring her 
that she need not be afraid, that Zelica was the gentlest 
creature possible, and he kept his fiery horse, Fleetfoot, 
to a pace that suited her during the whole time they 
were out. Helen took courage, and her ride did her a 
vast deal of good. 

The rides were repeated, the general evidently be- 
came more and more mterested alM>ut Miss Stanley ; he 
appealed continually to her taste, and marked that he 
considered her as part of his family ; but, as Helen told 
Lady Davenant, it was difilcult with a person of his 
high-bred manners and reserved temper, to ascertain 
what was to be attributed to general deference to her 
sex, what to particular regard for the individual, how 
much to hospitality to his guest, or attention to his 
wife's friend, and what might be considered as proof of 
his own desire to share that friendship, and of a real 
wish that she should continue to live with them. 

While she was in this uncertainty, Lord Davenant 
arrived from London ; he had always been fond of Helen, 
and now the great changes which had taken place since 
fbfBT had met last, the first sight of her youthful fifi:ure 
ti-mep mourning, touched him to the heart— he f(j(ded 
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her in his arms, and was nnaUe to speak. He ! a great 
bulky man, with a face of constitutional joy — but so it 
was ; he had a tender heart, strong feelings of all kinds 
under an appearance of insouciance which deceived the 
world. He was distinguished as a political leader — but 
as he said of himself, he had been three times inoculated 
with ambition — once by his mother, once by his brother, 
and once by his wife ; but it had never taken well ; the 
last the best however, — ^it had sho wn at least sufficiently 
to satisfy his friends, and he was happy to be no more 
tormented. With taJents of the first order, and in- 
tegrity unblenching, his character was not of that stern 
stuflf— no, not of that corrupt stuff— of which modem 
ambition should be made. 

He had now something to tell Helen, which he would 
say even before he opened his London budget of news. 
He told her, with a congratulatory smile, that he had 
had an opportunity of showing his sense of Mr. Col- 
lingwood's merits ; and as he spoke he put a letter into 
her hand. 

The letter was from her good friend Mr. CoUingwood. 
A vacant bishopric in the West Indies had been offered 
to him, and in his answer to Lord Davenant, who had 
been empowered to make the offer, Mr. CoUingwood, 
after saying all that was proper of gratitude, unworthi- 
ness, and the good of the church, accepted the bishopric, 
and enclosed a letter for Helen, and a most kind letter 
it was, desiring that she would let him know immediately 
and decidedly (before their own plans were further 
determined) where and with whom she intended to live ; 
and there was a postscript from Mrs. CoUingwood fuU 
of affection, and doubts, and hopes, and fears. 

The moment Helen had finished this letter, without 
seeming to regard the inquiring looks of all present, and 
without once looking towards any one else, she walked 
deUberately up to General Clarendon, and begged to 
speak to- him alone. Never was general more surprised, 
but of course he was too much of a general to let that 
appear. Without a word, he offered his arm, and led 
her to his study ; he drew a chair towards her — 

'* No misfortune, I hope. Miss Stanley 1 If I can in 
any way be of service — ^" 

" The only service. General Clarendon," said Helen, 
her manner becoming composed, and her voice steady- 
ing as she went on — " the only service you can do mt 
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now is to teU me the plain truth, uid this will preyent 
what would certainly be a misfortune to me — perhaps 
to all of us. Will jou read this letter V* 

He received it with »i air of mat interest, and a||;ain 
moved the chair to her. Bewre she sat down, she 
added — 

r " I am unused to the world, you see, General Claren- 
don. I have been accustomed to live with one who 
always told me his mind sincerely, so that I could judge 
always what I ought to do. Wiu you do so now ! It 
is the greatest service, as well as favour, you can do 
me." 

** Depend upon it I will," said General Clarendon. 

" I should not ask you to tell me in words— that might 
be painful to your politeness ; only let me see it," said 
Helen, and she sat down. 

The general read on without speaking, till he came 
to the mention of Helen's original promise of living 
with the Collingwoods. He did not comprehend that 
passage, he said, showing it to her. He had always, 
on the contrary, understood that it had been a long 
settled thing, a promise between Miss Stanley and Lady 
Cecilia, that Helen i^iould live with Lady CeciUa when 
she married. 

'* No such thing !" Helen said. ^ No such agreement 
had ever been made." 

So the general now perceived ; but this was a mis- 
take of his which he hoped would make no difference in 
her arrangements, he said : ^ Why should it t — unless 
Miss Stanley felt unhappy at Clarendon Park ?" 

He paused, and Helen was silent : then, taking des- 
perate resolution, she answered — 

^* I should be perfectly happy here, if I were sure of 
your wishes, your feelings about me, — about it." 

** Is it possible that there has been any thing in my 
manner," said he, **that could give Miss Stanley pain! 
Wliat could have put a doubt into her mind ?" 

** There might be some other pers9n nearer, and 
naturally dearer to you," said Helen, looking up in his 
face ingenuousbf, — **one whom you might have desired 
to have in my place : your sister. Miss Clarendon, in 
short." 

" Did Cecilia tell you of this 1" ' 

^^ No. Lady Davenant did ; and since I heard, I never 
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could be happy— I never can be nappy till I know your 
feeling." 

His manner instantly changed. 

" You shall know my feelings, then," said he. *• Till 
I knew you, Helen, my wish was, that my sister should 
live with my wife ; now I know you, my wish is that 
you should live with us. You will suit Cecilia better 
than ray sister could — will suit us both better, having 
the same truth of character, and more gentleness of 
manner. I have answered you with frankness equal to 
your own. And now,!* said he, taking her hand, " you 
know Cecilia has always considered you as her sister, 
— allow me to do the same : consider me as a brother — 
such you shall find me. Thank you. This is settled 
for life," added he, drawing her arm through his, and 
taking up her letters, he led her back towards the 
library. 

But her emotion, the stronger for being suppressed, 

was too great for reappearing in company; she with- 

> drew her arm from his when they were passing through 

the hall, and turning her face away, she had just voice 

enough to beg he would show her letters to 

He understood. She ran up stairs to her own room, 
glad to be alone ; a flood of joy came over her. 

" A brother in Cecilia's husband !— a brother !" 

The word had a magical charm, and she could not • 
help repeating it aloud — she wept like a child. Lady 
Cecilia soon came flying in, all delight and affection, re- 
proaches and wonder Sternately, m the quickest con- 
ceivable succession. ** Delighted, it is settled and for 
ever ! ray dear, dear Helen ! But how could you ever 
think of leaving us, you wicked Helen ! Well ! now 
you see what Clarendon really is ! But, my dear, 1 was 
HBO terrified when I heard it all. You are, and over were 
(Jhe oddest mixture of cowardice and courage!) I— do 
you know I, brave /—never should have advise3— never 
should have ventured as you have 1 But he is delighted 
at it all, and so am I now it has all ended so charmingly, 
now I have you safe. I will write to the Collingwo(Kls ; 
you shall not have a moment's pain, I will settle it all, 
and invite them here before they leave England ; Claren- 
don desired I would — oh he is ! — now you will believe 
me ! The Collingwoods, too, will be glad to be asked 
here to take leave of you, and all will be right ; I love. 
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as you do, dear Helen, that everybody should be pleased 
when I am happy." 

When Lady Davenant heard all that had passed, she 
did not express that prompt unmixed delight which 
Helen expected ; a cloud came over her brow, some- 
thing painful regarding her daughter seemed to strike 
her, for her eyes fixed on Ceciha, and her emotion was 
visible in her countenance ; but pleasure unmixed ap- 
peared as she turned to Helen, and to her she gave, 
what was unusual, unqualified approbation. 

•* My dear Helen, I admire your plain straightforward 
truth ; I am satisfied with this nrst essay of your strength 
of mind and courage.** 

•* Courage !" said Helen, smiling. 

** Not such as is required to take a lion by the beard, 
or a bull by the horns," replied Lady Davenant ; " but 
there are many persons in this world who, brave though 
they be, would rather beard a lion, sooner seize a bull by 
the horns than, when they get into a dilemma, dare to ask 
a direct question, and tell plainly what passes in their own 
minds. Moral courage is, believe me, uncommon in 
both sexes, and yet in going through the world it is 
equally necessary to the virtue of both men and women." 

" But do you really think," said Helen, " that strength 
of mind, or what you call moral courage, is as necessary 
to women as it is to men ?" 

"Certainly, show me a virtue, mal^r female — if 
virtues admit of grammatical distinctiMs, if virtues 
acknowledge the more worthy gender and the less 
worthy of the grammar, show me a virtue, male or 
female, that can long exist without truth. Even that 
emphatically termed the virtue of our sex, Helen, on 
which social happiness rests, society depends, on what 
is it based? is it not on that single-hearted virtue, 
truth! — and truth on what? on courage of the mind. 
They who dare to speak the truth, will not ever dare to 
go irretrievably wrong. Then what is falsehood but 
cowardice 1 — and a false woman ! — does not that say all 
in one word ? 

" But whence arose all this 1 you wonder, perhaps," 
said Lady Davenant ; " and I have not inclination to ex- 
plain. Here comes Lord Davenant. Now for pohtics, 
-^lurewell morality, a long farewell. Now for the 
Lcmdon hudget, and * What news from Constantinople t 
Qxmd vizier certainly strangled or not V " 
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CHAPTER VI. 



The London budget of news was now opened, and 
gone through by Lord Davenant, including' quarrels in 
me cabinet and all that with fear of change peqdexes 
politicians. But the fears and hopes of different ages 
are attached to such different subjects, that Helen heard 
all this as though she heard it not, and went on with her 
drawing, touching, and retouching it, without ever look- 
ing up, till her attention was wakened by the name of 
Granville Beauclerc ; this was the name of the peraoa 
who had written those interesting letters which she had 
met with in Lady Davenant's port-folio. 

** What is he doing in town V asked the general. 

'* Amusing himself, I suppose," replied Lord Dave- 
nant. 

'' I believe he forgets that I am his guardian," said 
the general. 

'' 1 am sure he cannot forget that you are his friend,^' 
said Lady Cecilia ; *' for he has the best heart in the 
world." 

" And the w|^t head for any thing useful," said the 
general. ^ 

" He is a man of genius," said Lady Davenant. 

*' Did you speak to him, my lord," pursued the general* 
" about standing for the county?" 

" Yes." 
And he said what t" 

** That he would have nothing to do with it." 

"Why?" 

'* Something about not being tied to party, and some-* 
what he said about patriotism," replied Lord Davenant. 

" Nonsense !'^ said the general, *' he is a fool." 

" Only young," said Lady Davenant. 

" Men are not so very young in these days at two- 
and-twenty," said the general. 

" In some," said Lady Davenant, ** the classical touch, 
tlie romance of political virtue, lasts for months, if no4^ 
years, after they leave college ; even those who. Waff 
Granville, go into high life in Loodon» do not some* 
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times for a season or two, lose their first enthusiasm ef 
patriotism." 

The general's lips became compressed. Lord Dave- 
nant, throwing himself back in his easy chair, repieated, 
" Patriotism ! yes, every young man of talent is apt to 
begin with a fit of that s(^." 

^ My dear lord," cried Lady Dayeg^nt, " you, of all 
men, to speak of patriotism as a dis^e !" 

" And a disease that can be had but once in life, I am 
afraid," replied her lord, laughing ; " and yet," as if be- 
heying in that at which he laughed, '^ it evapoHites in 
most men in words, written or spoken, lasts till the first 
pamphlet is pubUshed, or till the maiden-speech in par- 
. liament is fairiy made, and fairly paid for — ^in all honour 
^-all honourable men." 

Lady Davenant passed oyei^l^ese satirical observa- 
tions, aiMl somewhat abruptly asked Lord Davenant if he 
recollected the late Mr. Wyndham. 

" Certainly, he was not a man to be easily forgotten ; 
but what in particular ?" 

" The scales of his mind were too fine," said Lady 
JDavenant, '' too nicely adjusted for common purposes ; 
(diamond scales will not do for weighing wooL Very 
refined, very ingenious, very philosophical minds, such 
as Wyndham, Burke, Bacon, were aU too scrupulous 
weighers : their scales turned with the millionth of a 
grain, and all from the same cause, subject to the same 
defect, indecision. They saw too well how much can 
be said on both sides of th* question. There is a sort 
of philosophical doubt, rising from enlargement of un* 
derstsmding, quite different from that irresolution of 
character which is caused by infirmity of will ; and I 
have observed," continued Lady Davenant, ^* in some 
of these over-scrupulous weighers, that when once they j 
come to a balance, that instant they become most wilful ; / 
so it will be, you will see, with Beauclerc. After ex- 
cessive indecision, you will see him start perhaps at 
once to rash action." 

V" Rash of wrong, resolute of right,^ said Lord Dave- 
nant. -^ . , ^ 

" He i^constitutionally wilful, and metaphysically 
vacillating," said Lady Davehai^ 

The g€mral waited till j^e'ifctaphysics were over, 
and then said to Lord Dav<»n0]^mat he suspected there 
somethinpr more thaa-tnp^ want of ambition in 
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Bteaaclerc s TeA»ud to go into parliament. Some wordi 
were here inaudible to Helen, and the general began to 
walk up and down the room with ao strong a tread* that 
at every step the china shook on the table near which 
Helen sat, so that she lost most part of what followed^ 
and yet it seemed interesting, about some Lord Beltra- 
vers, and a Countess de Saint-Hsomething, or a Lady 
Blanche — somebody. 

Lady Davenant looked anxious, the general's steps 
became more deliberatelv, more ominously firm; tiU 
Lady GeciUa came up to him, and playfully linking hey 
arm in his, the steps were moderated, and when a sooth* 
ing hand came upon his shoulder, the compressed lips 
were relaxed— she spoke in a low voice— he answered . 
aloud. 

** By all means ! wrik^to him yourself, my love ; get 
him down here, and ie will be safe ; he cannot refuse 
you." 

" Tuesday, then V she would name the earliest day 
if the general approved. 

He approved of every thing she said; " Tuesday let, 
it be." Following him to the door. Lady Cecilia added 
something which seemed to fill the measure of his con* 
tentment. 

" Always good and kind," said he ; "so let it be." 

•* Then shall I write to your sister, or will you 1" 

" You," said the general ; " let the kindiiess come from 
you, as it always does." 

Lady Cecilia, in a moment at the writing-table, ran 
off, as fast as pen could go, two notes, whn^h she put 
into her mother's hand, who gave an approving nod ; 
and, leaving them with her to seal and have franked, 
Cecilia darted out on the terrace, carrying Helen along 
with her, to see some Italian garden she was projecting. 

And as she went, and as i^e stood directing the work«> 
men, at every close of her directions she spoke to Helen. 
She said she was very glad that she had settled that 
Beauclerc was to come to them immediately. He was 
a great favourite of hers. 

" Not for any of those grandissimo qualities which my 
mother sees in him, and which I am not quite clear ex- 
ist ; but just because he is the most agreeable person in 
nature'; and really natural ; though he is a man of the 
world, yet not the least afi^cted. Quite fashionable, of 
course, but with true feeling. Oh! he is delightful, 
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jast"— then she interrapted herself to gire directions to 
the workmen about her Italian garden— 

^ Oleander in the middle of that bed ; vases nearer to 
ttic balustrade — " 

** Beauclerc has a very good taste, and a beautiful 
place he has, Thorndale. He will be very rich. Few 
very rich young men are agreeaUe now, women spoil 
them 80.-H[* Border that bed with something pretty.'}— 
Still he is, and I long to know what you will think of 
him ; I know what I think he will think, but, however, 
I will say no more ^/people are always sure to get into 
scrapes m this worm wben they say what they think.-— 

S* That fountain looks beautiful.'] — I forgot to tell ycA 
le is very handsome. The general is very fond of him, 
and he of the general, exce;^ when he considers him as 
his guardian, K)r Granville Beauclerc does not particu- 
lariy like to be controlled — who doest especially by 
one oidy a few years older than himself. It is a curious 
story— [* Unpack those vases, and by the time that is 
done I will be back.'] — ^Take a turn with me, Helen, 
&is way. It is a curious story : Granville Beauclerc's 
father— but I don't know it perfectly, I only know that 
he was a very odd man, and left the general, though he 
was so much younger than himself, guardian to Gran- 
ville, and settled that he was not to be of age, I mean 
not to come into possession of his large estates till he is 
five-and-twenty : shockingly hard on poor Granville, 
and enough to make him hate Clarendon, but he does 
not, and that is charming, that is one reason I like him ! 
so amazingly respectful to his guardian always, con- 
sidering how impetuous he is, amazins^y respectful, 
though I cannot say I think he is what the gardening 
books call patient ofHhe knife ; I don't think he likes his 
fmcies to be lo{^[>ed, but then he is so clever. Much 
more what yon would call a 'reading man than the gene- 
ral, distinguished at college, and ^ that which uunlly 
makes a young man conceited, but Beauclerc is only a 
mtle headstrong— all the more agreeable, it keeps ons 
in agitation ; one never knows how it will end, but 1 am 
sure it will aU go on wdl now. It is curious, too, that 
mamma knew him also when he was at Eton, I beli«ve 
—I don't know how, but long before we ever heard of 
Clar^idon, and she corresponded with him, but I never 
Icnetirlto tiU he came to Florence, just after it was all 
S^fiiol With me and the general ; and he was with us 
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there and at Paris, and travelled home with us, and I 
like him. Now you know all, except what I do not 
choose to tell you, so come back to the workmen. — 
' That vase will not do there, move it in front of those 
evergreens ; that will do.' " 

Then returning to Helen — " After all, I did so right, 
and I am so glad I thought in time of inviting Esther* 
now Mr. Beauclerc is coming — the generaTs sister — 
half-sister. Oh, so unhke him ! you would never guess 
Miss Clarendon was his sister, except from her pride. 
But she is so different from other people ; she knows 
nothing, and wishes to know nothing of the world. She 
lives always at an old castle in Wales, Llan — something, 
which she inherited from her mother, and she has 
always been her own mistress, living with her aunt in 
melancholy grandeur there, till her brother brought her 
to Florence, where — oh, how she was out of her ele- 
ment ! Come this way and I will tell you more. The 
fact is, I do not much like Miss Clarendon, and I will 
tell you why — I will describe her to you.*' 

" No, no, do not," said Helen ; ** do not, my dear 
Cecilia, and I will tell you why." 

" Why—why ?" cried Cecilia* 

'' Do you recollect the story my uncle told us about 
the young bride and her old friend, and the bit of advice V* 

No, Ceciha did not recollect any thing of it. She 
should be very glad to hear the anecdote, but as to the 
advice, she hated advice. 

" Still, if you knew wha gave it— it ^as given by a 
very great man." 

; "A very great man! now you make me curious. 
Well, what is it V said Lady Cecilia. 

" That for one year after her marriage, she would not 
tell to her friends the opinion she had formed, if unfa- 
vourable, of any of her husband's relations, as it was 
probable she might change that opinion on knowing 
them better, and would aSterward be sorry for having 
told her first hasty judgment. Long afterward the la^y 
told her friend that she owed to this advice a great part 
of the happiness of her life, for she really h^, in the 
course of the year, completely changed her first notions 
of some of her husband's family, and would have had 
sorely to repent if she had told her first thoughts !" 

Cecilia listened, and said it was all ^'Vastlf weUli 
excellent! But I had nothing in the world Wsay oi 
Miss Clarendon, but that she was too good— too sincem 
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for the world we lire in. For instance, a^ Paris, one 
day a charming Frenchwoman was telling some anec- 
dote of the day in the most amusing manner. Esther 
Clarendon all the while stood by, grave and black as 
night, and at last turning upon our charmer at the end 
of the story, pronounced, * There is not one word of 
truth in all you have been saying !* Conceive it, in full 
salon ! The French were in such amazement. ' Incon- 
ceivable !' as they might well say to me, as she walked 
off with her traffedy-queen air ; * Inconcevable — mais, vrau 
merU inconcevable f and ^Bien Anglaisey they would have 
added, no doubt, if 1 had not been by." 

" But there must surely have been some particular 
reason," said Helen. 

" None in the world, only the story was not true, I 

beheve. And then, another time, when she was with 

her cousin, the Duchess of Lisle, at Lisle-Royal, and 

was to have gone out the next season in London with 

^ the duchess, she came down one morning, just before 

f they were to set oflf for town, and declared that she had 

heaurd such a quantity of scandal since she had been 

there, and such shocking things of London society, that 

*>he had resolved not to go out with the duchess, and 

not to go to tovm at all ! So absurd— so prudish !" 

Helen felt some sympathy in this, and was going to 
have said so, but Cecilia went on with — 

"And then to expect that Granville Beauclerc — 

should—" 

Here Cecilia paused, and Helen felt curious and 

I ashamed of her curiosity; she turned away to raise 

1 the branches of some shrub which were drooping from 

' the weight of their flowers. 

" I kno|v something hasheen thought of," said Cecilia. 
^ ^*A match has been m contemplation — do you compre- 
hend me, Helen 1" 
I "You mean that Mr. Beauclerc is to marry Miss 

Clarendon," said Helen, compelled to speak. 

" I only say it has been thought of," replied Lady 
Cecilia ; ** that is, as every thing m this way is thought 
of about every couple not within the prohibited degrees, 
one's grandmother inclusive. And the plainer the wo- 
man, tAe more sure she is to contemplate such things 
for lieraelf, lest no one else should think of them for her. 
•IMy my dear Helen, if you mean to ask — " 
. ** <&, 1 don't mean to ask any thing," cried Helen. 
VeiM XIX.-C 5 
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" But, whether you ask or not, I must tfell ycm thtti 
the general is too proud to own, even to himself, that he 
could ever think of any man for his sister who bad net 
first proposed for her/' 

There was a pause for some minutes. 

•* But," resumed Lady Cecilia, " I could not do less 
than ask her here for Clarendon's sake, when I know it 
pleases him ; and she is very— estimable, and so I wish 
to make her love me if I could ! But I do not think she 
wiU be nearer her point with Mr. Beauclerc, if it is her 
point, by coming here just now. Granville has eyes as 
well as ears, and contrasts will strike. I know who I 
wish should strike him, as she strikes me — and I think 
— i hope — " 

Helen looked distressed. 

, *' I am as innocent as a dove," pursued Lady Cecilia ; 
" but I suppose even doves may have their own private 
little thoughts and wishes." 

Helen was sure Cecilia had meant all this most kindly, 
but she was sorry that some things had been said. She 
was conscious of having been interested by those letters 
of Mr. Beauclerc's, bup^ particular thought had now 
been put into her mind, and she could never more say, 
never more feel, that such a thought had not come into 
her head. She was very sorry ; it seemed as if some- 
what of the freshness, the innocence, of her mind was 
gone from her. She was sorry, too, that she had heard 
all that Ceeilia had said about Miss Clarendon ; it ap- 
peared as if she was actually doomed to get into some 
difficulty with the general about his sister ; she-felt as if 
thrown back into a sea of doubts, and she was not clear 
that she could, even by opposing, end them. 

On the appointed Tuesday, late. Miss Clarendon 
arrived ; a fine figure, but ungraceful, as Helen observed, ^ 
from the first moment when she turned sharply away 
from Lady Cecilia's embrace to a great dog of her bro- 
ther's — " Ah, old Neptune ! I'm glad you're here stifl.** 

And when Lady Cecilia wo^d have put down his 
paws — " Let him alone, let him alone, dear honest old 
fellow." 

** But the dear, honest old fellow's paws are wet, and 
will ruin your pretty new pelisse," said Lady Cecilia. 

** It may be new, but you know it is not pretty,"- said 
Miss Clarendon, continuing to pat Neptune's head as he 
jumped up with his paws on her shoulders. 
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rouffh in his love V 

** 1 like rough better than smooth. '* The rough paw 
caught in her Uce frill, and it was torn to pieces before 
** down ! down !" and the united efforts of Lady Cecilia 
and Helen could extricate it. — ** Don't distress your- 
selves about it, pray ; it does not signify in the least. 
Poor Neptune, now really sorry he looks — there, there, 
wag your tail again, no one shall come between us twQ 
old friends.'' 

Her brother came in, and, starting up, her arms were 
thrown round his neck, and her bonnet falling back« 
Helen, who had thought her quite plain before, was sur* 
prised to see that, now her colour was raised, and there 
was life in her eyes, she was really handsome. 

Gone again that expression, when Cecilia spoke tq 
her ; whatever she said, Miss Clarendon differed from ; 
if it was a matter of taste, she was always of the con* 
trary opinion ; if narrative or assertion, she questioned, 
doubted, seemed as if she could not believe. H§x con-* 
versation, if conversation it could be called, was'n per* 
petual rebating and relating, especially with her sister- 
m-law ; if Lady Cecilia did but say there were three 
instead of four, it was taken up as ** quite a mistake,** 
and marked not only as a mistake, but as " not true.'* 
Every, the slightest error, became a crime against 
majes^, and the first day ended with Helen's thinking 
her really the most disagreeable, intolerable person she 
had ever seen. 

And the second day went on a httle worse. Helen 
thought Cecilia took too much pains to please, and said 
it would be better to let her qmte alone. Helen did so 
completely, but Miss Clarendon did not let Helen alone ; 
but watched her with penetrating eyes continually, lis- 
tened to every word she said, and seeming to weigh 
every syllable, — "Oh, my words are not worth your 
weighing," said Helen, laughing. 

" Yes they are, to settle my mind." 

The first thing that seemed at all to settle it was 
Helen's not agreeing with CeciUa about the colour of 
two ribands which Helen said she could not flatter her 
were good matches. The next was about a drawing of 
Miss Clarendon's, of Llansillan, her aunt Pennant's 
place; a beautiful drawing indeed, which she had 
DrQUght for her brother, but one of the towers of the 
CS 
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old abbey certainly was out of the perpendicular. 
Helen was appealed to, and could not say it was upright; 
Miss Clarendon instantly took up a knife, ci;t the paper 
at the hack of the frame, and, taking out the drawing, 
set the tower to rights. 

" There's the use of telling the truth." 
P " Of listening to it," said Helen. 

"We shall get on, I see, Miss Stanley, if you can get 
over the first bitter outside of me ; — a hard outside, dif- 
ficult to crack — stains delicate fing^ers, maybe," she 
continued, as she replaced her drawing in its frame — 
" stains delicate fingers, maybe, in the opening too, but 
a good walnut you will find it, taken with a grain of 
s^t." 

Many a grain seemed necessary, and very strong nut- 
crackers in very strong hands. Lady Ceciha's evidentjiy 
were not strong enough, though she strained hard. 
Helen did not feel inclined to try. 

Cecilia invited Miss Clarendon to walk out and see 
some gf the alterations her brother had made. As they 
passed the new Italian garden, Miss Clarendon asked, 
" What's all this ]— I don't like this— how I regret the 
Old English garden, and the high beech hedges. Evenr 
thing is to be changed here, I suppose, — ^pray do not ask 
my opinion about any of the alterations." 

'* I do not wonder," said Cecilia, " that you should 
prefer the old garden, with all your early associations ; 
warm-hearted, amiable people must always be so fond 
of wh^t^they have loved in childhood." 

** I never was here when I was a child, and I am not 
on^ of ydur amiable people." 
. " Very true indeed," thought Helen. 

" Miss ^anley looks at me as if I had seven heads," 
said Miss Clarendon, laughing; and, a minute after, 
overtaking Helen as she walked on, she looked full in 
her face, and added, '* Do acknowledge that you think 
me a savage." Helen did not deny it, and from that 
moment ivfiss Clarendon looked less savagely upon her ; 
she laughed and said, " I am not quite such a bear as I 
seem, you'll find^ at least I never hug people to death. 
My growl is worse than my bite, unless some one should 
flatter my classical, bearish passion, and offer to feed 
me with honey; and when I find it all comb and no 
honey, who would not growl then ?" 

Lady Ceciha now came up and pointed out views to 
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\diich the general had opened. *^ Yes, it's weU, he has 
done very well, but pray don't stand on ceremony w|th 
me. ^ I can walk alone, you may leave me to my oym 
cogitations, as I like best.'* 

" Surely, as you like best," said Lady Cecilia ; "pray 
consider yourself, as you know you are at home here.** 

" No, I never shall be at home here," said Esther. 

" Oh ! don't say that, let me hope — ^let me hope — ^ 
and she withdrew. Helen just staid to unlock a gate 
for Miss Clarendon's " rambles farther," and as she un- 
locked it, she heard Miss Clarendon sigh as she re- 
peated the word, " Hope ! I do not h'ke to hope, hope 
has so often deceived me." 

" You win never be deceived in Cecilia," said He]^n. 

" Take care — stay till you try." 

" I have tried," said Helen, " I know her.'* 

"How long 1" 

"From childhood!" 

" You're scarcely out of childhood yet.** 

** I am not so very young. I have had trials of 'my 
friends — of Cecilia particmarly, much more than you 
could ever have had." 

" Well, this is the best thing I ever heard of her, and 
from good authority too ; her friends abroad were all 
false," said Miss Clarendon. ** It is so very extraordi- 
nary to hear such a young person as you are talk so — ^" 

"So-iowl" 

" Of false friends — you must have been very unfor- 
tunate." 

"Pardon me — very fortunate — to find theijil out in 
time." She looked at the prospect, and liked all that 
her brother was doing, and disliked all that she even 
guessed Lady Cecilia had done. Helen showed her 
that she guessed wrong here and there, and smiled at 
her prejudices ; and Miss Clarendon smiled again, and 
admitted that she was prejudiced, " but everybody is ; 
only some show and tell, and others smile and fib< I 
wish that word fib was out of the English language, and 
white lie drummed out after it. / Things by their right 
names, and we should all do much better. Truth must 
be told, whether agreeable or not." 
/ ** But whoever makes truth disagreeable commits high 
^treason against virtue," said Helen. 

"Is that yours 1" cried Miss Clarendon, stopping 
sbf^. 
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« No," said Helen. 

" It is excellent, whoever said it." 

" It was from my uncle Stanley I heard it," said Helen* 

" Superior man that uncle must have been." 

" I will leave you now," said Helen. 

'* Do : I see we shall like one another in time, Miss 
Stanley ; in time, I hate sudden friendships." 

That evening Miss Clarendon questioned Helen more 
about her friendship with Ceciha, and how it was she 
came to live with her. Helen plainly told her. 

" Then it was not an original promise between you ?" 

" Not at all," said Helen. 

" Lady Cecilia told me it was. Just like her, I knew 
all the time it was a lie." 

Shocked and startled at the word, and at the idea, 
Helen exclaimed, "Oh! Miss Clarendon, how can you 
say so ? anybody may be mistaken. Cecilia mistook—" 

Lady Cecilia joined them at this moment. Miss Cla- 
rendon's face was flushed. " This room is insuflerably 
hot. N What can be the use of a fire at this time of 
year ?" 

Cecilia said it was for her mother, who was apt to be 
chilly in the evenings; and as she spoke, she put a 
screen between the flushed cheek and the fire. Miss 
Clarendon pushed it away, saying, " I can't talk, I ^an't 
hear, I can't understand with a screen before me. What 
did you say. Lady Cecilia, to Lady Davenant, as we 
came out from dinner, about Mr. Beauclerc 1" 

" That we expect him to-morrow." 

" You did not tell me so when you wrote !" 

••^ No, my dear." 

** Why, pray V 

" I don't know." 

" You don't know, Lady Cecilia ! why should people 
say they do not know, when they do know perfectly 
well?" 

" If I had thought it was of any consequence to you, 
Esther," said Cecilia, with an arch look — 

" Now you expect me to answer that it was not of 
the least consequence to me — that is the answer you 
would make, but my answer is, that it was of conse- 
quence to me, and you knew it was." 

"And if I did?" t 

" If you did, why say * If I had thought it of any con- 
sequence to you V — why say so ? answer me truly." 



** Answer me truly !'^ repeated Lady Cecilia, laogfaing. 
** Oh, m^ dear Esther, we are not in a court of justice.** 

" Nor in a court of honour,^* pursued Miss Clareiulon. 

" Well, well ! let it be a court of love, at least," said 
Lady Cecilia. "What a pretty proverb that was, 
Helen, that we met with the other day in that book of 
old English proverbs — ^ Love rules his kingdom with- 
out a sword.'" 

" Very likely ; but to the point," said Miss Clarendon. 
"When do you expect Mr. fTeaiiclerc T" 

" To-morrow." 

" Then I shall go to-morrow ! 

" My dear Esther, why V 

" You know why ; you know what reports have been 
spread ; it suits neither my character nor my brother^s 
to give any foundation for such reports. Let me ring 
the bell, and I will give my own orders." 

" My dear Esther, but your brother will be so vexed 
—so surprised." 

" My brother is the best jud^e of his own conduct ; he 
will do what he pleases, or what you please. I am the 
judge of mine, and certainly shall do what I think 
right." 

She rang accordingly, and ordered that her carriage 
should be at the door at six o'clock in the morning. 

" Nay, my dear Esther," persisted Cecilia, " I wish 
vou would not decide so suddenly ; we were so glad to 
have you come to us — " 

" Glad ! why you know — " 

" I know," interrupted Lady Cecilia, colouring, and 
she began as fast as possible to urge everv argument 
she could think of to persuade Miss Clarendon ; but no 
arguments, no entreaties of hers or the general's, public 
or private, were of any avail, go she would, and go she 
did at six o^clock. 

" I suppose," said Helen to Lady Davenant, " that 
Miss Clarendon is very estimable, and she seems to be 
very clever : but I wonder that, with all her abilities, 
she does not learn to make her manners mor& a^ee- 
able." 

"My dear," said Lady Davenant, "we must take 
people as they are ; you may graft a rose upon an oak, 
but those who have tried the experiment tell us the graft 
will last but a short time, and the operation ends in the 
dM^ntction of both ; where the stocks have no common 
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nature, there is ever a want of conformity which sooner 
or later proves fatal to both." 

But Beauclerc, what was become of him ? — ^that day 
passed, and no Beauclerc ; another and another came, 
and on the third day, only a letter from him, which 
ought to have come on Tuesday. But " too latey"* the 
shameful brand of procrastination was upon it — and it 
contained only a few lines blotted in the folding, to say 
that he could not possibly be at Clarendon Park on 
Tuesday, but would on Wednesday or Thursday if pos- 
sible. 

Good-natured Lord Davenant observed, " When a 
young man in London, writing to his friends in the coun- 
try, names two days for leaving town, and adds an ' tf 
possible,^ his friends should never expect him till the last 
of the two named." 

The last of the two days arrived — ^Thursday. The 
aid-de-camp asked if Mr. Beauclerc was expected to- 
day. 

'* Yes, I expect to see him to-day," the general an- 
swered. 

" I hope, but do not expect," said Lady Davenant, 
•*.for, as learned authority tells me, * to expect is to hope 
with some degree of certainty*' " 

The general left the room repeating, " I expect him 
to-day, Cecilia." • 

The day passed, however, and he came not — the night 
came. The general ordered that the gates should be 
kept open, and that a servant should sit up. The ser- 
vant sat up all night, cursing Mr. Beauclerc. And in the 
mornuig he replied with malicious alacrity to the first 
question his master asked, " No, sir, Mr. Beauclerc is 
not come." 

At breakfast, the general, after buttering his toast in 
silence for some minutes, confessed that he loved punc- 
tuality. It might be a military prejudice : — ^it might be 
too professional, martinet perhaps, — ^but still he owned 
he did love punctuality. He considered it as a part of 
politeness, a proper attention to the convenience and 
feelings of others ; indispensable between strangers it 
is usually felt to be, and he did not know why intimate 
friends should deem themselves privileged to dispense 
with it. 

His eyes met Helen's as he finished these words, and 
smiling, he complimei^d her upon her constant puncto-* 
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tOity. II was a voluntary grace in a lady, but an im- 
perative duty in a man — ami: a young man. 

** You are fond of this young man, I see, general,** 
said Lord Davenant. 

" But not of his faults." 

Lady Cecilia said something about forgiving a first 
fault. 

"Never!" said Lady Davenant. "Lord Ck)Uing- 
wood's rule was never forgive a first fault, and you 
will not have a second. You love Beauclerc, I see, 
as Lord Davenant says." 

" Love him !" resumed the general ; " with all his 
faults and follies, 1 love him as if he were my brother." 

At which words Lady Cecilia, with a scarcely per- 
ceptible smile, cast a furtive glance at Helen. 

The general called for his horses, and, followed by 
his aide-de-camp, departed, saying that he should be in 
at luncheon-time, when he hoped to find Beauclerc. In 
the same hope. Lady Davenant ordered her pony-phae- 
ton earlier than usual; Lady Cecilia further hoped most 
earnestly that Beauclerc would come this day, for the 
next the house would be full of company, and she really 
wished to have him one day at least to themselves, and 
she gave a most significant glance ^t Helen. 

" The first move often secures the game against the 
best players," said sh^ 

Helen blushed, because she could not help under- 
standing ; she was ashamed, vexed with Cecilia, yet 
pleased by her kindness, and half-amused by her arch 
look and tone. 

They were neither of them aware that Lady Dave- 
nant had heard the words that passed, or seen the looks ; 
but immediately afterward, when they were leaving the 
breakfast-room. Lady Davenant came between the two 
friends, laid her hand upon her daughter's arm, and 
said, ^ 

" Before you make any move in a dangerous game, 
listen to the voice of old experience." 

Lady Cecilia started, looked up, but as if she did not 
comprehend. 

" Cupid's bow, my deaiCj" continued her mother, " is, 
as the Asiatics tell us, strung with bees, which are apt 
to sting, — sometimes fatally, those who meddle with it." 

Lady Cecilia still looked with an innocent air, and 
8tiU as if she could not comprehend. 
C3 
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^ To speak more plainly, then, Cecilia," said her mo- 
ther ; " build no matrimonial castles in the air ; standing 
or falling, they do mischief; mischief either to the 
builder, or to those for whom they may be built." 

" Certainly if they fall they disappoint one," said 
Lady Cecilia, " but if they stand 1" 

Seeing that she made no impression on her dau^htei:. 
Lady Davenant turned to Helen, and gravely said, 

*' My dear Helen, do not let my daughter inspire yon 
with false, and perhaps vain imaginations, certainly pre- ' 
mature, therefore unbecoming." 

Helen shrunk back, yet instantly looked up, and her 
look was ingenuously grateful. 
' " But, mamma," said Lady Cecih'a, " J declare I do 
not understand what all this is about." 

" About Mr. Granville Beauclerc," said her mother. 

** How can you» dear mamma, pronounce his name s^ 
tout au long .'" 

** Pardon my indelicacy, my dear ; delicacy is a good 
thing, but truth a better. I have seen the happiness of 
many young women sacrificed by such false delicacy, 
and by the fear of giving a moment's present pain, which 
it is sometimes the duty of a true friend to give." 

"Certainly, certainly, mamma, only not necessary 
now ; and I am so sorry you have said all this to poor 
dear Helen." 

" If you have said nothing to her, Cecilia, I acknow- 
ledge I have said too much." 

" I said— I did nothing," cried Lady Cecilia ; " I built 
no castles — ^never built a regular castle in my life : never 
had a regular plan in my existence ; never mentioned 
his name, except about another person—'" 

An appealing look to Helen was, howererj protested- 

" To the best of my recollection, at least," Lady Ce- 
ciha immediately added. 

" Helen seems to be blushing for your want of recol- 
lection, Cecilia." 

** I am sure I do not know why you blush, Helen. I 
am certain I never did say a word distinctly." 

** Not distinctly, certainly," said Helen, in a low voice. 
" It was my fault if I understood — " 

" Always true, you are," said Lady Davenant. 

•* I protest I said nothing but the truth," cried Lad^ 
Cecilia, hastily. 

" But not the whole truth, Cecilia," said her mother* 
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** I did, upon my word, mamma,'' persisted Lady Ce« 
tilia, repeating •* upon my word." 

'* Upon your word, Cecilia ! that is either a vulgar 
expletive or a most serious asseveration." 

She spoke with a ffrave tone, and with her severe 
look, and Helen dared not raise her eyes ; Lady Ceci- 
lia now coloured deeply. 

/" Shame ! Nature's hasty conscience,^* said Lady 
Davenant. " Heaven preserve it!" 

" Oh, mother !" cried Lad^ Cecilia, lajring her hand on 
her mother's, " surely you do not think seriously— surely 
you are not angry, I cannot bear to see you displeased," 
said she, looking up imploringly in her mother's face, 
and softly, urgently, pressing her hand. No pressure 
was returned, that hand was slowly and with austere 
composure withdrawn, and her mother walked away 
down the corridor to her own room. 

Lady Cecilia stood still, and the tears came mto her 
eyes. 

"My dear fHend, I am exceedingly sorry," said 
Helen. She could not believe that Ceciha meant to 
say what was not true, yet she felt that she had been 
to blame in not telling all, and her mother in saying too 
much. 

Lady Cec^a, her tears dispersed, stood looking at 
the impression which her mother's signet-rinj^ud left 
in the palm of her hand. It was at that mon^^Ki dis- 
agreeable recollection that the motto of that^Hg was 
" Truth." Rabbing the impress from her hand, she 
said, half speaking to herself^|d half to Helen — " I am 
sure I did not mean any thiiPwrong : and I am sure 
nothing can be more true than that 1 never formed a 
regular plan in my life. After all, I am sure that so 
much has been said about nothing, that 1 do not under- 
stand any thing : I never do, when mamma goes on in 
that way, making mountains of molehills, which she 
always does with me, and did ever since I was a child ; 
but she really forgets that I am not a child. Now, it is 
weH the general was not by ; he would never have borne 
to see bra wife so treated. But I would not, for the 
world, be the cause of any disagreement. Oh ! Helen, 
my mother does not know how I love her, let her be 
ever so severe to me. But she never loved me ; she 
cannot help it. I believe she does her best to love me 
— -jaiy poor, dear mother T' 

Helen seized this oppgrtunity to^repeat the warm ex- 
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pressions she had heard so lately from Lady Davenant, 
and melting, they smik into Cecilia's heart. She kissed 
Helen again, for a dear, good peacemaker, as she always 
was — and " I'm resolved" — ^but in the midst of her good 
resolves she caught a glimpse through the glass door 
opening on the park, of the general, and a fine horse 
they were ringing, and she hurried out ; all light of heart 
she went as though 

" Her treading would not bend a blade of grass, 
Or shake the downy blovobaU from her stuk/' 



CHAPTER Vn. 

SiifOB Lord Davenant's arrival. Lady Davenant's time 
was so much taken up with him, that Helen could 
not have many opportunities of conversing with her, 
and she was the mpre anxious to seize every one that 
occurred. She always watched for the time when Lady 
Davenant went out in her pony phaeton, for then she 
had her delightfully to herself, the carriage holding only 
two. 

It ^^^at the door, and Lady Davenant ^as crossing 
the I^Bbllowed by Helen, when Cecilia came in with a 
look^^M&ual in her, of being much discomfited. 

" Another put-oflf from Mr. Beauclerc ! He will no^t 
be here to-day. I give^n up." 

Lady Davenant stopHl short, and asked whether 
Cecilia had told him that probably she should soon be 
goneT 

" To be sure I did, mamma." 
Ahd what reason does he give for his delay V 
None, mamma, none,-— not the least apology. He 
says, very cavalierly, indeed, that he is the worst man 
in the world at making excuses — shall attempt none." 

" There he is right," said Lady Davenaht. ** Those 
who are good at excuses, as Fraiiklin justly observed, 
are apt to be good for nothing else." 

The general came up the steps at this moment, rolling 
a note between his fingers, and looking displeased. 
Lady Davenant inquired if he could tell her the cause 
of Mr. Beauclerc's delay. He could not. 
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Lady Cecilia exclaimed, *' Very extraordinary ! Pro- 
voking ! Insufferable ! Intolerable !" 

*' It is Mr. Beauclerc^s own affair,'' said Lady Dave- 
nant, wrapping her shawl roond her ; and, giving her 
hand to the general, she walked on to her carriage. 
Seating herself, and gathering np the reins, she re- 
peated — " Mr. Beauclerc's own affair, completely." 

The lash of her whip was caught somewhere, and, 
while the groom was disentangling it, she reiterated— 
" That will do ; let the horses go ;" and with half-sup- 
^essed impatience thanked Helen, who was endeavour- 
mg to arrange some ill-disposed cloak, — ^* Thank you, 
thank you, my dear : it's all very well. Sit down, Helen." 

She drove off rapidly, through the beautiful park 
scenery. But the ancient oaks, standing alone, casting 
vast shadows ; the woods, of magnificent extent, and of 
soft and varied foliage ; the glades in the distant views, 
to which there were most beautiful openings — all were 
lost upon her. Looking straight between her horses' 
ears, she drove on in al^lute silence. 

Helen's idea of Mr. Beauclerc's importance increased 
wonderfully. What must he be, whose coming or not 
coming could so move all the world, or those who were 
all the world to her 1 And, left to her own cogitations, 
she was picturing to herself what manner of man he 
might be, when suddenly Lady Davenant tu^i^^apd 
asked what she was thinking of? ''1 beg yo^^^don 
for startling you so, my dear ; I am aware tha^ff is a 
dreadfully imprudent. Impertinent question— one which, 
indeed, 1 seldom ask. Few^^sest me sufficiently to 
make me care of what th^Bnnk: from fewer still 
could I expect to hear the truth. Nay — ^nothing upon 
compulsion, Helen. Only say plainly, if you would 
rather not tell me. That answer I should prefer to the 
ingenious formula of evasion, the solecism in met» 
physics, which Cecilia used the other day, when un- 
wittingly I asked her of what she was thinking, — * Of a 
great many different things, mamma.'" 
. Helen, still mdre alarmed by Lady Davenant's speech 
than by her question, and aware oflhe conclusions which 
might be drawn from her answer, nevertheless bravely 
replied that she had been thinking of Mr. Beauclerc, of 
what he might be whose coming or not coming was of 
such consequence. As she spoke, the expression of 
Imdy Davenant's countenance changed. 
6 



" Thank you, my dear child, you are Truth itself, and 
truly do 1 love you therefore. It's well that you did 
not ask me of what I was thinking, for I am not sure 
that I could have answered so directly." 

**But I could never have presumed to ask such a 
question of you," said Helen, '* there is such a differ- 
ence." 

"Yes," replied Lady Davenant; "there is such a dif- 
ference as age and authority require to be made, but, 
nevertheless, such as is not quite consistent with the 
equal rights of friendship. You have told me the sub- 
ject of your day-dream, my love, and, if you please, I 
will tell you the subject of mine. I was wrapt into 
times long past : 1 was living over again some early 
scenes — some which are connected, and which connect 
me, in a curious manner, with this very young man, 
Mr. Granville Beauclerc." 

She seemed to speak with some difficulty, and yet to 
be resolved to go on. 

" Helen, I have a mind," continued she, " to tell you 
what, in the language of affected auto-biographers, I 
might call * some passages of my life.'" 

Helen's eyes brightened, as she eagerly thanked her : 
but hearing a half-suppressed sigh, she added, — " Not 
if it is painful to you though, my dear Lady Davenant." 

"^^|ful it must be," she replied, " but it.may be use- 
ful i^Hb ; and a weak friend is that who can do only 
wha^^pleasurable. You have often trusted me with 
those little inmost feelings of th^eart which, however 
innocent, we shrink fc^Bxposing to any but the friends 
we most love ; it is un|lKnd absurd of those advancing 
in years, to expect of the young that confidence should 
come all and only on their side : the human heart, at 
whatever age, opens only to the heart that opens in 
return." 

Lady Davenant paused again, and then said, " It is a 
general opinion that nobody is the better for advice." 

" I am sure I do not think so," said Helen. 

" I am glad you do not ; nor do I. Much depends 
upon the way in which it is offered. Gener^d maxims, 
drawn from experience, are, to the young at least, but 
as remarks — moral sentences — mere dead letted, and 
take no hold of the mind. / * I have felt' must come be- 
fore ' I think,' especiallyan speaking to a young friend; 
and though I am accused of being so fond of general* 
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I 
ising that I never come to particulars, I can and will ; 
therefore, my dear, I will tell you some particulars of 
my life, in which, take notice, there are no adventures. 
Mine has been a life of passion— of feeling, at leas^^ 
not of incidents : nothing, my dear, to excite or to 
gratify curiosity." * 

*'But, independent of all curiosity about events," said 
Helen, *' there is such an interest m knowing what haa 
been really felt and thought in their former lives by 
those we know and love." 

*' I shall sink in your esteem," said Lady Davenant,— 
"so be it." 

'' I need not begin," as most people do, " with * I waa 
bom,' — ^ but, interrupting herself, she said, ** this heat is 
too much for me." 

They turned into a long shady drive through the 
woods. Lady Davenant drew up the reins, and her 
poneys walked slowly on the grassy road ; then, turning 
to Hel^i, she said, — 

** It would have been well for me if any friend had, 
when I was of your age, put me on my guard agaiqst 
my own heart: but mv too indulgent, too sanguine 
mother, led me into the very danger against which she 
should have warned me— misled me, though without 
being aware of it. Our minds, our very natures, diftered 
strangely. ^ 

** She was a castle-builder— yes, now you ksMr, my 
dear, why I spoke so strongly, and, as you thought, so 
severely, the other morning. My mother was a castle- 
builder of the ordinary sort : a worldly plan of a castle 
was hers, and little care had she about the knight 
within ; yet she had sufficient tact to know that it must 
be the idea of the preux chevalier that would lure her 
daughter into the castle. Prudent for herself, impru- 
^dent for me, and yet she loved me — all she did was for 
love of me. She managed with so much address, that 
I had no suspicion of my being tk<5 subject of any spec- 
ulation — otherwise, probably, my imagination mi^ht 
have revolted, my self-will have struggled, my pnde 
have interfered, or my delicacy might have been 
alarmed, but nothing of all that happened ; I was only 
toe ready, too glad to believe all that I- was told, all 
^at ai^ared in that spring-time of hope and love. I 
wit very romantic, not in the modern fashionable young 
Jidljf nen^ of the word, with the mixed ideas of a shop- 
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herdess^s hat and the parapheraalia of a peeress— love 
in a cottage, and a fashionable house in town. No ; 
mine was honest, pure, real romantic love — absurd if 
Tou will ; it was love nursed by imagination more than 
by hope. 1 had early, in my secret soul, as perhaps 
jrou have at this instant in yours, a pattern of perfec- 
tion — something chivalrous, noble, something that is no 
longer to be seen now-a-days — the more delightful to 
imagine, the moral, sublime and' beautiful ; more than 
human, yet with the extreme of human tenderness. 
Mine was to be a demigod whom 1 could worship, a 
husband to whom 1 could always look up, with whom I 
could always sympathize, and to whom I could devote 
myself with all a woman's self-devotion. I had then a 
vast idea — as I think you have now, Helen-^)f self-de- 
votion ; you would devote yourself to your friends, but 
I could not shape any of my friends into a fit object. 
So after my own imagination I made one, dwelt upon 
it, doted on it, and at last threw this bright image of 
my own fancy full upon the being to whom 1 thought I 
was most happily destined—destined \y duty, chosen 
by affection. The words *I love you,' once pro- 
nounced, I gave my whole heart in return, gave it, 
san<^tified, as I felt, by religion. I had high religious 
sentiments ; a vow once passed the lips, a look, a single 
look g^ appeal to Heaven, was as much for me as if 
pron^mced at the altar, and before thousands to wit- 
ness. Some time was to elapse before the celebraticm 
of our marriage. Protracted engagements are unwise, 
yet I should not say so ; this gave me time to open my 
eyes — ^my bewitched eyes : still, some months I passed 
in a trance of beatification with visions of duties all 
performed — benevolence universal, and gratitude, and 
high success, and crowns of laurel for my hero, for he 
was military; it all joined well in my fancy. All the- 
pictured tades of vast heroic deeds were to be his. 
Living, I was to live in the radiance of his honour ; or 
dying, to die with him, and then to be most blessed. 

*•'' It is all to me now as a dream, long past, and never 
told; no, never, except to him who had a right to know it 
—my husband, and now to you, Helen. From my dream 
I was awakened by a rude shock — I saw, I thank Hea- 
ven I first, and I alone, saw that his heart «was gone 
from me — ^that his heart had never been mine — that it 
was unworthy of me. No, I will not say tiiat ; I will 
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not think so. Stfll I trust that he deceived himself, 
though not so much as he deceived me. 1 am willing 
to believe he did not know tiiat what he professed for 
me was not love, till he was seized by that passion for 
another, a younger, fairer-*Oh! how much fairer. 
i Beauty is a great gift of heaven — not for the purposes of 
i female vanity ; but a great gift for one who loves and 
wishes to be loved. Beauty I had not." 
" Had not !" interrupted Helen, " I always hesurd — " 
^^ He did not think so, my dear ; no matter what others 
thought, so I felt at that time. My identity is so much 
changed that I can look back upon this now, and tell 
it aU to you calmly. 

*' It was at a rehearsal of the ancient music ; I went 
there accidentally one morning without my mother, with 
a certain old duchess and her daughters ; the dowager, 
full of some Indian screen which she was going to buy ; 
the daughters intent, one of them, on a quarrel between 
two of the singers, the other upon loves and hates of 
her own. I was the only one ot the party who had any 
real taste for music. I was then particularly fond of it. 
" Well, my dear, I must come to the point," her voice 
changing as she spoke. — *' After such a lapse of time, 
during which my mind, my whole self has so changed, 
I couM not have beUeved before 1 began to speak on 
this subject, that these reminiscences could have so 
moved me ; but it is merely this sudden wakenfng of 
ideas long dormant, for years not called up, never put 
into words. 

** I was sitting, wrapt in silent ecstasy of pleasure, 
leaning back belund the whispering party, when I saw 
him come in, and, thinking only of his sharing my dp- 
light, I made an effort to catch his attention, but he am 
not see me— his eye was fixed on another ; I followed 
that eye, and saw that most beautiful creature on which 
it fixed ; I saw him seat himself beside her^-one look 
was enough — it was conviction. A pang went through 
me; I grew cold, but made no sound nor motion; I 
gasped K>r breath, 1 believe, but I did not faint. None cared 
for me ; I was unnoticed — saved from the abasement of 
pity. I struggled to retaiut my self-command, and was 
eniUM to complete the purpose on which 1 then— even 
tken^ resolved. That resolve gave me force. 
( **ln any great emotion we can speak better to those 
li|te do not care for us than to those who feel for ot. 
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More calmly than I now speak to you, I turned to the per- 
son who then sat 'beside me, to the dowager whose heart 
was in the Indian screen, and begged that 1 might not 
longer detain her, as 1 wished that she would'carry me 
home — she readily compiled : 1 had presence of mind 
enough to move when we could do so without attract- 
ing attention. It was well that woman talked as she 
did all the way home ; she never saw, never suspected 
the agony of her to whom she spoke. I ran up to my 
own room, bolted the door, and threw myself into a 
chair ; that is the last thing I remember, till I found my- 
self lying on the floor, wakening from a state of insen- 
sibility. 1 knew not what time had elapsed ; as soon as 
I could, I rang for my maid ; she had knocked at my 
door, and supposing I slept, had not disturbed me — ^my 
mother, 1 found, had not yet returned. 

" I dressed for dinner : hb was to dine with us. It 
was my custom to see him a few minutes before the 
rest of the company arrived. No time ever appeared 
to me so dreadfully long as the interval between my 
being dressed that day and his arrival. 

" I heard him coming up stairs : my heart beat so 
violently that I feared I should not be able to speak with 
dignity and composure, but the motive was sufficient. 

** What I said, I know not ; I am certain only that it 
was without one word of reproach. What 1 had at one 
glance foreboded was true — he acknowledged it. I re- 
leased him from all engagement to me. I saw he was 
evidenily reUeved by the determined tone of my refu- 
sal — ^at what expense to my heart he was set free, he 
saw not — ^never knew — ^never suspected. But after that 
fijUt involuntary expression of the pleasure of relief, I 
saw in his countenance surprise, a sort of mortified as- 
tonishment at my self-possession. I own my woman's 
pride enjoyed this ; it was something better than pride 
— ^the sense of the preservation of my dignity. I felt that 
in this shipwreck of my happiness I made no cowardly 
exposure of my feeUngs, but he did not understand me. 
Our minds, as I now found, moved in different orbits. 
We could not comprehend each other. Instead of feel- 
ing, as the instinct of generosity would have taught him 
te fee], that I was sacrificing my happiness to his, he 
told me that he now beUeved I had never loved him. My 
eyes were opened — I saw him at once as he really was. 
The ungenerous look upon self-devotion as mi^ess. 
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or folly, art: he could not think me a fool, he did not 
think me mad, artful 1 beliere he did suspect me to be ; he 
concluded that I made the discovery or his inconstancy 
an excuse for my own ; he thought me, perhaps, worse 
than capricious, interested — for« our engagement being 
unknown, a lover of higher rank had, in the interval, pre- 
^ sented himself. My perception of this base suspicion 
was useful to me at the moment, as it rou9ed my spirit, 
and I went through the better, and without relapse of 
tenderness, with that which I had undertaken. One 
condition •nly I made, I insisted that this explanation 
i^ould recft between us two ; that, in fact ana in man- 
ner, the breakii^ off the match should be left entirely to 
me. And to this part of the business I now look back 
with satisfaction, and I have honest pride m telling you, 
who will feel the same for me, that I practised in the 
whole conduct of the affair no deceit of any kind, not 
one fal8e^oo4»was told. The world knew nothing ; there 
my mother had been prudent. She was the only person 
to whom I was bound to explain — to speak, I mean, for 
I did not feel myself bound to explain. Perfect confi- 
dence only can command perfect confidence, in what- 
ever relation -of life. I told her all that she had a right 
to know. 1 announced to her that the intended mar- 
riage could never be — ^that I objected to it ; that both 
our minds were changed ; that we were both satisfied in 
having released each other from our mutual engagement. 
I had, as I foresaw, to endure my mother's anger, her 
entreaties, her endless surprise, her bitter disappoint- 
ment; but she exhausted all these, and her mind turned 
sooner than I had expected to that hope of higher 
establishment which amused her during the rest of 
the season in London. Two months of it were still 
to be passed'^to me the two most painful months 
of my existence. The daily, nightly effort of appear- 
ing in pubhc, while 1 was thus wretched, in the full gala 
of life, in the midst of the yomig, the gay, the happy — 
broken-hearted as I felt — it was an effort beyond my 
strength. That summer was, I remember, intolerably 
hot. Whenever my mother observed that I looked pale, 
and that my spirits were not so good as formerly, 1 ex- 
erted myself more and more; accepted every invita- 
tion because I dared not refuse ; danced at this ball, and 
the next, and the ilext ; urged on, I finished to the dregs 
llM^tiwpation of the season. 
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" My mother certmnly made me do (dreadfuH^toa 
much. But I blame others, as we usually do when we 
are ourselves the most to blame — I had attempted that 
which could not be dpne. By suppressing all outward 
sign of suffering, allowing no vent for sorrow m words 
or trars — ^by actual force of compression — I thought at. 
once to extinguish my feelings. Little did I know of > 
the human heart when 1 thought this ! The weak are 
wise in yielding to the first shock. They cannot be 
struck to the earth who sink prostrate ; sorrow has 
little power where there is no resistance. — '•The fle^ 
will follow where the pincers tear.' Mine was a pre- 
sumptuous— it had nearly been a fatal struggle. That 
London season at last over, we got into the country ; I 
e^icpeeted rest, but found none. The pressing necessity 
for exertion over the stimulus ceasing, I sunk — sunk 
into a state of apathy. 

" Time enough had elapsed between the J)reaking off 
of my marriage and the appearance of this illness, to 
prevent any ideas on my mother's part of cause and ef- 
fect, ideas indeed which were never much looked for, 
or weU joined in her mind. The world knew nothing 
of the matter. .My illness went under the convenient 
head ' nervous.' 1 heard all the opinions pronounced 
on my case, and knew they were all mistaken, but I 
swallowed whatever they pleased. No physician, I 
repeated to myself, can ' minister to a mind diseased.' 

" I tried to call religion to my aid ; but my religious 
sentiments were, at tlmt time, tinctured with the enthu- 
siasm of my early character. Had I been a Catholic, I 
should have escaped from my friends and thrown my- 
self into a cloister ; as it was, I had formed a strong 
wish to retire from that world which was no longer 
any thing to me : the spring of passion, which I then 
thought the spring of Ufe, being broken, I meditated my 
resolution secretly and perpetually as 1 lay on my bed. 
They used to read to me, and, among other things, some 
napers of " The RamWer," which I liked not at all ; its 
(tripod sentences tired my ear, but 1 let them go on — ^aa 
well one sound as another. 

" It chanced that one night, as I was going to sleep, 
an eastern story in " The Rambler" was read to me, 
about some man, a- weary of the world, who took to the 
peaceful hermitage. There was a regulai^noral tagged 
to the endofit, a thing I hate, the words were/ 'No life. 



{^easing to God that is not useful to man. !* When I 
waken^ in the middle of that night, this sentence was 
before my eyes, and the words seemed to repeat them- 
selves over and over again to my ears when 1 was sink- 
ing to sleep. The impression remained in mf mind, 
and though I never voluntarily recurred to it, came out 
long afterward, perfectly fresh, and became a motive 
of action. 

*' Strange, mysterious connexion between mind and 
body : in mere aniniai nature we see the same. The 
bird wakened from his sleep to be taught a tune sung to - 
him in the daik, and left to sleep again, — the impression 
rests buried within him, and weeks afterward he comes 
out with the tune perfect. But these are only phenom- 
ena of memory — mine was more extraordinary. I am 
not sure that I can explain it to you. In my weak state, 
my understanding enfeebled as much as my body — my 
reason weaker than my memory, I could not help allow- 
ing myself to think that the constant repetition of Uiat 
sentence was a warning sent to me from id[)ove. As I 
grew stronger, the superstition died away, but the sense 
of the thing still remained with me. It led me to ex- 
amine and reflect. It did more than sdl my mother's 
entreaties could effect. I had refused to see any human 
creature, but I now consented to admit a few. The 
charm was broken. I gave up my longing for solitude, 
my plan of retreat from the world ; suffered myself to 
be carried where they pleased — to Brighton it was — to 
my mother^s satisfaction. I was ready to appear in the 
ranks of fashion at the opening of the next London cam- 
paini. Automatically I * ran my female exercises o-er' 
with as good grace as ever. I had followers and propo- 
sals ; but my mother was again thrown into despair by 
what she caUed the short work I made with my admi- 
rers, scarcely allowing decent time for their turning 
into lovers, before I warned them not to think of me. 
I have heard that women who have suffered from man's 
inconstancy are disposed afterward to jevenge them- 
selres by inflictmg pain such as they have themselves 
endured, and delight in all the cruelty of coquetry. It 
was not so with me. Mine was too deep a wound — 
skinned over — not callous, and all danger of its opening 
again I dreaded. I had lovers the more, perhaps, be- 
cause I cared not for them f till amonff them there came 
pne who, as I saw, appreciated my character, and, as I 
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perceived, was becoming seriotisly attached. To pre* 
vent danger to his happiness, as he woula take no other 
warning, I revealed to him the state of my mind. How* 
ever humiliating the confession, I thought it due to him. 
I told him that I had no heart to give — that I had re- 
ceived none in return for that with which I had parted, 
and that love was over with me. 
/" * As a passion, it may be so — ^not as an affection,y^Waa 
nis reply. 

** The words opened to me a view of his character. I 
saw, too, by his love increasing with his esteem, the 
solidity of his understanding and the nobleness of his 
nature. He went deep and deeper into my mind, till he . 
came to a spring of gratitude, which rose and overflowed, 
vivifying and fertiUzing the seemingly barren waste* 
After the first whirlwind of passion, all seems a desert, 
and in the stillness and desolation there is no hope« 
After the volcano of passion has poured forth its burning 
mass and covered all, the power of vegetation seems 
buried for ever — ^buried it is, but not extinct ; it revives, 
it reproduces. Such is the beneficent law of nature. I 
believe it to be true, that, after the first great misfortune, 
persons never return to be the same that they were bei- 
fore, but this I know — and this it is important you 
should be convinced of, my dear Helen — that the mmd, 
though sorely smitten, can recover its powers. A mind» 
I mean, sustained by good principles, and by them made 
capable of persevering efforts for its own recovery. It 
may he sure of regaining, in time — observe, I say in 
time — its healthful tone. 

" Time was ^ven to me by that kind, that noble being, 
who devoted himself to me with a passion which I could 
not return — but, with such affection as I could give, and 
which he assured me would make his happiness, I de* 
termined to devote to him the whole of my future ex* 
istence. Happiness for me, 1 thought, was gone, except 
in so far as I could make him happy. 

'* I married Lord Davenant — much against my mi^ither^ ' 
wish, for he was then the younger of three brbtiMNw, 
and with a younger brother's very small portion. Had 
it been a more splendid match, I do not think I could 
have been prevailed on to give m^r consent. I dould 
not have been sure of my own motives, or rather my 
pride would not have been clear as to the opinion which 
otibers might form. This was a weakness, for in acting 
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we ought to depend imon ourselves, and not to look for 
the praise or blame of others ; but I let you see me as 
I am, or as I was : I do not insist, like Queon Elizabeth, 
hi having my portrait without shade." 



CHAPTER Vin. 

** I AM proud to tell you that, at the time I married, we 
were so poor, that I was obliged to give up many of 
those luxuries to which I was entitled, and to which I 
had been so accustomed, that the doing without them 
had till then hardly come within my idea of possibility. 
Our whole establishment was on the most humble scale. 

^ I look back to this period of my hfe with the great- 
est satisfaction. I had exquisite pleasure, like sdl 
, young people of sanguine temperament and generous 
' disposition, in the consciousness of the capability of 
making sacrifices. This notion was mv idol, the idol 
of the inmost sanctuary of my mind, and I worshipped 
it with all the energies of body and soul. 

"In the course of a few years, my husband's jwo 
elder brothers died. If you have any curiosity to know 
how, I will ten you, though indeed it is as little to the 
purpose as half the things people tell in their histories. 
The eldest, a homebred lordling, who, from the moment 
he slipped his mother's apron-strings, had fallen into 
folly, and then, to show himself maoily, run into vice, 
lost his life in a duel about some lady's crooked thumb, 
or more crooked mind. 

" The second brother distinguished himself in the 
navy ; he died the death of honour ; he fell gloriously, 
and was ^y his country honoured— by his country 
mounied. 

" After the death of this young man, the inheritance '^ 
canie to my husbaisd. Fortune soon after poured in rv 
upon us a tide of wealtih, swelled by collateral streams. ^5 

"You will wish to -know what effect this change of 
circumstances produced upon my mind, and you shall, 
as far as I know it myself. I fancied that it would have 
ms^e none, because I had been before accustomed to 
all^e trapiHiigs Of wealth ; yet it did nutke a greateAr 
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change in my feeling than you could have imagined, or 
I comd have conceived. The possibility of producing 
a great effect in society, of playing a distmguished part 
and attaining an eminence which pleased my fancy, had 
never till now been within my reach. The incense of 
fame had been wafted near me, but not to me — near my 
husband, I mean, yet not to him ; I had heard his 
brother^s name from the trumpet of fame, I longed to 
hear his own. I knew, what to the world was then un- 
known, his great talents for civil business, which, if 
urged into action, might make him distinguished as a 
statesman even beyond his hero brother, but I knew 
that in him ambition, if it ever awoke, must be awaken- 
ed by love. Conscious of my influence, I determined 
to use it to the utmost. 

" Lord Davenant had not at that time taken any part 
in politics, but from his connexions he could ask and 
obtain ; and there was one in the world for whom I 
desired to obtahi a favour of importance. It chanced 
that he, whom I have mentioned to you as my incon- 
stant lover, now married to my lovely rival, was at this 
time in some difficulty about a demand abroad. His 
connexions, though of very high rank, were not now in 

Sower. He had failed in some military exploit which 
ad formerly been entrusted to him. He was anxious 
to retrieve his character ; his credit, his whole fate in 
life, depended on his obtaining this appointment, which, 
at my request, was secured to him by Lord Davenant. 
The day it was obtained was, I think, the proudest of 
my life. I was proud of returning good for evil ; that 
was a Christian pride, if pride can be Christian. I was 
proud of showing that in me there was none of the fury 
of a woman scorned — ^no sense of the injury of charms 
despised. 

" But it was not yet the fulness of success ; it had 
pained me in the midst of my internal triumph, that 
my husband had been obliged to use intermediate 
powers to obtain that which I desired should have 
been obtained by his own. Why should not he be in 
that first place of rule ? He could hold the balance 
with a hand as firm, an eye as just. That he should be 
in the House of Peers was little satisfaction to me, 
unless distinguished among his peers. It was this dis- 
tinction that I burned to see obtained by Lord Davenant ; 
I urged him forward then by aJl the motives which 
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make ambition virtue. He was averse from public life, 
partly from indolence of temper, partly from sound 
philosophy : power was low in the scale in his estimate 
of human happiness ; he saw how little can be effected 
of real good in public by an individual ; he felt it scarcely 
worth his while to stir from his easy chair of domestic 
happiness. However, love urged him on, and inspired 
him, if not with ambition, at least with what lookecHike 
it in public. He entered the lists, and in the political 
tournament tilted successfully.^ Many were astonished, 
for, till they came against him in the joust, they had 
no notion of his weight, or of his skill in arms ; and many 
seriously inclined to believe that Lord Davenant was 
only Lady Davenant in disguise, and all he said, wrote, 
and did, was attributed to me. Envy gratifies herself 
continually by thus shifting the merit m)m one person 
to another ; in hopes that the actual quantity may be 
diminished, she tries to make out that it is never the 
real person, but somebody else who does that which is 
good. This silly, base propensity might have cost me 
dear, would have cost me my husband's affections, had 
he not been a man, as there are few, above all jealousy 
of female influence or female talent ; in short, he knew 
his own superiority, andf needed not to measure himself 
to prove his heigh^ He is quite content, rather glad, 
that everybody should set him down as a common- 
place character. Far from being jealous of his wife's 
ruling him, he was amused by the notion : it flattered 
his pride, and it was convenieift to his indolence ; it fell 
in, too, with his peculiar humour. The more I retired, 
the more I was put forward, he laughing behind me, 
prompted and forbade me to look back. 

" Now, Helen, I am come to a point where ambition 
ceased to be virtue. But why should I tell you all 
this ? no one is ever the better for the experience of 
another." 

"Oh! I cannot believe that," cried Helen, "pray, 
pray go on ; for though this is a sort of experience I 
can- never want, yet it is most interesting to me to know 
all that you have felt." 

" Thank you, my love, but as to your never being in a 
similar situation, I don't see any impossibility. You 
may marry a man of high politicsd influence. 

" Ambition first rose in my mind from the ashes of 
another passion. Fresh materials, of heterogeneous 

Vol. XIX.— D 7 
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kinds, altered the colour, and changed the nature of the 
Hame : I should have told you, but narrative is not mj 
forte, I never can remember to tell things in their right 
order. I forgot to tell you, that when Madame de 
Stael's book, * Sur la Revolution Fran9aise,' came out, it 
made an extraordinary impression upon me. 1 turned, 
in the first place, as everybody^ did, eagerly to the 
chapter on England, but, though my national feelings 
were gratified, my female pride was dreadfully morti- 
fied by what she says of the ladies of England ; in fact, 
she could not judge of them. They were afraid of her. 
They would not come out of their shells. What she 
called timidity, and what I am sure she longed to caU 
stupidity, was the silence of overawed admiration, or 
mixed curiosity andT discretion. Those who did ven- 
ture, had not full possession of their powers, or in a 
hurry showed them in a wrong direction. She saw 
none of them in their natural state. She asserts that, 
though there may be women distinguished as writers in 
England, there are no ladies who have any great conver- 
sational a'nd. political i nfluenc e in society, of that kind- 
which, during Vancien^egtml^ was obtained in France 
by what they would call their femmes marquantes^ such 
as Madame de Tencin, Madame du ' Deffand, Mademoi- 
selle de TEspinasse. This remark stmig me to the 
quick, for my country and for myself, and raised in me 
a foolish, vain-glorious emulation, an ambition false in 
its objects, and unsuited to the manners, domestic habits, 
and pubUc virtue of ourTcountry. I ought to have been 
gratified by ^her observing, that a lady is never to be met 
with in England, as formerly in France, at the Bureau 
du Ministre ; and that in England there has never been 
any example of a woman's having known in public 
affairs, or at least told, what ought to have been kept 
secret. Between ourselves, I suspect she was a little 
mistaken in some of these assertions ; but, be that as it 
may, I determined to prove that she was mistaken ; I 
was conscious that I had more within me than I had yet 
brought out ; I did not doubt that I had eloquence, if I 
had but courage to produce it. It is really astonishing 
what a mischievous effect those few passages produced 
on my mind. In London, one book drives out another, 
one impression, however deep, is effaced by the next 
/fehaking of the sgmd ; but I was then in the country, for, 
unluckily for me, Lord Davenant had been sent away on 



HBLEN. 75 

some special embassy. Left alone with my nonsense, 
I set about, as soon as I was able, to assemble an au- 
dience round me, to exhibit myself in the character of a 
female politician, and I believe I had a notion at the 
same time of being the English Corinne. Rochefou^ 
cault, the dexterous anatomist of self-love, says tha^^ 
confess our small faulj^, to persuade the world thsdt we 
have no large ones^^ut, for my part, I feel that there 
are some small famts more difficult to me to confess' 
than any large ones. Affectation, for instance ; it is 
something so httle, so paltry, it is more than a crime, it 
is a ridiciSe : I believe I did make myself completely 
ridiculous ; I am glad Lord Davenant was not by, it lasted 

but a short time. Our dear good friend D (you knew 

D at Florence 1) could not bear to see it ; his regard 

for Lord Davenant urged him the more to disenchant 
me, and brine me back, before his return, to my natural 
form. The disenchantment was rather rud^. 

" One 'evening, after I had been snuffing up incense 
till I was quite intoxicated, when my votaries had de- 
parted, and we were alone together, I said to liim, 
* Allow that this is what would be called at Paris, un 
grand succ^s,"* 

" D made no reply, but stood opposite to me 

playing in his peculiar manner with his great snuff-box, 
slowly swaying the snuff from side to side. Knowing 
this to be a sign that he was in some great dilemma, I 
asked of jwrhat he was thinking. * Of you,' said he. 
' And what of me V In his French accent he repeated 
those two provoking lines — 

* Now wit, like wine, intoxicates the brain. 
Too strong for feeble women to sustain.* 

" ' To my face V said I, smiling, for I tried to com- 
mand my temper. 

" * Better than behind your back, as others do,' 
said he. ^ 

" ' Behind my back V said I, * impossible.' 

" * Perfectly possible,' said he, * as 1 could prove if 
you were strong enough to bear it.' 

"^ Quite strong enough,' I said, and bade him speak on. 

" ' Suppose you were offered,' said he, * the fairy-ring 
that rendered the possessor invisible, and enabled him 
to hear every thing that was said, and all that was 
D2 
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thought of him, would you throw it away, or put it on 
your finger V 

" * Put it on my finger,' I replied ; * and this instant, 
for a true friend is better than a magic ring, I put it 6n.' 

" * You are very brave,' said he, * then you shall hear 
the lines I heard in a rival salon, repeated by him who 
last wafted the censer to you to-night.' He repeated a 
kind of doggrel pasquinade, beginning with— 

* Tell me, gentles, have you seen, 
The prating she, the mock Corinne.* 

" D , 'vyho had the courage for my good to infiict 

the blow, could not stay to see its effect, and this time 
I was left alone, not with my nonsense^ but with my 
reason. It was quite sufficient. I was cured. My only 
consolation in my disgrace was, that I honourably kept 
D 's counsel. The friend who composed the lam- 
poon, from that day to this, never knew that I h*i heard 
it ; though I must own I often longed to tell him, when 
h^ was offering his incense again, that I wished he would 
reverse his practice, and let us have the satire in my 
presence, and keep the flattery for my absence. The 
graft of affectation, which was but a poor weak thing, 
fell off at once, but the root of the evil had not yet been 

reached. My friend D had not cut deep enough, or 

perhaps feared to cut away too much that was sound and 
essential to life : my political ambition remained, and on 
Lord Davenant's return sprang up in full vigour. 

" Now it is all over, I can analyze and understand my 
own motives : when I first began my political course, I 
really and truly had no love for power ; full of other 
feelings, I was averse from it ; it was absolutely dis- 
agreeable to me ; but as people acquire a taste for drams 
after making faces at first swallowing, so I, from ex- 
perience of the excitation, acquired the habit, the love, 
of this mental dram-drinking; besides, I had such 
delightful excuses for myself; I didn't love power for 
its own sake, it was never used for myself, always for 
others ; ever with my old principle of sacrifice in full 
play ; this flattering unction I laid to my soul, and it long 
hid from me its weakness, its gradual corruption. 

" The first instance in which I used my influence, and 
by my husband's intervention obtained a favour of some 
importance, the thing done, though actually obtained by 
private favour, was in a public point of view well done 
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and lit to be done ; but when in time Lord Davenant had 
reached that eminence which had been the summit of 
my ambition, and when once it was known that I had 
influence (and in making it known between jest and 
earnest Lord Davenant was certainly to blame) numbers 
of course were eager to avail themselves of the dis- 
covery, swarms born in the noontide ray, or such as 
salute the rising morn, buzzed round me. I was good- 
natured and glad to do the service, and proud to show 
that I could do it. I thought I had some right to share 
with Lord Davenant, at least, the honours and pleasures 
of patronage, and so he willingly allowed it tabe, as 
long as my objects were well chosen, though he said to 
me once with a serious smile, ' The patronage of Europe 
would not satisfy you ; you would want India, and if 
you had India, you would sigh for the New World.' I 
only laughed, and said. The same thought as Lord 
Chesterpeld's, only more neatly put. /^ If all Ireland 
were given to such a one for his patrimony, he'd ask for 
the Isle of Man for his cabbage garden. ^ Lord Davenant 
did not smile. I felt a little alarmed, and a feeUng of 
estrangement began between us. 

" I recollect one day his seeing a note on my table 
from one of my proU^es, thanking me outrageously, and 
extolling my very obliging disposition. He read, and 
threw it down, and with one of his dry-humour smiles, 
repeated half to himself. 



By flatterers besieged, 



And 80 obliging that she ne'er obliged.' 

" I thought these lines were in the Characters of 
Women, and I hunted all through them in vain ; at last 
I found them in the character of a man, which could 
not suit me, and I was pacided, and what is extraordinary, 
my conscience quite put at ease. 

'* The week afterward I went to make some request 
for a friend ; my little boy — for I had a dear little boy 
then, had come in along with mamma. Lord Davenant 
complied with my request, but unwillingly I saw, and as 
if he felt it a weakness ; and putting his hand upon the 
curly-pated little fellow's head, he said, * This boy rules 
all Greece, I see.' The child was sent for the Grecian 
history, his father took him on his knee, while he read 
the anecdote, and as he ended he whispered in the 
diflft <»ar, * Tell mamma this must not be ; papa should 
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be ruled oiHy bjr justice.' He really had public virtue, I 
only talked of it. 

" After this you will woHder that I could go on, but 
I did. 

" I had at that time a friend, who talked always most 
romantically, and acted most selfishly, and for some time 
I never noticed the inconsistency between her words 
and actions. In fact, she had two currents in her mind, 
two selves, one romantic from books, the other selfish 
from worldly education and love of fashion, and of the 
goods of this world. She had charming manners, which 
I thought went for nothing with me, but which I found 
stood for every thing. In short, she was as caressin^^t 
as graceful in her Tittle ways, and as selfish as a cat. 
She had claws too, but at first I only felt the velvet. 

*' It was for this woman that I hazarded my highest 
happiness — my husband's esteem, and for the most 
paltry object imaginable. She wanted some petty place 
for some man who was to marry her faVourite maid. 
When I fir§t mentioned it to him, Lord Davenant coldly 
said, * It can't be done,'- and his pen went on very 
quickly with the letter he was writing. Vexed and 
ashamed, and the more vexed because ashamed, I per- 
sisted. * Cannot be done forme r said I. * Not for any- 
body,' said he — * by me at least.' — I thought — Helen, I am 
ashamed to tell you what I thought, but I will tell it you, 
because it will show you how a mind may be debased by 
the love of power, or rather by the consequence which 
its possession bestows. I thought he meant to point out 
to me that, although he would not do it, I might ^e^ it done. 
And speaking as if to myself I said, ' Then I'U go to such 
a person, then 111 use such and such ways and means. 

" Looking up from his writing at me, with a look 
such as I had never seen from him before, he repUed 
in the words of a celebrated minister, * C^est facile de 
se servir de pareils moyens, c*est difficile de s^y resoudre ' 

" I admired him, despised myself, left the room, and 
went and told my friend decidedly it could not be done. 
That instant she became my enemy, and I felt her 
claws. I was proud of the wounds, and showed them 
to my husband. Now, Helen, you think I am cured 
for ever, and safe. Alas ! no, my dear, it is not so easy 
to cure habit. I have however some excuse, let me put 
it forward ; the person for whom I again transgressed 
was my mother, and for her I was proud of doing the 
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Utmost, because she had, as I could not for^t, been 
ready to sacrifice my happiness to her speculations. 
She had left off buildmg castles in the air, but she had 
outbuilt herself on earth. She had often recourse to me 
in her difficulties, and I supplied funds, as well I might, 
for I had a most liberal allowance from my most liberal 
lord ; but schemes of my own, very patriotic but not 
overwise, had in process of time drained my purse. I 
had a school at Cecilhurst, and a lace manufactory, and 
to teach my little girls I must needs bring over lac^ 
makers from Flanders, and Lisle thread at an enormous 
expense; I shut my lace-makers up in a room (for 
secrecy was necessary) where, like spiders, they quar-> 
relied with each other and fought, and the whole failed. 

*' Another scheme, very patriotic too, cost me an 
immensity : trying to make Indian cachemires in Eng- 
land, very beautiful they were, but they left not the 
tenth part of a penny in my private purse, and then 
my mother wanted some thousands for a new dairy ; 
dairies were then in the fashion, and hers was to be 
floored with the finest Dutch tiles, furnished with Sevre 
china, with plate-glass windows, and a porch hung with 
French mirrorb ; so she set me to represent to Lord 
Davenant her very distressed situation, and to present 
a petition from her for a pension. The first time I 
urged my mother^s request, Lord Davenant said, ' I am 
sure, Anne, that you do not know what you are asking.' 
I desisted. I did not indeed well understand the busi- 
ness, nor at all comprehend that I was assisting a frau- 
dulent attemj)t to obtain public money for a private pur- 
pose, but I wished to have the triumph of success, 1 
wished to feel my own influence. 

*' Had it been foretold to me that I could so forget 
myself in the intoxication of political power, how I 
should have disdained the prophecy, * Lord, is thy ser- 
vant a dog, that he should do this thing. V There is a 
fine sermon of Blair^s on this subject; it had early 
made a peat impression upon me ; but what are good 
in^pressions, good feelings, good impulses, good inten- 
tions, good any thing, without principle t 

" My mother wondered how I could so easily take a 
refusal ; she piqued my pride by observing that she was 
sorry my influence had declined ; her pity, so near con- 
tempt, wounded me, and I unadvisedly exclaimed that 
my influence had in no way declined. Scarcely had I 
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uttered the words when I saw the inference to which 
they laid me open, that I had not used my influence to 
the utmost for her. My mother had quite sense and just 
feeling enough to refrain from marking this in words. 
She noted it only by an observing look, followed by a 
sigh. She confessed that I had always been so kind, so 
much kinder than she could have expected, that she 
would say no more. This was more to the purpose with 
me than if she had talked for hours. I heard fresh sighs 
^nd saw tears begin to flow — a mother's sighs and tears 
it is difficult, and I felt it wag shameful to bear. I was 
partly melted, much confused, and hurried too by visiters 
coming in, and I hastily promised that I would try once 
more what I could do. The moment I had time for 
reflection I repented of what I had promised. But the 
words were past recall. It was so disagreeable to 
me to speak about the affair to my husband, that I 
wanted to get it off my mind as soon as possible, but the 
day passed without my being able to find a moment 
when I could speak to Lord Davenant in private. Com- 
pany staid still late, my mother the latest. At parting 
as she kissed me, calling me her dearest Anne, she said 
she was convinced I could do whatever I pleased with 
Lord Davenant, and as she was going down stairs, added, 
she was sure the first words she wcnild hear from me in 
the morning would be * victory, victory.' 

" I hated myself for admitting the thought, and yet 
there it was ; I let it in, and could not get it out. From 
what an indescribable mixture of wes^ motives or im- 
pulses, and often without one reasonable principle, do 
we act in the most important moments of life. Even 
as I opened the door of his room I hesitated, my heart 
beat forebodingly, but I thought I could not retreat, and 
I went in. 

" He was standing on the hearth looking weary, but a 
reviving smile came on seeing me, and he held out his 
hand — * My comfort always,* said he. 

. " I took his hand, and, hesitating, was again my better ^ 
self; but I would not go back, nor could I begin with 
any preface. Thank Heaven, that was impossible. I 
began : 

" * Davenant, I am come to ask you a favour, and you 
must do it for me.' 

" * I hope it is in my power, my dear,' said he ; * I am 
sure you would not ask—' and there he stopped. 
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** I told him it was in his power, and that I wonld not 
ask it for any creature living, but — He put his hand 
upon my lips, told me he knew what I was going to 
say, and begged me not to say it : but I, hoping to 
csurry it off playfully, kissed his hand, and putting it 
aside, said, ' I must ask, and you must grant this to my 
mother.' He replied, ' It cannot be, Aime, consistently 
with public justice, and with my public duty. I — ^ 

" ' Nonsense, nonsense,' I said, * such words are only 
to mask a refusal.' Mask, I remember, was the woid 
that hurt him. Of all I could have used, it was the 
worst : I knew it the instant I had said it. Lord Dave- 
nant stepped back and with such a look ! You, Helen, 
who have seen only his benign countenance, his smil- 
ing eyes, cannot conceive it. I am sure he must have 
seen how much it alarmed me, for suddenly it changed, 
and I saw all the melting softness of love. 

" Oh fool ! vain, wicked fool that I was ! I thought 
of * victory,' and pursued it. My utmost power of per- 
suasion — ^words — smiles — and tears I tried — and tried 
in vain ; and then I could not bear to feel that I had in 
vain made this trial of power and love. Shame and 
pride and anger seized me by turns, and raised such a 
storm within me — such confusion — that I knew not 
what I did or said. And he was so calm ! looked so at 
least, though I am sure he was not. His self-posses- 
sion piqued and provoked me past all bearing. I can- 
not tell you exactly how it was — it was so dreadfully 
interesting to me, that I am unable to recall the exact 
words ; but I remember at last hearing him say, in a 
voice I had never before heard, * Lady Davenant !' — He 
had never called me so before ; he had always called me 
*Anne,' it seemed as if he had dismissed me from his 
heart. 

" * Call me Anne ! O call me Anne !' 

** And he 3aelded instantly, he called me Anne, and 
caressing me, * his Anne.' 

" O Helen ! never do as I did. I whispered, * Then, 
my love, you will do this for me — for me, your own 
Anne V 

"He put me gently away, and leaned against the 
chimney-piece in silence. Then turning to me, in a 
low suppi;essed voice, he said : 

" ' I have loved you— love you as much as man can 

D3 
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love womarij there is iiDtlung^I^iirauld not sacrifice for 
^i^ eyw^ptt--'' ^ / ~ "~ 

**'No exceptions]' cried I, in an affected tone of 
gayety. 

" * Except honour,' he repeated, firmly. — Helen, my 
-dear, yoij are of a generous nature, so am I, but the 
demon of pride was within me, it made me long to try 
the extent of my power. Disappointed, I sunk to mean- 
ness; never, never, however tempted, however pro- 
voked, nev^r do as I did, never reproach a friend with 
any sacrifice you have made for them ; this is a mean- 
ness which your friend may forgive, but which you can 
never forgive yourself 

" I reproached him with the sacrifice of my feelings, 
which I had made in marrying him ! Hi^ answer was, 

* I feel that what you say is true, I am now convinced 
you are incapable of loving me ; and since I cannot 
make you happy, we had better — part.' 

" These were the last words I heard. The blow was 
wholly unexpected. 

** Whether I sunk down, or threw myseU^t his feet, 
I know not ; but when I came to myself he was stand- 
ing beside me. There were other faces, but my eyes 
saw only his : I felt his hand holding mine, I pressed it, 
and said, * Forget.' He stooped down and whispered, 

* It is forgotten.' 

/ " I believe there is nothing can touch^a generous 
I mind so much as the being treated with pierfect gene- 
rosity — nothing makes us so deeply feel our own fault." 
Lady Davenant was here so much moved that she 
could say no more. By an involuntary motion, she 
checked the reins, and the horses stopped, and she con- 
tinued quite silent for a few minutes : at length, two or 
three deeply drawn sighs seemed to relieve her ; she 
looked up, and her attention seemed to be caught by a 
bird that was singing sweetly on a branch over their 
heads. She asked what bird it was ] Helen showed it 
to her where it sat : she looked up and smiled, touched 
the horses with her whip, and went on where she had 
left off.— 

** The next thing was the meeting my mother in the 
morning ; I prepared myself for it, and thought I was 
now^med so strong in honesty that I could go through 
with it well: my morality however was a little ner- 
vous, was fluttered by the knock at the door, and, whea 
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I beard her voice as she came towar s my room, a k- 
ing eagerly if I was alone, I felt a sickness at the cer- 
tainty that I must at once crush her hopes. But I stood 
resolved ; my eyes fixed on the door through which she 
was to enter. She came in, to my astonishment, with 
a face radiant with joy, and hastening to me she em- 
braced me with the warmest expression of fondness and 
gratitude. — I stood petrified as I heard her talk of my 
kindness — my generosity. I asked what she could 
mean, said there must be some mistake, ^^t holding 
before my eyes a note, * Can there be any tnistake in 
this V said she. That note, for I can never forget it, I 
will repeat to you. 

" * What you wish can be done in a better manner 
than you proposed. The public must have no concern 
with it ; Lady Davenant must have the pleasure of do- 
ing it her own way ; an annuity to the amount required 
shall be punctually paid to your banker. The first in- 
stalment will be in his hands by the time you receive 
this. — Davenant.' 

" When I had been formerly disenchanted from my 
trance of love, the rudeness of the shock had benumbed 
sdl my faculties, and left me scarcely power to think ; 
but now, when thus recovered from the delirium of 
power, I was immediately in perfect possession of my 
understanding, and when 1 was made to comprehend 
the despicable use I would have made of my infiuence, 
or the influence my husband possessed, I was so shocked 
that I have ever since, I am conscious, in speaking of 
any political corruption, rather exaggerated mv natural 
abhorrence of it. Not from the mean and weak idea of 
convincing the world how foreign all such wrong was 
to my soul, but because it really is foreign to it, because 
I know how it can debase the most honourable charac- 
ters ; I do not feel so much shocked at the criminal as 
at the crime, because I saw it once in all its hideous- 
ness so near myself. 

'' A change in the ministry took place this year. Lord 
Davenant's resignation was sent in and acdipted, and in 
retirement I had not only leisure to be good, but also lei- 
sure to cultivate my mind. Of course I had read all such 
reading as ladies read, but this was very different from 
the kind of study that would enable me to keep pace 
with Lord Davenant and his highly-informed friends. 
Many of these^more men of thought than of show. 
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visited us from time to time in the country. Thongli I 
had passed very well in London society, blue, red, and 
gfreen, literary, fashionable, and political, and had been 
extolled as both witty and wise, especially when my hus- 
band was in place ; yet when I came into close contact 
with minds of a higher order, I felt my own deficiencies. 
Lord Davenant^s superiority I particularly perceived in 
the solidity of the ground he uniformly took and held in 
reasoning. And when I, too confident, used to venture 
rashly, and often found myself surrounded, and in im- 
minent danger in argument, he often used to bring me 
off and ably cover my retreat, and looked so pleased, so 
proud when I made a happy hit, or jumped to a right 
conclusion. • 

*' But what I most liked, most admired in him was, 
that he never triumphed or took unfair advantages on 
the strength of his learning, of his acquirements, or of 
what I may call his logical training. 

** I mention these seeming trifles because it is not 
always in the great occasions of life that a generous dis- 
position shows itself in the way which we most feel. 
Little instances of generosity shown in this way, unper- 
ceived by others, have gone most deeply into my mind : 
and have most raised my opinion of his character. The 
sense that I was over rather than undervalue, mado me 
the more ready to acknowledge and feel my own defici- 
encies. I felt the truth of an aphorism of Lord Verulam's, 
which is now come down to the copy-books ; that ' know- 
iedge is power.' Having made this notable discovery, I 
set about with all my mi^t to acquire knowledge. You 
may smile, and think that this was only in a new form 
the passion for power; no, it was something better. 
Not to do myself injustice, I now felt the pure desire 
of knowledge, and enjoyed the pure pleasure of obtain- 
ing it ; assisted, supported, and delighted by the sym- 
pathy of a superior mind. 

'* As to intellectual happiness, this was the happiest 
time of my life. As if my eyes had been rubbed b^ 
your favouftte dervise in the Arabian tales, with his 
charmed ointment, which opened at once to view all the 
treasures of the earth, I saw and craved the boundless 
treasures opened to my view. I now wanted to read 
8^ that Lord Davenant was reading, that I might be up 
to his ideas, but this was not to be done in an instant. 
There was a Frenchwoman who complained that she 
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nerer could learn any thing, because she could not &ai 
anjrbody to teach her all she wanted to know in two 
words. I was not quite so exigeaiUe as this lady ; but» 
after having skated on easily and rapidly, far on the 
superficeiS' of knowledge, it was difficult and rather 
mortifying to have to go back and begin at the begin- 
ning. Yet, when I wanted to go a uttle deeper, and 
reaUy to understand what I was about, this was essen* 
tially necessary, I could not have got through without 
the assistance of one who showed me what I might 
safely leave unlearned, and who pointed out what fruit 
was worth climbing for, what would only turn to ashes. 

** This happy time of my life too quickly passed away. 
It was interrupted; however, not by any fault or folly of 
my own, but by an infliction from the hand of Providence, 
to which 1 trust I submitted with resignation — ^we lost 
our dear little boy ; my second boy was bom dead, and 
my confinement was followed by long and severe illness. 
I was ordered to try the air of Devonshire. 

" One night — ^nOw, my dear, I have kept for the last 
the only romantic incident in my life— one night a ves* 
sel was wrecked upon our coast ; one of the passengers, 
a lady, an invalid, was brought to our house ; I hastened 
to her assistance ;— it was my beautiful rival ! 

'* She was in a deep decline, and had been at Lisbon 
for some time, but she was now sent home by the phy* 
sicians, as they send people from one country to another 
to die. The captain of the ship in which she was, mis* 
took the lights upon the coast, and ran the ship ashore 
near to our house. 

'* Of course we did for her all we could, but she was 
d3ring : she knew nothing of my history, and, 1 trust I 
soothed her last moments-*-she died iiwny arms. 

" She had one child, a son, then at EKon : we sent for 
him, he arrived too late, the feeling he %o wed interested 
us deeply ; we kept him with us some time, he was grate* 
ful, and afterward as he grew up he often wrote to me. 
His letters you have read." 

" Mr. Beauclerc !" said Helen. 

" Mr. Beauclerc — I had not seen him for some time, 
when General Clarendon presented him to me as his 
ward at Florence, where I had opportunities of essen* 
tially serving him. 

** Vou may now understand, my dear, why I had ex- 
pected that Mr. Granville Beauclerc might have preferred 
8 
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coming to Clarendon Park this last month of my stay in 
England to the pleasures of London. I was angry, I 
own, but after five minutes' grace I cooled, saw that I 
must be mistaken, and came to the just conclusion of 
the old po^t, that no one sinks at once to the depth of 
ill, and ingratitude I consider as the depth of ill. I opine, 
therefore, that some stronger feeling than friendship now 
operates to detain Granville Beauclerc. In that case I 
forgive him, but, for his own sake, and with such a young 
man I should say for the sake of sociej;y — of the public 
good — ^for he will end in pubhc life, I hope the present 
object is worthy of him, whoever she may be. 

" Have I any thing more to tell you t Yes, I should 
say that^ when by changes in the political world Lord 
Davenant was again in power, I had learned, if not to be 

less ambitious, at least to show it less. D , who 

knew always how to put sense into my mind, so that I 
found it there, and thought it completely my own, had 
once said that * every public man who has a cultivated 
and high-minded wife has in fact two selves, each holding 
watch and ward for the other.' The notion pleased me 
— ^pleased both my fancy and my reason ; I acted on it, 
and Lord Davenant assures me that I have been this 
second self to him, and I am willing to beUeve it, first be- 
cause he is a man -of strict truth, and secondly, because 
every woman is willing to believe what she wishes." 

Lady Davenant paused, and after some minutes of 
reflection, said, " 1 confess, however, that I have not 
reason to be quite satisfied with myself as a mother ; I 
did not attend sufficiently to CeciUa's early education : 
engrossed with politics, I left her too much to govern- 
esses, at one period to a very bad one. I have done 
what I can to remedy this, and you have done more 
perhaps; but I much fear that the early neglect can 
never be completely repaired : she is, however, married 
to a man of sense, and when I go to Russia I shall think 
with satisfaction that I leave you with her.'" 

After expressing how deeply she had been interested , 
in all that she had heard, and how grateful she felt for 
the confidence reposed in her, Helen said she could not 
help wishing that Cecilia knew all that had been just told 
to her of Lady Davenant's history. If Cecilia could but 
know all the tenderness of her mother's heart, how much 
less would she fear, how much more would she love 
her! - 
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**It would answer no purpose," replied Lady Dave- 
nant ; " there are persons with intrinsic differences of 
character, who, explain as you will, can never under- 
stand one another beyond a certain point. Nature and 
art forbid — no spectacles you can furnish will remedy 
certain defects of vision. Cecilia sees as much as she 
can ever see of my character, and I see, in the best light, 
the whole of hers. So Helen, my dear, take the advice 
of a Scotch proverb-rproverbs are vulgar, because they 
usually contain common sense—' Let well alone.' 

" You are really a very good little friend," added she, 
" but keep my personal narrative for your own use." 



CHAPTER IX. 

It was late before they reached home, and Helen 
dressed as fast as possible, for the general's punctual 
habits required that all should assemble in the drawing- 
room five minutes at least before dinner. Helen was 
coming down the private turret staircase, which led 
from the family apartments to the great hall, when, just 
at the turn, and in the most awkward way possible, she 
met a gentleman, a stranger, where never stranger had 
been seen by her before, running up full speed, so that 
they had but barely space and time to clear out of each 
other's way. Pardons were begged, of course. The 
manner and voice of the stranger were particularly gen- 
tleman-like. A servant followed with his portmanteau, 
inquiring into which room Mr. Beauclerc was to go 1 

" Mr. Beauclerc !" — When Helen got to the drawing- 
room, and found that not even the general was there, 
she thought she could have time to run up the great 
staircase to Lady Davenant's room, and tell her that 
Mr. Beauclerc was come. 

" My dear Lady Davenant, Mr. Beauclerc !" — He was 
there ! and she made her retreat as quickly as possible. 
The quantity that had been said sU^out him, and the 
awkward way in which they had thus accidentally met, 
made her feel much embarrassed when they were regu- 
larly introduced. 

At the beginnmg of tlinner, Helen fancied that there 
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was unusual silence and constraint ; perhaps this might 
be so, or perhaps people were really hungry, or perhaps 
Mr. Beauclerc had not yet satisfied the general and 
Lady Davenant ; however, towards the end of dinner^ 
and at the dessert, he was certainly entertaining ; and 
Lady Cecilia appeared particularly amused by an ac- 
count which he was giving of a little French piece he 
had seen just before he left London, called " Les Pre- 
mieres Amours," and Helen migh;t have been amused 
too, but that Lady Cecilia called upon her to listen, and* 
Mr. Beauclerc turning his eyes upon her, she saw or 
fancied that he was put out in his story, and though he 
went on with perfect good breeding, yet it was evidently 
with diminished spirit. ' As soon as poUteness permitted, 
at the close of the story, she, to reheve him and herself, 
turned to the aid-de-camp on her other side, and de- 
voted or seemed to devote to him her exclusive atten- 
tion. He was always tiresome to her, but now more 
than ever ; he went on, when once set a-going, about 
his horses and his dogs, while she had the mortification 
of hearing, almost immediately after her seceding, that 
Mr. Beauclerc recovered the life and spirit of his tone, / 
and was in full and delightful enjoyment of conversation 
with Lady Cecilia. Something very entertaining caught 
her ear every now and then ; but, with her eyes fixed 
in the necessary direction, it was impossible to make it 
out through the aid-de-camp's never-ending tedious- 
ness. She thought the sitting after dinner never would 
terminate, though it was in fact rather shorter than 
usual. 

As soon as they reached the drawing-room. Lady Ce- 
cilia asked her mother what was the cause of Granville^s 
delay in town, and why he had come to-day, after he 
had written it was impossible % 

Lady Davenant answered, that he had * trampled,' as 
Lord Chatham did, ' on impossibilities.' ** It was not a 
physical impossibility, it seems." 

" I'm 8ure~I hope," continued Ceciha, " that none of 
the Beltravers' set had any thing to do with his delay, yet 
from a word or two the general let fall, I'm almost 
sure that they have— Lady Blanche, I'm afraid — ^ 
There she stopped. " If it were only a money difficulty 
with Lord Beltravers," resumed she, "that might be 
easily settled, for Beauclerc is rich enough." 

"Yes," said Lady Davenant, ^but rashly generous; 
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an uncommon fault in these days, when young men are 
in general selfishly prudent or selfishly extravagant." 

" 1 hope," said Cecilia, — " I hope Lady Blanche For- 
rester will not — " there she paused and consulted her 
mother's countenance ; her mother answered that Beau- 
clerc had not spoken to her of Lady Blanche. After 
putting,her hopes and fears, questions and conjectures, 
into every possible form and direction. Lady Cecilia 
was satisfied that her mother knew no more than her- 
self, and this was a great comfort. 

When Mr. Beauclerc reappeared, Helen was glad 
that she was settled at an embroidery frame, at the 
farthest end of the room, as there, apart from the world, 
she felt safe from all cause for embarrassment, and there 
she continued happy till some one came to raise the 
light of the lamp over her head. It was Mr. Beauclerc, 
and, as she looked up, she gave a foolish little start of 
surprise, and then all her confusion returuin|^, with 
thanks scarce audible, her eyes were instantly fixed on 
the geranium leaf she was embroidering. He asked 
* how she could by lamplight distinguish blue from green? 
a simple and not very alarming question, but she did not 
hear the words rightly, and thinking he asked whether 
she wished for a screen, she answered, " No, thank 
you." 

Lady Cecilia laughed, and covering Helen's want of 
hearing by Beauclerc's want of sight, explained — " Do 
/ not you see, Granville, the sUk-cards are written upon, 
/ *blue'and * green;' there can oe no mistake." 

Mr. Beauclerc made a few more laudable attempts at 
conversation with Miss Stanley, but she, still imagining 
that this was forced, could not in return say any thing 
but what seemed forced and unnatural, and as unlike 
her usual self as possible. Lady Cecilia tried to re- 
lieve her ; she would have done better to have let it 
alone, for Beauclerc was not of the French opinion that 
La modestie ripest bonne qud quinze ans, and to him it ap- 
peared only a graceful timidity. Helen retired earlier 
than any one else, and, when she thought over her 
foolish awkwardness, felt as much ashamed as if Mr. 

\ Beauclerc had actually heard all that Lady Cecilia had 
said about him — had seen all her thoughts, and under- 
stood the reason of her confusion. At last, vfhen Lady 
Cecilia came intojier room before she went to bed, she 
b^gan with—" I ffll sure you are going to scold me^ 



90 HELEN. 

and *I deserve it ; I am so provoked with myself, and 
the worst of it is, that I do not think I shaU ever get 
over it—I am afraid I shall foe just as foolish again to- 
. morrow." 

" I could find it in my heart to scold you to death," 
said Lady OeciUa, " but that lam vexed mjrself." 

Then hesitating, and studying Helen's countenance, 
she seemed doubtful how to proceed. Either she was 
plajring with Helen's curiosity, or she was really .herself 
perplexed. She made two or three beginnings, each a 
Uttle inconsistent with the other. 

" Mamma is always right; with her — * coming events' 
really and truly * cast their shadows before.' I do be- 
lieve she has the fatal gift, the coming ill to know !" 
, « 111 !" said Helen ; " what ill is coming 1" 
' " After sdl, however, it may not be an ill," said Lady 
Cecilia; " it may be all for the best ; yet I am shock- 
ingly disappointed, though I declare I never formed 
any — " 

'* Oh, my dear Cecilia, do tell me at once what it is 
you mean." 

" I mean, that Granville Beauclerc, like all men of 
genius, has acted like the greatest fool." 

"What has he doner 

"He is absolutely — ^you must look upon him in 
future — as a married man." 

Helen was delighted. Cecilia could form no further 
schemes on her account, and she felt relieved from all 
her awkwardness. 

"Dearest Helen, this is well at all events," cried* 
Ceciha, seeing her cleared countenance. " This com- , 
forts me ; you are at ease ; and, if 1 have caused you 
one uncomfortable evening, I am sure you are consoled 
for it by the reflection that my mother was right, -and I, 
as usual, wrong. But, Helen," continued she, earnestly, 
"remember that this is not to be known: remember 
you must not breath the least hint of what I have told 
you to mamma or the general." 

Something more than astonishment appeared in 
Helen's countenance. "And is it possible that Mr. 
Beauclerc does not tell them, — does not trust his 
guardian and such a friend as your mother?" said 
Helen. 

" He win tell them, he will tell them— but not yet , 
perhaps not till— he is not to see ^s fianc6e — they 
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hare for some reason agreed to be separated for tome 
time — I do not know exactly, but surely everybody may- 
choose their own opportunity for telling their own 
secrets. In fact, Helen, the lady, I understand, made 
it a point with him that nothing should be said of it ye^ 
—to any one." 

"But he told it to you 1" 

" No, indeed, he dm not tell it ; I found it out, and he 
could not deny it; but he charged me to keep it secret, 
and I would not have told.it to anybody living but yOur- 
eelf ; and to yoU, after all I had said about him, I felt it 
was necessary — I thougjit I was bound — in short, I 
thought it would set things to rights, and put you at 
your ease at once." 

And then, with more earnestness, she again pressed 
upon Helen a promise of secresy, especially towards 
Lady Davenant. Helen submitted. Cecilia embraced 
her affectionately, and left the room. Quite tired and 
quite happy, Helen was in bed and asleep in a few 
minutes. 

Not the slightest suspicion crossed her mind that all 
her friend had been telling her was not perfectly true. To 
a more practised, a less confiding person, the perplexity 
of Lady Cecilia^s prefaces, and some contradictions or 
inconsistencies, might have suggested doubts; but 
Helen's general confidence in her friend's truth had 
never yet been seriously shaken. Lady Davenant she 
had always thought prejudiced on this poinjt, and too 
severe. If there had been in early childhood a bad 
liabit of iiyiccuracy in Cecilia, Helen thought it long 
since cured ; and so perhaps it was, till she formed a 
friendship abroad with one who had no respect for 
truth. 

But of thi3 Helen knew nothing; and, in fact, till 
now Lady Cecilia's aberrations had been always trifiinff, 
almost imperceptible errors, such as only her mother's 
strictness or Miss Clarendon's scrupulosity could detect. 
Nor would Cecilia have ventured upon a decided, an 
important false assertion, except for a kind purpose. 
Never in her life had she told a falsehood to injure any 
human creature, or one that she could foresee might, by 
any possibility, do harm to any living being. But here 
was a friend, a ver}^'flflyar friend in an awkward em- 
barrassment, and brougntlnto it by her means ; and, by 
a Uttle innocent stretching of the truth, she could ai 
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once, she fand^d, set all to rights. The moment the 
idea came into her head, upon the spur of the occasion, 
she resolved to execute it directly. It was settled be- 
tween the drawing-room door and her dressing-room. 
And when thus executed successfully, with happy 
sophistry she justified it to herself. " After all," said 
she to herself, " though it was not absolutely true, it 
was ben irovato, it was as near tne truth, perhaps, as 
possible. Beauclerc's best friends really feared that he 
was falling in love with the lady in* question. It was 
very likely, and too likely, it might end in his marrying . 
this Lady Blanche Forrester. And, on every accouDl, 
and every way, it was for the best that Helen should 
consider him as a married man. This would restore 
Helen by one magical stroke to herself, and release her 
from that wretched state in which she could neither 
please nor be pleased." And, as far as this good effect 
upon Helen was concerned. Lady Cecilia's plan was 
judicious ; it succeeded admirably. 

Wonderful ! how a few words spoken, a single idea 
taken out of, or put into the mind, can make such a dif- 
ference, not only in the mental feelings, but in the whole 
bodily appearance, and in the actual powers of percep- 
tion and use of our senses. 

When Helen entered the breakfast-room the next 
morning, she looked, and moved, and felt quite a dif- 
ferent creature from what she had been the preceding 
day. She had recovered the use of her understanding, 
and she could hear and see quite distinctly; and the first 
she saw was, that nobody was thinking particularly 
about her; and now she for the first time actually saw 
Mr. Beauclerc. She had before looked at him without 
seeing him, and really did not know what sort of look- 
ing person he was, except that he was like a gentleman ; 
of that she had a sort of intuitive perception ; —as Cuvier 
could tell from the first sight of a single bone what the 
animal was, what were its habits, and to what class it 
belonged, — so any person early used to good company 
can, by the first gesture, the first general manner of 
being, passive or active, tell whether a stranger, even 
scarcely seen, is or is not a gentleman. 

At the beginning of breakfast, Mr. Beauclerc had all 
the perfect English quiet of.lo'Qfc ai^d manners, with 
* somewhat of a high-bred air of indifference to all sub- 
lunary things, yet saying and doing whatever was proper 



HILBN. 93 

for tiie present company ; yet it was done and said like 
one m a dream, performed like a somnambulist, cor- 
rectly from, habit, but all unconsciously. He awakened 
from his reyery the moment General Clarendon came 
in, and he a^ed eagerly, 

•* General ! how far is it to Old Forest 1" These were 
the first words which he pronounced like one wide 
awake. " I must ride there this morning ; it's s^b«olutely 
necessary." 

The general replied that he did not see the necessity. 

** But when I do, sir," cried Beauclerc ; the natural 
vivacity of the young man breaking through the con* 
ventional manner. Next moment,^th an humble look, 
he hoped that the general would accompan]^ him, and 
the look of proud humility vanished from ms counte* 
nance the next instant, because the general demurred, 
and Beauclerc added,%" Will not you oblige me so far f 
Then I must go by myself." 

Tlie general, seeming to go on with his own thoughts, 
and not to be moved by his ward's impatience, talked 
of a review that was to be put off, and at length found 
that he could accompany him. Beauclerc then, de- 
lighted, thanked him warmly. 

"What is the object of this essential visit to Old 
Forest, may I ask ?" said Lady Davenant. 

" To see a dilapidated house," said the general. 

"To save a whole family from ruin," cried Beau- 
clerc ; " to restore a man of first-rate talents to his place 
in society." 

** Pshaw !" said the general. 

"Why that contemptuous exclamation, my dear 
general 1" said Beauclerc. 

" I have told you, and again I tell you, the thing is 
impossible !" said the general. 

" So I hear you say, sir," replied his ward ; " but till 
I am convinced, I hold to my project." 

"And what is your project, Granville?" said Lady 
Davenant. 

"I, will explain it to you when we are alone," said 
Beauclerc. 

" I beg your pardon, I was not aware that there was 
any mystery," said Lady Davenant. 

" No mystery," said Beauclerc, " only about lending 
some money to a friend." 

" To which I will not consent," said the general. 
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" Why not, sir ?" said Beauclerc, throwing back hi« , 
head with an air of defiance in his countenance ; there 
was as he looked at his guardian a quick, mutable suc- 
cession of feelings, in striking contrast with the fixity 
of the general's appearance. 

" I have given you my reasons, Beauclerc," said the 
general, " It is unnecessary to repeat what I have said, 
you will do no good." 

" No good, general 1 When I tell you that if I lend 
Beltravers the money, to put his place in repair, to put 
it in such a state that his sisters could live in it, he 
would no longer be a banished man, a useless absentee, 
a wanderer abroad, but he would come and settle at Old 
Forest, re-establish the fortune and respectability of his 
family, and above all, save his own character and hap- 
piness. Oh, my dear general !" 

General Clarendon, evidently moved by his ward's 
benevolent enthusiasm, paused, rubbed his forehead 
slowly, and said that there were many recollections 
which made it rather painful to him to revisit Old Forest. 
Still he would do it for Beauclerc, since nothing but 
seeing the place would convince him of the impractica- 
bility of his scheme. " I have not been at Old Forest," 
continued the general,*" since I was a boy — since it 
was deserted by the owners, and sadly changed I shall 
find it. 

" In former times these Forresters were a respect- 
able, good old English family, till the second wife, pretty 
and silly, took a fancy for figuring in London, where of 
course she was nobody. Then, to make herself some- 
body, she forced her husband to stand for the county. 
A contested election — bribery — a petition — another 
election — ruinous expense. Then that Beltravers title 
coming to them ; and they were to live up to it, — and 
beyond their income. The old story — over head and 
shoulders in debt. Then the new story, — that they 
must go abroad for economy !" 

" Economy ! The cant of all those who have not 
courage to retrench at home," said Lady Davenant. 

" They must," they said, " live abroad, it is so cheap," 
continued the genersd. " So cheap to leave their house 
to go to ruin ! ^eap education too ! and so good — and 
What does it come to ?" 

" A. cheap provision it is for a family in many cases,'* 
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said Lord Davenant. <* Wife, son, and daughter, Satan, 
are thy own." 

" Not in this case," cried Beauclerc ; ** you cannot 
mean, I hope." 

" I can answer for one, the daughter, at least," said 
Lady Davenant ; " that Mad. de St. Cimon, whom we 
saw abroad, at Florence, you know, Cecilia, with whom 
J would not let you form an acquaintance." 

" Your ladyship was quite right," said the general. 

Beauclerc could not say, "Quite wrong," — ^and he 
looked — suffering. 

" I know nothing of the son," pursued Lady Davenant. 

" I do," said Beauclerc ; " he is my friend." 

** I thought he had been a very distressed man, that 
young Beltravers," said the aid-de-camp. 

" And if he were, that would not prevent my being 
his friend, sir," said Beauclerc. 

" Of course," said the aid-de-camp, " I only asked." 

" He is a man of genius and feeling," continued 
Beauclerc, turning to Lady Davenant. 

"But I never heard you mention Lord Beltravers 
before. How long has he been your friend 1" said Lady 
Davenant. 

Beauclerc hesitated. The general without hesitation 
answered, " Three weeks and one day." 

" I do not count my friendship by days or weeks," said 
Beauclerc. 

" No, my dear Beauclerc," said the general : " well 
would it be for you if you would condescend to any such 
common-sense measure." He rose from the break- 
fast-table as he spoke, and rang the bell to order the 
horses. 

"You are prejudiced against Beltravers, general; 
but you will think better of him, I am sure, when you 
know him." 

" You will think worse of him when you know him, 
I suspect," replied the general. 

" Suspect ! But since you only suspect,^^ said Beau- 
clerc, " we English do not condemn on suspicion, un- 
heard, unseen." 

" Not unheard," said the general, " 1 have heard 
enough of him." 

" From the reports of his enemies," said Beauclerc. 

" I do not usually form my judgment," replied the 
general, "from reports either of friends or enemies ; I 
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have not the honour to know any of Lord BeltraT^s - 
enemies." 

'*£nemie^ of Lord Beltravers!" exclaimed Lady 
Davenant./ "What right has he to enemiey as if he 
were a gpreat man"? — a person of whom nobody ever 
heard, setting up to have enemies ! But now-a-days, 
these candidates for fame, these would-be-celebrated) 
set up their' enemies as they would their equipages, on 
credit — then, by an easy process of prospective logic, 
make out the syllogism thus : — ^Eveiy great man has 
enemies, therefore, every man who has enemies must 
be great — ^hey, BeauclercV 

Beauderc vouchsafed only a faint, absent smile, and, 
turning to his guardian, asked — '^ Since Lord Beltravers 
was not to be allowed the honours of enemies, or the 
benefit of pleading prejudice, on what did the general 
form his judgment r ' 

" From his own words." 

" Stay judgment, my dear general," cried Beauclerfc ; 
** words repeated ! by whom ?" 

"Repeated by no one — heard from himself by myself." 

" Yourself ! I was not aware you had ever met ; — 
when ? where !" Beauclerc started forward on his chair 
and listened eagerly for the answer. 

" Pity !" said Lady Davenant, speaking to herself — 
" pity ! that * with such quick affections kindling into 
flame,' they should burn to waste." 

"When, where 1" repeated Beauclerc, with his eyes 
fixed on his guardian, and his soul in his eyes. 

Soberly and slowly his guardian answered, and cate-» 
gorically, — ♦^When did I meet Lord Beltravers? A 
short time before his father's death. — Where 1 At Lady 
Grace Bland's." 

" At Lady Grace Bland's ! — ^where he could hot pos- 
sibly appear to advantage ! Well, feo on, sir." 

" One moment — ^pardon me, Beauclerc ; I have curi- 
osity as well as yourself. May I ask why Lord Beltra- 
vers could not possibly have appeared to advantage at 
Lady Grace Bland's V 

" Because I know he cannot endure her ; I have heard 
him, speaking of her, quote what Johnson or somebody 
says of Clarissa—* a prating, preaching, frail creature.' " 

" Good !" said the general, " he said this of his own 
aunt!" 
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" Aunt !^ You qannot mean that Lady Grace is hk 
aunt V^ cned Beauclerc. 

^ She i» his mother's sister," replied the general, '* and 
therefore is, I conceive, his amit." 

" Be it so," cried Beauclerc ; ^ peofde must tell the 
truth sometimes, even of their own relations ; they 
must knovir it best, and therefore I conclude t^ what 
Beltravers said of Lady Grace is true." 

*^ Bravo ! well jumped to a conclusion, GranviUe, fUi 
usual," said Lady Davenant. ** But go on, general, tell 
as what you have heard from this precious lord ; c^ 
you have better than what Beauclerc, his own witness^ 
gives in evidence t" 

^ Better, I think, and in the same line," said the gene- 
ral ; *' his lordship has the merit of consistency. At 
table, servants of course present, and myself a stranger, 
I hea^ Lord Beltravers begin by cursing England and 
all that inhabit it. ' But your country !' remonstrated 
his aunt. He abjured England ; he had no country, 4ie 
said, no liberal man ever has ; he had no relations — 
what nature gave him without his consent he had a 
right to disclaim, I think he argued. But I can swear 
to these words, with which he concluded — ' My father 
is an idiot, my mother a brute, and my sister may go to 
the devil her own way.* " 

" Such bad taste !" said the aid-de-camp. 

Lady Davenant smiled at the unspeakable astonish- 
ment in Helen's face. " When you have lived one sea- 
son in the world, my dear child(jthi8 power of surprise 
will be worn outN' 

" But even to those who have seen the world," said 
the aid-de-camp, who had seen the worid, " as it strikes 
me, really it is such extraordinary bad taste !" 

'*Such ordinary bad taste! as it strikes me," said 
Lady Davenant ; *' base imitation, and imitation is always 
a confession of poverty, a want of originsd genius. But 
.then there are degrees amon^ the race of imitators. 
Borne choose their originals well, some come near them 
' toleraUy ; but here, sfl seemb equally bad, clumsy, Bir- 
mingham counterfeit ; don't you think «o, Beauclerc t 
a counterfeit that falls and makes no noise. There is 
the worst of it for your proteg^, whose great ambition 
I am sure it is to make a noise in the world. However, 
I may spare my remonstrances, for I am quite sure 
that y<Mi would never let drop a friend.'* 

Vol. XIX.— E 9 
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«* Never, never !" cried Beauclerc. 

" Then, my dear Granville, do not take up this man, 
this Lord Beltravers, for, depend upon it, he will never 
do. If he had made a bold stroke for a reputation, like 
a great original<and sported some deed without a name, 
to work upon the wonder-loving imagination of the 
credulous English pubUc, one might have thought some- 
thing of him. But this cowardly, negative sin, not 
honouring his father and mother! so common-place 
too, neutral tint— no effect. Quite a failure, one can- 
not even stare, and you know, Granville, the object of 
all these strange speeches is merely to make fools stare. 
To be the wonder of the London world for a single day- 
is the great ambition of these ephemeral fame-hunters, 
* insects that shine, buzz, and fly-blow in the setting 
sun.' " 

Beauclerc |)ushed away his tea-cup half across the 
table, exclaiming, '* How unjust ! to class him among a 
tribe he detests and despises as much as you can. Lady 
Davenant. And all for that one unfortunate speech — 
Not quite fair, general, not quite philosophical. Lady 
Davenant, to decide on a man's character from the 
specimen of a single speech : this is much like judging 
of a house from the sample of a single brick. All this 
time I know how Beltravers came to make that speech 
— I know how it was, as well as if I had been present 
—better !" 

" Better !" cried Lady Cecilia. 

** Ladies and gentlemen may laugh," resumed Bean- 
derc, " but I seriously maintain — ^better !" 

" How better than the general, who was present, and 
lieard and saw the whole I" said Lady Cecilia. 

"Yes, better, for he saw only effects, and I know 
causes ; and I appeal to Lady Davenant, — from Lady 
Davenant sarcastic to Lady Davenant philosophic I 
appeal^^may not the man who discovers causes, say he 
knows more than he who merely sees effects V\^ 

" He may say he knows rpore, at all events,'^ replied 
Lady Davenant ; " but now for the discovery of causes, 
metaphysical, siir. " 

" I have done," cried the general, turning to leave the 
breakfast-room ; " when Beauclerc goes to metaphysics, 
I give it up.". 

" No, no, do not gfve it up, my dear general," cried 
Lady Cecilia ; " do not stir till we have heard what will 
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come next, for I am sure it will be something delight- 
fully absurd." 

Beauclerc bowed, and feared he should not justify 
her ladyship's good opinion, for he had nothing delight- 
fhlly aliisurd to say, adding that the cause of }& friend's 
appearing like a brute was, that he feared to be a hypo- 
crite among hypocrites. 

*' Lord I^ltravers was in company with a set who 
were striving, with all their mieht of dissimulation, to 
appear better than they are ; and he, as he always does, 
strove to make himself appear worse than he really is." 

" Unnecessary, I should think," said Lady Davenant. 

'* Impossible, I should think," said the general. 

"Impossible I know it is to change your opinion, 
genersd, of any one," said Beauclerc. 

"For my own part, I am glad of that," said Lady 
Cecilia, rising; "and I advise you, ' Granville, to rest 
content with the general's opinion of yourself, and say 
no more." 

"But," said Beauclerc, "one cannot be content to 
think only of one's-self always." 

" Say no more, say no more," repeated Lady Cecilia, 
smiling as she looked back from the door, where she 
had stopped the general. " For my sske say no more, 
I entreat, I do dislike to hear so much said about any 
thing or anybody. What sort of a road is it to Old 
Forest V continued she ; " why should not we ladies go 
with you, my dear Clarendon, to enliven the way ?" 

Clarendon's countenance brightened at this proposal. 
The road was certainly beautiful, he said, by the banks 
of the Thames. Lady Cecilia and the general left the 
room, but Beauclerc remained sitting at the breakfast- 
table, apparently intently occupied in forming a tripod 
of three teaspoons ; Lady Davenant opposite to him, 
looking at him earnestly, " GranviUe !" said she. He 
started, " Granville ! set my mind at ease by one word ; 
tell me the mot d'Snigme of this sudden friendship." 

" Not what you suppose," said he, steadily, yet colour- 
ing deeply. " The fact is, that Beltravers and I were 
schoolfellows ; a generous little fellow he was as ever 
was born ; he got me out of a sad scrape once at his 
own expense, and I can never forget it. We had never 
met since we left Eton, till about three weeks ago in 
town, when I found him in great difficulties, perse* 
E2 
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cuted, too, by a party— I could not turn my back on Mm 
— ^I would rather be shot !" 

'*No immediate necessity for being shot, my dear 
Granville, 1 hope," said Lady Davenant. " But if this 
be indeed aU^ I wUl neyer say another word against your 
Lord Beltravers; I will leave it to you to find out his 
character, or to time to show it. 1 shall be quite satis- 
fied that you throw away your money, if it be only 
money that is in question ; be this Lord Beltravers what 
he may. Let him say, ^ or let them do, it is all one to 
me,' provided that he does not marry you to his sister." 
» '* He has not a thought of it," ched Beauclerc ; *' and 
if he had, do you conceive. Lady Davenant, that any 
man on earth could dispose of me in marriage, at his 
pleasure ?" 

** I hope not," said Lady Davenant. 

" Be assured not ; my own will, my own heart alone, 
must decide that matter." 

" The horses are at the door!" cried Cecilia, as she 
entered ; *' but where's Helen 1" 

Helen had made her escape out of the room when 
Lady Davenant had pronounced the words, " Set my 
mind at rest, Granville," as she felt it must then be em- 
barrassing to him to speak, and to herself to hear. Her 
retreat had not, however, been effected without consid- 
erable loss ; she had been compelled to leave a large 
piece of the crape trimming of her gown under the fcKi) 
of Lady Davenant's inexorable chair. 

" Here is something that belongs to Miss Stanley, if 
I mistake not," said the generS, who first spied the 
fragment. The aid-de-camp stooped for it — Lady Ce- 
cilia pitied it — Lady Davenant pronounced it to be 
Helen's own fault — Beauclerc understood how it hap- 
pened, and said nothing. "But, Helen," cried Lady 
Cecilia, as she reappeared, — " but, Helen, are you not 
coming with us 1" 

Helen had intended to go in the pony-carriage 
with Lady Davenant, but her ladyship now declared that 
she had business to do at home ; it was settled there- 
fore that Helen was to be of the riding-party, and that 
party consisted of Lady Cecilia and the general, Beau- 
clerc and herself. 
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CHAPTER X. 

It was a delightful day, sun shining, not too hot, air 
balmy, birds singing, all nature gay ; and the happy in- 
fluence was quickly felt by the riding party. Unplea- 
sant thoughts of the past or ^he future, if any such had 
been, were now lost in present enjoyroent. The gene- 
ral, twice a man on horseback, ad he always felt himsell^ 
managed his own and Helen's horse to admiration, and 
Cecilia, riding on with Beauclerc, was well pleased to 
hear his first observation, that he had been quite wrong 
last night, in not acknowledging that Miss Stanley was 
beautiful. ** People look so different by daylight and 
by candlelight," said he ; " and so different when one 
does not luiow them at all, and when one begins to 
know something of them." 

" But what can you know yet of Helen t" 

" One forms some idea of character from trifles light 
as air. How delightful this day is !" 

" And now you really allow she may be called beau- 
tiful !» 

" Yes, th^t is, with some expression of mind, heart, 
soul, which is what I look for in general," said Beauclerc. 

** In general, what can you mean by in general 1" 

" Not in particiilar ; in particular cases I might think 
— ^I might feel — otherwise." 

" In particular, then, do jrou like fools that have no 
mind, heart, or soul, Granville 1 — ^Answer me." 

" Take care," said he, " that horse is too spirited for 
a lady." 

"Not for me," said Lady Cecilia: ** but do not think 
you shall get off so ; what did you mean 1" 

" My meaning lies too deep for the present occasion." 

" For the present company— eh J" 

Beauclerc half smiled and answered — "You know 
you used to tell me that you hated long discussions on 
words, and nice distinctions." 

"Well, well, but let me have the nice distinction 
now." 

" Between love and friendship, then, there is a vast 
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di£ference in what one wishes for in a woman's face ; * 
there are * faces which pale passion loves.' " 

" To the right, turn !" the general's voice fer behind 
was heard to say. 

To the right they turned, into a clade of the park, 
which opened to a favourite view of the general's, to 
which Cecilia knew that all attention must be paid. He 
Came up, and they proceeded through a wood, which 
had been planted by his father, not one tree of which 
had ever been touched by sacrilegious axe. The road 
led them next into a village, one of the prettiest of that 
sort of scattered English villages where each habitation 
seems to have been suited to the fancy as well as to l^e 
convenience of each proprietor ; giving an idea at once 
of comfort and liberty, such as can be seen only in Eng* 
land. Happy England, how blessed, would she but 
know her bUss! 

This villag;e was inhabited by the general's tenants* 
His countenance brightened and expanded, as did theirs, 
whenever he came among them ; he saw them happy, 
and they knew that they owed their happiness in just 
proportion to their landlord and themselves ; therefore, 
there was a comfortable mixture in their feelings of 
gratitude and self-respect. Some old people, who were 
sitting on the stone benches, sunning themselves at 
their doors, rose as he passed, cap in hand, with cordial 
greeting. The oldest man, the father of the village, 
forgot his crutch as he came forward to see his land- 
lord's bride, and to give him joy. At every house 
where they stopped, out came husband, wife, and chil- 
dren, even " wee toddling things ;" one of these, while 
the general was speaking to its mother, made its way 
frightfuUy close to his horse's heels : Helen saw it, and 
caUed to the mother. The general, turning and leaning 
back on his horse, said to the bold little urchin as the 
mother snatched him up, " My boy, as long as you live 
never again go behind a horse's heels." 

" And remember, it was General Clarendon gave you 
this advice," added Beauclerc, and turning to Lady Ce- 
cilia — ** * Et souvenezvotAS que c'est Marechal Turerme qUi 
vausVadit:'' 

While the general searched for that English me- 
mento, sixpence. Lady Cecilia repeated, " Marshal Tu- 
renne ! I do not understand." 

♦* Yea, if you recollect," said Helen, ** you do.** 
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** I dare say 1 know, but I don't remember,'^ said 
Cecilia. 

'* It was only," said Helen, '< that the same thing had 
haj^ned to Marshal Turenne, that he gave the same 
advice to a little child." 

Lady Cecilia said she owed Beauclerc an acknow- 
ledgment down to her saddle-bow, for the compliment 
to her general, and a bow at least as low to Helen, for 
making her comprehend it ; and, having paid both debts 
with graceful promptitude, she observed, in an aside to 
Beauclerc, that she quite agreed with him, that, " In 
friendship it was good not to have to do with fools." 
~ He smiled. 

"It is always permitted," continued Cecilia, "to 
woman to use her intellects so far as to comprehend 
what man says ; her knowledge, of whatever sort, never 
comes amiss when it serves only to illustrate what is 
said by one of the lords of the creation. Let us note 
this, my dear Helen, as a general maxim, for future 
use, and pray, since you have so good a memory, re- 
member to tell mamma, who says I never generalize, 
that this morning I have actually made and established 
a i^iilosophical maxim, one that may be of some use 
too, which cannot be said of all reflections, general or 
particular." 

They rode on through a lane fragrant with primroses, 
mingled with violets, white and blue, in gay profusion, 
and this lane led gently down to the binka of the 
Thames — those beautiful banks ! The road now con- 
tinued along the river side, where the black steamboat 
never marked the way ; where yet you breathe nature's 
fresh air unpolluted by smell or smoke ; where yet the 
busy hum of men, the busy commerce prevail not ; but 
where the river flows on, and seems as if it would for 
ever flow in full broad placid silence and dignity : nor 
ship, nor boat was to be seen, save one pleasure-skiff 
skimming along over the light streaked water, the 
" silvery Thames," here no immeaning epitibet, but the 
just distinction of that smooth mirror, reflecting every 
object on its banks-^its brinks, not here, as Beauclerc 
pomted out, crowded with citizens' boxes, or gay with 
merely pretty villas, but spreading into parks of vast ex- 
tent, woods towering above and beyond, and below, in 
genfle sweeps feathering down to the water's edge, some 
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just tinged with early green, some in the Aill foliage of 
advancing spring. The general, less poetically inclined, 
would name to Helen afl the fine places within view — 
"residences," as he practically remarked — "such as 
cannot be seen in any country in the world but England ; 
and not only fine places such as these, but from the cot- 
tage to the palace — * the homes of Old England' are the 
best homes upon earth." 

" The most candid and sensible of all modem French 
travellers," said Beauclerc, "was particiilarly struck 
with the superiority of our English country residences, 
and the comfort of our homes." 

" You mean Madame de Stael ?" said the general ; 
"True English sense in that book, I allow." 

When the generaland Beauclerc did agree in opinion ♦ 
about a book, which was not a circumstance of frequent 
occurrence, they were mutually delighted ; one always 
feeling the value of the other's practical sense, and the 
other then acknowledging that literature is good for 
something. Beauclerc, in the fullness of his heart, and 
abundance of his words, began to expatiate on Madame 
de Stael's merits, in having better than any foreigner 
understood the actual workings and balances of the 
British constitution, that constitution so much talked of 
abroad, and so little understood." 

" So little understood anywhere," said the general. 

Reasonably as Beauclerc now spoke, Helen formed a 
new idea of his capacity, and began to think more re- 
spectfully even of his common sense, than when she had 
heard him in the Beltravers cause. He spoke of the 
causes of England's prosperity, the means by which she 
maintains her superiority among nations — ^her equal 
laws and their just administration. He observed, mat 
the hope which every man bom in England, even in the 
lowest station, may have of rising by his own merits to 
the highest eminence, forms the great spring of industry 
and talent. He agreed with the intelligent foreigner's 
observation, that the aristocracy of talent is superior in 
England to the aristocracy of birth. 

The general seemed to demur at the word superior, 
drew himself up, but said nothing in contradiction. 

" Industry, and wealth, and education, and fashion, 
all emulous, act in England beneficially on each other," 
continued Beauclerc. 
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The general sat at ease again. 

"And above all," pursued Beauclerc,—" above all, 
education and the diffusion of knowledge — " 

" Knowledge — ^yes, but take care of what kind,*^ said 
his guardian. 

** All kinds are good," said Beauderc. ' 

" No, only such as are safe," said the general. The 
march of int^ect was not a favourite march with him, 
unless ^e step were perfectly kept, and all in good 
time. 

But now, on passing a projecting bend in the wood, 
they came within sight of a place in melancholy con- 
trast to all they had just admired. A park of consider- 
•aWe extent, absolutely bereft of trees, except a few 
ragged firs on each side of a large dilapidated mansion, 
on the summit of a Meak hill ; it seemed as if a great 
wood had once been there. 

" Old Forest !" exclaimed the general ; " Old Forest, 
now no more ! Many a happy hour when I was a boy, 
have I spent shooting in those woods,'' and he pointed 
to where innumerable stumps of trees, far as the eye 
could reach, marked where the forest had once stood^; 
some of the white circles on the ground showed t^joB 
magnificent size of those newly felled. Beauclerc was^ 
quite silent. 

The general led the way on to the great gate of en- 
trance : the porter's lodge was in ruins. 

A huge rusty padlock hung upon one of the gates, 
which had been dragged half open, but, the hinge hav- 
ing swdc, there it stuck — the gate could not be opened 
further. The upper hinge of the other was broken, so 
that the gate had fallen forward, and could not be stirred 
without imminent hazard' of bringing down the pier, 
which was so crazy, the groom said, " he was afraid, if 
he shook it never so little, all would come down to- 
gether." 

** Let it alone," said the general, in a tone resolved to 
be patient ; •* there is room enough for us to get in one- 

Sr-one — Miss Btanley, do not be in a hurry, if you 
ease ; follow me quietly." 

In they filed. The avenue, overgrown with grass, 
would have been difficult to find, but for deep old cart- 
ruts which still marked the way. But soon, fallen trees, 
and lopped branches, dragged many % rood and then left 
ttiere, made it difficult to pass. And there lay exposed 
£3 
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the white bodies of many a noble tree, some wholly, 
some half stripped of their bark, some green in decay, 
left to the weather — and every here and^here little 
smoking p3nramids of burning charcoal. ^ 

As they approached the house — " How changed," said 
the general, " from that once cheerful hospitable man- 
sion!" — It was a melancholy example of a deserted 
home: the rough-cast off, the cut-stone green, the 
windows broken, the shutters half shut, the way to the 
Jhall-door steps blocked up. They were forced to go 
round through the. yards. Coach-houses, and stables, 
grand ranges,, now all dilapidated. Only one yelping 
cur in the great kennel. The back-door being ajar, the 
general pushed it open, and they went in, and on to the 
great kitchen, where they found in the midst of wood- 
smoke one little old woman, whom they nearly scared 
out of her remaining senses. She stood and stared. 
Beauclerc stepped towards her to expla^l ; but she was 
deaf: he raised his voice — in vain. She was made to 
comprehend by the general, whose voice, known in 
former times, /cached her heart — ^** that they only came 
Wb see the place." 

'* See the place ! ah, a sad sight to see." Her eyes 
reverted to Beauclerc, and, conceiving that he was the 
young lord himself, she waxed pale, and her head shook 
fearfully; but, when relieved from this mistake, she 
went forward to show them over the house. 

As they proceeded up the great staircase, she confided 
lo her friend, the general, that she was glad it was not 
Ihe young lord, for she was told he was a fiery man, and 
die dreaded his coming unawares. 
Lady Cecilia asked if she did not know him. 
No, she h^d never seen him since he was a little fel- 
low ; " He has always been roaming about, like the rest, 
in foreign parts, and has never set foot in the place since 
he came to man's estate." 

As the general passed a window on the landing-place, 
he looked out. — " You are missing the great elm, sir. 
Ah ! I remember you here, a boy ; you was always 
good. It was the young lord ordered specially the cut- 
ting of that, which I could not stomach ; the last of the 
read old trees ! Well, well, I'm old iand foolish, Fm old 
and foolish, and I should not talk." 

But still she talked on, and as this seemed her only 
comfort, they would not check her garrulity. In the 
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hope that that they were come to take the house, she 
now bustled as well as she could, to show all to the 
best advaj^^e, but bad was the best now, as she sor- 
rowfully fli She was very unwilling that the gentle- 
men should go up to inspect the roof. They went, 
however ; and the general saw and estimated, and Beau- 
clerc saw and hoped. 

The general, recollecting the geography of the house, 
observed that she had not shown them what used to be 
the picture-gallery, which looked out on the terrace ; 
he desired to see it. She reluctantly obeyed, and, after 
trying sundry impossible keys, repeating all the while 
that her heart was broke, that she wished it had pleased 
God never to give her a heart, unlock the door she could 
not in her trepidation. Beauclerc gently took the keys 
from her, and looked so compassionately upon her, that 
she God-blessed him, and thought it a pity her young 
lord was not like him ; and while he dealt with the lock, 
Lady Cecilia, saying they would trouble hejc.i^o further, 
slipped into her hand what she thought would be 
some comfort. The poor old creature thanked her lady- 
ship, but said gold could be of no use to her now in life '; 
she should soon let the parish bury her, and be no cost 
to the young lord. She could forgive many things, she 
said, but she could never forgive him for parting with 
the old pictures. She turned away as the gallery-door 
opened. 

One only old daub of a grandmother was there ; all the 
rest had been sold, and their vacant places remained dis- 
coloured on the walls. There were two or three dis- 
membered old chairs, the richly dight windows, broken, 
the floor rat-eaten. The general stood and looked, and 
did not sigh, but absolutely groaned. They went to the 
shattered glass door, which looked out upon the terrace 
— ^that t*race which had cost thousands of pounds to 
raise, and he called Cecilia to show her the place where 
the youngsters used to play, and to point out some of 
his favourite haunts. 

** It is most melancholy to see a family-place so gone 
to ruin," said Beauclerc ; " if it strikes us so much, 
what must it be to the son of this family, to come back 
to the house of his ancestors, and find it thus desolate ! 
Poor Beltravers !" 
, The expression of the general's eye changed. 
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"I am sore you must pity him, my dear general." 
« continued Beauclerc. 

** I might, had he done any thing to prof^nt, or had 
he done less to hasten this ruin." * i 

** How, he should not have cut down the trees, do you 
mean 1 — but it was to pay }iis father's debts — ^" 

" And his own," said the general. 

" He told me his father's, sir." 

" And I tell you his own." 

" Even so," said Beauclerc, " debts are not crimes for 
which we ought to shut the gates of mercy on our fel- 
low-creatures — and so younj^ a man as Beltravers, left 
to himself, without a home, his family abroad, no parent, 
no friend, no guardian friend." 

" But what IS it you would do, Beauclerc 1" said the 
general. 

" What you must wish to be done," said Beauclerc. 
" Repair this ruin, restore this once-hospitable mansion, 
and put it in the power of the son to be what his an- 
cestors have been." 

** But how, my dear Beauclerc 1 Tell me plainly — 
howV 

" Plainly, I would lend him money enough to make 
this house fit to live in." 

" And he would never repay you, and would never 
live in it." 

" He would, sir, he promised me he would." 

** Promised you !" 

*' And I {promised him that I would lend him the 
money." 

"Promised! Beauclerc? Without your guardian's 
knowledge ! Pray, how much — ^" 

" Confound me, if I remember the words, the sense 
was, what would do the business ; what would make the 
house fit for him and his sisters to live in." 

" Ten thousand ! — ^fifteen thousand would not do." 

" Well, sir, you know what will be necessary better 
than I do. A few thousands more or less, what signi- 
fies, provided a friend be well served. The superfluous 
money accumulated during my long minority cannot be 
bett^r employed." 

" All that I have been saving for you with such care 
from the time your father died !" 

" My dear guardian, my dear friend, do not think me* 
ungrateful ; but the fact is, — ^in short, my happiness does 



BSLW. 109 

Aot depend, never can depend, tipon numey ; as my 
friend, therefore,! beseech you to consider my moneyed 
interest leas and my happiness more." 

" Beauclerc, you do not know what your hapinBess 
is. One hour you tell me it is one thing, the next an- 
other. What is become of the plan for the new house 
yo* wanted to build for yourself! I must have common 
sense for you, Beauclerc, as you have none for your- 
self. I shall not give you this money for Lord Beltra- 
vers. " J 

" You forget, sir, that 1 told you I had promised." 

" You forget, Beauclerc, that I told you that si!ich a 
promise, vague and absurd in itself, made without your 
guardian's concurrence or consent, is absolutely null and 
void." 

"Null and void in law, perhaps it may be," cried 
Beauclerc ; " but for that very reason, in honour, the 
stronger, the more binding, and I am speaking to a man 
of honour." 

** To one who can take care of his own honour," said 
the general. 

" And of mine, I trust." 

" You do well to trust it, as your father did, to me ; it 
shall not be implicated — " 

" When once I am of age," interrupted Beauclerc. 

" You will do as you please," said the general. ** la 
the mean time I shall do my duty." 

" But, sir, 1 only ask you to let me lend this money." 

" Lend — ^nonsense ! lend to a man who cannot give any 
security." 

** Security !" said Beauclerc, with a look of unutter- 
able contempt. ** When a friend is in distress, to talk 
to him, like an attorney, of security ! Do, pray, sir, 
spare me that. I would rather give the money at once." 

'* I make no doubt of it ; then at once 1 say no, sir." 

" No, sir ! and why do you say no 1" 

'* Because I think it my duty, and nothing I have 
heard has at all shaken my opimon." 

" Opinion ! and so I am to bo put down by opinion with- 
out any reason!" cried Beauclerc. Then trying to 
command his temper, " But tell me, my dear general, 
why I cannot have this cursed money ?" 

*' Because, my dear Beauclerc, I am your guardian, 
and can say no^ and can adhere to a refusal as firmly as 
any man living when it is necessary." « 
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' " Yes, and when it is unnecessary. General Claren- 
don, according to your own estimate, fifteen thousand 
pounds is the utmost sum requisite to put this house m 
a habitable state — by that sum I abide." 

" Abide !" 

" Yes, I require it, to keep my promise to Beltravers, 
and have it I must." • 

" Not from me." 

** From some one else then, for hare it I will." 

" Dearest Clarendon," whispered Lady Cecilia, ** let 
him have it, since he has promised—" 

Without seeming to hear her whisper, without a 
muscle of his countenance altering, General Clarendon 
repeated, " Not from me." 

" From some one else then — I can." 

** Not while I have power to prevent." 

** Power ! power ! power ! Yes, that is what yon 
love, above all things and all persons, and I tell yon 
plainly. General Clarendon," pursued Beauclerc, too 
angry to heed or see Lady Cecilia's remonstrating 
looks, " at once I tell you that you have not the power. 
You had it. It is past and gone. The power of affec- 
tion you had, if not of .reason ; but force, General 
Clarendon, despotism can never govern me. I submit 
to no man's mere will, much less to any man's sheer 
obstinacy." 

At the word obstinacy, the general's face, which was 
before rigid, grew hard as iron. Beauclerc walked up 
and down tiie room with great strides, and as he strode 
he went on talking to himself. 

" To be kept from the use of my own money, treated 
like a child — an idiot — at my time of life ! Not con- 
sidered at years <>f discretion, when other men of the 
meanest capacity, by the law of the land, can do what 
they please with their oivn property ! By heavens 1^ 
that will of my father's — " 

" Should be respected, my dear Granville, since it was 
your father's will," said Lady Cecilia, joining him as he 
talked. " And respect — " He stopped short. 

" My dear Lady CeciUa, for your sake — " he tried to 
restrain himself. 

" Till tins moment never did I say one disrespectful 
word tn<Oeneral Clarendon. 1 always considered J;iim 
as tj^r representative of my father; and when most 
galled I have borne the chains in which it was my 
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fether^s pleasure to leave me. Few men of my age 
would have so submitted to a guardian not many years 
older than himself." 

" Yes, and indeed that should be considered," said 
Lady Cecilia, turning to the general. 

'* I have always considered General Clarendon more 
as ihy friend than my guardian." 

**And have found him so, I had hoped," said the 
general, relaxing in tone, but not in looks. 

*' I have never treated you, sir, as some wards treat 
their guardians. I have dealt openly, as man of 
honour to man of honour, gentleman to gentleman, 
friend to friend." 

" Acknowledged, and felt by me, Beauclerc." 

" Then now, my dear Clarendon, grant the only re- 
quest of any consequence I ever made you — say yes," 
Beauclerc trembled with impatience. 

•* No," said the general. " I have said it — No." 

The gallery rung with the sound. ^ 

*» No !" repeated Beauclerc. 

Each walked separately up and down the room, 
speaking, without listening to what the other said. 
Helen heard an offer from Beauclerc, to which she ex- 
tremely wished that the general had listened. But he was 
deaf with determination not to yield to any thing Beau- 
clerc could say further ; the noise of passion in their 
ears was too great for either of them to hear the other. 

Suddenly turning, Beauclerc exclaimed, 

" Borne with me, do you say \ 'Tis I that have to 
bear — and by heavens !" cried he, " more than I can — 
thsm I will — ^b^ar. Before to-morrow's sun goes down 
I will have the money." 

" From whom 1" 

" From any money-lending Jew— usurer — extortioner 
—cheat — ^rascal — whatever he be. You drive me to 
it — ^you — you my friend — you, with whom 1 have 
dealt so openly ; and to the last it shall be open. To no 
vile indirections will I stoop. I tell you, my guardian, 
that if you deny me my own, I will have what I want 
from the Jews." 

** Easily," said his guardian. " But first, recollect 
that a clause in your father^s will, in such case, sends his 
estates to your cousin Venables." 

•*To my cousin Venables let them go — all— all; if 
OTck be your pleasure^ sir, be it so. The lowest man 
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on earth that hath feeling keeps his promise. Tlie 
slave has a right to his word ! Ruin me if you will, and 
as soon as you please ; disgrace me you cannot ; bend 
my spirit you cannot ; ruin in any shape I will meet, 
rather than submit to such a guardian, such a — ^" 

Tyrant — he was on the point of saying, but Lady Ce« 
cilia stopped that word by suddenly seizing his arm : 
forcibly she carried him off, sayipg, " Come out with 
me on the terrace, Granville, and recover your senses.". 

" My senses ! I have never lost them ; never was 
cooler in my life," said he, kicking open the glass door 
upon its first resistance, and shattering its remaining 
panes to fragments. Unnoticing, not hearing the crash, 
the general stood leaning his elbow on the mantel-piece, 
and covering his eyes with his hand. Helen remained 
near him, scarce breathing loud enough to be heard ; he 
did not know she was there, and he repeated aloud, in 
an accent of deep feeling, " Tyrant ! from Beauclerc !" 

A sigh from Helen made him aware of her presence, 
and, as he removed his hand from his eyes, she saw his 
look was more in sorrow than in anger : she said softly, 
*' Mr. Beauclerc was wrong, very wrong, but he was m 
a passion, he did not know what he meant." 

There was silence for a few moments.* " You are 
right, I believe," said the general, " it was heat of an- 
ger—" 

" To which the best are subject," said Helen, " and the 
best and kindest most easily forgive." 

" But Beauclerc said some things which vrere— " 

"Unpardonable — only forget them; let all be for- 
gotten." 

" Yes," said the general, " all but my determination ; 
that, observe, is fixed. My mind. Miss Stanley, is made 
up, and once made up, it is not to be changed." 

" I am certain of that," said Helen, " but I am not clear 
that your mind is made up." 

The general looked at rfer with astonishment. 

" Your refusal is not irrevocable." 

'* You do not know me. Miss Stanley." 

"I think I do." 

** Better than I know myself !" 

" Yes, better, if you do yourself the injustice to think 
that you would not yield, if it were right to do so. At 
this very instant," pursued Helen, disre^ding his 
increasing astonishment, " you would yield if you could 
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reasonably, honourably-^ woi;dd not you ! If you could 
without injury to your ward's fortune or character, 
would you not ? Surely it is for his good only that you 
are so resolute V 

"Certainly!" He waited with eyes fixed, bending 
forward, but with intensity of purpose in his calmness 
of attention. 

" There was something which I heard Mr. Beauclerc 
say, which, I think, esca^ your attention," said Helen. 
** When you spoke of the new house he intended to 
build for himself, which was to cost so much, he offered 
to give that up." 

*' I never heard that offer." 

"I heard him," said Helen, "I assure you: it was 
when you were both walking up and down the room." 

" This may be so, I was angry /Aen," said the gene- 
ral. 

" But you are not angry now," said Helen. 

He smiled, and in truth he desired nothing more than 
an honourable loophole — a safe way of coming off with- 
out injury to his ward — without hurting his own pride, 
or derogating from the dignity of guardian. Helen saw 
this, and, thanking him for his condescension, his kind- 
ness, in listening to her, she hastened as quickly as pos- 
sible, lest the relenting moment might not be seized ; 
and, running out on the terrace, she saw Beauclerc, his 
head down upon his arms, leaning upon an old broken 
stone lion, and Lady Cecilia standing beside him, com- 
miserating: and as she approached, she heard her per- 
suading lum to go to the general, and speak to him 
again, and say so — only say so. 

Whatever it was Helen did not stay to inquire, but 
told Cecilia, in as few words> as she could, all that she 
had to say ; and ended with " Was I right I" 

" Quite right, was not she, Granville 1" 

Beauclerc looked up — a gleam of hope and joy came 
across his face, and with one grateful look to Helen, he 
darted forward. They followed, but could not keep 
pace with him; and when they reached the gallery, 
they found him appealing, as to a father, for pardon. 

** Can you forgive, and will you ?" 

** Forgive my not hearing you, not listening to you, 
as your father would ? My dear Beauclerc, you were 
t#o hot, and I was too cold, and there is an end of it." 

This reconciliation was as quick, as warm, as the 
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quarrel had been. And then explanations were made, 
as satisfactorily as they are when the parties are of good 
understanding, and depend on each other's truth, pasl^ 
present, and future. 

Beauclerc, whose promise all relied on, and for good 
reasons, none more implicitly than the general, promised 
that he would ask for no more than just what would do 
to put this Old Forest house in habitable trim ; he said 
he would give up the new house for himself, till as many 
thousands as he now lent, spent, or wasted — ^take which 
word you will — should be again accumulated from his 
income. It was merely a sacrifice of his own vanity, 
and perhaps a little of his own comfort, he said, to save 
a friend, a human being, from destruction. 

" Well, well, let it rest so." 

" It was all settled, witness present — ** two angels to 
witness," as Beauclerc quoted from some old play. 

And. now in high good-humour, up again to nonsense 
pitch, they all felt that delightful reUef of spirits of 
which friends after perilous quarrel are sensible in per* 
feet reconciliation. They left this melancholy mansion 
now, with Beauclerc the happiest of the happy, in the 
generous hope that he should be the restorer of its an- 
cient glories and comfort. The poor old woman was 
not forgotten as they passed, she courtes3ring, hoping^ 
and fearing : Lady Cecilia whispered, and the deaf ezt 
heard, 

" The roof will not fall — all will be well : and there is 
the man will do it all." 

" Well, well, my heart inclined to him from the first— 
at least from the minute I knew him not to be my young 
lord." 

They were to go home by water. The boat wa^ in 
readiness, and, as Beauclerc carefully handed Helen into 
it, the general said, " Yes, you are right to take care 
of Miss Stanley, Beauclerc ; she is a good friend in need, 
at least, as 1 have found this morning," added he, as he 
seated himself beside her. 

Lady Cecilia was charming, and every thing was de- 
li htfiu, especially the cold chicken. 
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CHAPTER Xi; 

No two people could be more unlike in their habits of 
mind than this guardian and ward. General Clarendon 
referred in all cases to old experience, and dreaded in- 
novation; Beauclerc took for his motto, "My mind 
leadeth me to new things." General Clarendon moB 
That is commonly called a practical man ; Granvifie 
Beauclerc was the flower of theorists. The general, 
fit for action, prompt and decided in all his judgments, 
was usually right and just in his conclusions— but if 
wrong, there was no setting him right ; for he not only 
would not, but could not, go back over the ground — he 
could not give in words any explanation of his process 
of reasoning — ^it was enough for him that it was right, 
and that it was his ; while Beauclerc, who cared not for 
any man's opinion, was always so ingeniously wron^, 
and could show all the steps of his reasoning so plausi- 
bly, that it was a pity he should be quite out of the right 
road at last. The general hated metaphysics, because 
he considered them as taking a flighi beyond the reach 
of disciplifle, as weU as of common sense ; he continu- 
ally asked, of what use are they ? — While Lady Dave- 
nant answered : 

" To invigorate and embellish the understanding. 
'This turning the soul inward on itself concentrates its 
forces, and fits it for the strongest and boldest flights : 
and in such pursuits, whether we take or whether we 
lose the game, the chase is certainly of service.' " 

Possibly, the general said; he would not dispute the 
point with Lady Davenant, but a losing chase, however 
mvigorating, was one in which he never wished to en- 
gage : as to the rest, he altogether hated discussions, 
doubts, and questionings. He had " made up his fagot 
of opinions," and would not let one be drawn out for 
exsonination, lest he should loosen the bundle. * 

Beailclerc, on the contrary, had his dragged out and 
8<!fcttered about every day, and each particmar stick was 
tried, and bent, and twisted, this way and thai, and 



116 

peeled, and cut, and hacked, and unless they proved 
sound to the very core, not a twig of them should eyer 
go back into his bundle, which was to be the bundle of 
bundles, the best that ever was seen, when once tied so 
that it would hold together-— of which there seemed 
little likelihood, as every knot slipped, and all fell to 
pieces at each pull. 

While he was engaged in this analysis, he was, as his 
guardian thought, in great moral peril, for not a princi- 
ple had he left to bless himself with ; and, in any emer- 
gency, if any temptation should 6ccur, what was to be- 
come of him 1 The general, who was very fond of 
him, but also strongly attached to his own undeviating 
rule of right, was upon one occasion about perempto- 
rily to interpose, not only with remonstrances as a friend, 
but with authority as a g^uardian. 

This occurred when Beauclerc was with them at Flor- 
ence, and when the general's love for Lady CeciUa, and 
intimacy with her mother, commenced. Lady Davenant, 
being much interested for young Beauclerc, begged 
that the patient might be left to her, and that his 
guardian would refrain from, interference. This was 
agreed to the more readily by the general, as his 
thoughts and feelings were then more agreeably en- 
grossed, and Beauclerc found in Lady Davenant the very 
friend he wanted and wished for most ardently — one 
whose mind wouUl not blench at any moral danger, 
would never shrink from truth in any, shape, but, calm 
and self-possessed, would examine whether it were in- 
deed truth, or only a phantom assuming her form. Be- 
sides, there was in Lady Davenant towards Beauclerc a 
sort of maternal solicitude and kindness, of which the 
effect was heightened by h^r dignified manner and ptide 
of character. She, in the first place, listened to him 
patiently ; she, who could talk, would hsten : this was, 
as she said, her first merit in his estimation./ To 
her he poured forth all those doubts, of which she 
was wise enough not to make crimes : she was sure 
of his honourable intentions, certain that there was 
no underhand motive, no bad passion, no concealed 
vice, or disposition to vice, beneath his boasted freedom 
from prejudice, to be justified or to be indulged by get- 
ting nd of the restraints of principle. Had there l^en 
any danger of this sort, which with young men who pio- 
fess themselves ultra-liberal is usually the case, she 
would have joined in his guardian's apprehensions ; but 
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in fact Beanclerc, instead of being " le philosophe sans 
le savoir," was **le bon enfant sans le savoir f for, while 
he questioned the rule of right in all his principles, and 
whue they held in abeyance, his good habits and good 
natural disposition held fast and stood him in stead ; while 
Lady Davenant, by slow degrees, brought him to define 
his terms, and presently to see that he had been merely 
saying old things in new words, and that the systems 
which had dazzled him as novelties were old to older 
eyes ; in short, that he was merely a resurrectionist of ob- 
solete heresies, which had been gone over and over again 
at various long-past periods, and over and over again aban- 
doned by the common sense of mankind ; so that, after 
puzzling and wandering a weary way in the dark laby- 
rinth he had most ingeniously made for himself, he saw 
light, followed it; and at length making hi^ way out, was 
surprised, and sorry perhaps to perceive that it was the 
common light of day. 

It is of great consequence to young enthusiastic 
tyros, like Beauclerc, to have safe friends to whom they - 
can talk of their opinions privately, otherwise they will 
talk their ingenious nonsense j^ublicly, and so they 
bind themselves, or are bound, to the stake, and live or 
die martyrs to their own follies. 

From these and all such dangers Lady Davenant pro- 
tected him, and she took care that nobody hurt him in 
his defenceless state, before his shell was well-formed 
and hardened. She was further of peculiar service in 
keeping all safe and smooth between the ward and guar- 
dian. All Beauclerc's romance the general would have 
called by the German word ** Schwarmerei^ — not fudge 
— ^not humbug — literally "sky-rocketing" — visionary en- 
thusiasm ; and when it came to ar^ments, they might 
have turned to quarrels, but for Lady Davenant *s supe- 
rior influence, while Lady Cecilia's gentleness and gay- 
ety usually succeeded in putting all serious dangerous 
thoughts to flight. 

Nature never having intended Lady Cecilia for a man- 
(Euvrer, she was now perpetually on the point of be- 
traying herself; and one day, when she was alone with 
Helen, she exclaimed, " Never was any thing better 
managed than I managed this, my dear Helen ! I am 
so glaS I told you — " Recollecting herself just in time, 
she ended with, " so glad I told you the truth." 

•*0h yes! thank you," said Helen. "My tmcle 
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iised to 8ay no one could be a good friend who does not 
tell the whole truth." 

" That 1 deny," thought Cecilia. The twinge of con- 
science was felt but very shghtly ; not visible in any 
change of countenance, except by a quick twinkling 
motion of the eyelashes, not noticed by unsuspicious 
Helen. 

Every thing now went on as happily as Cecilia could 
have desired ; every morning they rode or boated to 
Old Forest, to see what wa? doing. The roof was 
rather hastily taken off; Lady Cecilia hurried forward 
that measure, aware that without the roof there would 
be no possibility that any of the ladies of the family 
could for some time thiiik of coming there. To gain 
victory by delay was all she wanted, and she would now 
as she promised herself, leave the rest to time. She 
would never interfere further in word or look, espe- 
ciaUy when her mother might be by. Half this prom- 
ise she kept faithfully, the other she broke continually. 

There were plans to be made of all the alterations 
and improvements at Old Forest. Beauclerc applied to 
Lady Cecilia for her advice and assistance. Her ad^ 
vice' she gave, but her assistance she ingeniously con- 
trived to leave to Helen, for whenever Beauclerc brought 
to her a sketch or a plan of what was to be done, Lady 
Cecilia immediately gave it to Helen, repeating, "Never 
drew a regular plan in my life, you know, my dear ; you 
must do this ;" so that Helen's pencil and her patience 
were in constant requisition. Then came apologies 
from Beauclerc, and regrets at taking up her time, all 
which led to an intimacy that Lady Cecilia tbok care to 
keep up by frequent visits to Old Forest, so that Helen 
was necessarily joined in all his present pursuits. 

During one of these visits, they were looking over 
some old furniture which Lord Beltravers had commis- 
sioned Beauclerc to have disposed of at some neigh- 
bouring auction. There was one curiously carved oak 
arm-chair, belonging to "the old gentleman of all," 
which the old woman particularly regretted should go. 
She had sewed it up in a carpet, and when it came out, 
Helen was struck with its hkeness to a favourite chair 
of her uncle's ; many painful recollections occurred to 
her, and tears came into her eyes. Ashamed of what 
appeared so like affectation, she turned away, that her 
tears might not be seen, and when Cecilia, following her« 
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insisted on knowing what was the matter, she left Helen 
immediately to the old woman, and took the opportu- 
nity of telling Beauclerc all about Dean Stanley, and 
how Helen was an heiress and no heiress, and her har- 
ing determined to give up all her fortune to pay her 
uncle's debts. There was a guardian, too, in the case, 
who would not consent ; and, in short, a paralleUsm of 
circumstances, a similarity of generous temper, and aU 
this she thought must interest Beauclerc — aiKl so ^ did. 
But yet its being told to him would haye ffone against 
his nice notions of delicacy, and Helen wotud have been 
ruined in his opinion had he conceived that it had been 
revealed to him with her consent or connivance. She 
came back before Lady Cecilia had quite finished, and a 
few words which she heard, made her aware of the 
whole. The blush of astonishment — the glance of in- 
dignation — ^which she gave at Lady Cecilia, settled 
Beauclerc's opinion ; and Cecilia was satisfied that she 
had done her friend good service against her will, and 
as to the means, thought she — ^what signifies going back 
to consider, when they succeed. 

The CoUingwoods gladly availed themselves of Lady 
Cecilia Clarendon's find mvitation, as they were both 
most anxious to take leave of Helen Stanley before 
their departure. They were to sail very soon, so that 
their visit was but short ; a few days of painful pleasure 
to Helen — a few days enjoyed, because such kind friends 
were with her, but enjoyed with the mournful sense 
that they would end so soon, and for so long a time ; 
perhaps, for ever. 

Mr. CoUihgwood told Helen, that if she still agreed to 
his conditions, he would arrange with Mr. James, the 
solicitor, that all the money left to her by her uncle 
should be appropriated to the pa3rment of his debts. 
•* But," continued he, •* pause an^ consider well, whether 
you can do without this money, which is still yours ; 
you are, you know, not bound by any promise, and it is 
not yet too late to say you have altered your decision." 
\ Helen smiled and said, '* You cannot be serious in 
saying this, I am sure V 

) Mr. CoUingwood assured her ^hat he was. Helen 
simply said that her determination was unalterable. He 
looked pleased, yet his last words in taking leave of her 
were, •* Remember, my dear, that when you have given 
away your fortune, you cannot live as if you had it." 
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The CoUingwoods departed, and, after a decent time 
had elapsed, or what she deemed a decent time, Lady 
Ceciha was anxious to ascertain what progress had been 
made — ^how, relatively to each other, Lady Blanche For- 
rester and Helen stood in Beauclerc's opinion, or rather 
in his imagination. But this was not quite so easy a 
matter to determine as she had conceived it would be, 
judging from the frankness of Beauclerc's temper, and 
from^the terms of famiharity on which they had hved 
while abroad. His confidence was not to be won, sur- 
prised, or forced. He was not only jealous of his free 
will, as most hirnian beings are in love affairs, but, like 
all men of true feeling, he desired in these matters per- 
fect mental privacy. 

When Psyche is awakened, it should be by Cupid 
alone. Beauclerc did not yet wish that she should be 
awakened. He admired, he enjoyed that repose; he 
was charmed by the perfect confiding simplicity of 
Helen's mind, so unhke what he had seen in others — so 
real. The hope of that pure friendship which dawned 
upon him he wished to prolong, and dreaded lest, by any 
doubt raised, all might be clouded and changed. Lady 
CeciUa way, however, convinced that, without knowing 
it, he wa^alUng comfortably in love through friendship 
— a very easy, convenient way. / 

And Helen, had she too set out upon that easy, con- 
venient road of friendship 1 She did not think about 
the road, but she felt that it was very agreeable, and 
thought it was quite safe, as she went on so smoothly 
and easily. She could not consider Mr. Beauclerc as a 
new acquaintance, because she had heard so much 
about hun. He was completely one of the family, so 
that she, as part of that family, could not treat him as 
a stranger. Her happiness, she was sensible, had much 
increased since his arrival; but so had everybody's. 
He gave a new spring, a new interest, to every thing ; 
added so much to the life of life. His sense and Us 
nonsense were each of ^hem good in their kind ; and 
they were of various kinds, from the high sublime of 
metaphysics to the dpoll realities of life. But, every- 
body blaming, praising, scolding, laughing at, or with 
him, he was necessary to all and with all, for some reason 
or other, a favourite. 

. But the general was always as impatient as Lady Ce- 
cilia herself both of his hypercriticism and of his never* 
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ending fancies, each of which Beauclerc pursued with 
an eagerness, and abandoned with a facility which sorely 
tried the general^s equanimity. 

One day, after having ridden to Old Forest, General 
Clarendon returned chafed. He entered the Ubrary, 
talking to Cecilia, as Helen thought, about his horse. 

^* No managing him ! Curb him ever so little, and he 
is on his hind-legs directly. Give him his head, put the 
bridle on his neck, and he stands still ; does not know 
which way he would go, or what he would do. The 
strangest fellow for a rational creature." 

Now it was clear it was of Beauclerc that he spoke. 
* So rash and yet so resolute," continued the generaL 

" How is that ?" said Lady Davenant. 

" I do not know how, but sO it is," said the general 
" As you know," appealing to Helen and to Lady Cecilia, 
" he was ready to run me through till he had his own 
way about that confounded old house ; and now there 
are all the workmen at a stand, because Mr. Beauclerc 
cannot decide what he will have done or undone." 

'* Oh, it is my fault !" cried Helen, with the guilty re- 
collection of the last alteration not having been made 
yesterday in drawing the working plan, and she hastened 
to look for it directly ; but when she found it, she saw 
to her dismay that Beauclerc had scribbled it all over 
with literairy notes, it was in no state to meet the gene- 
raTs eye ; she set about copying it as fast as possible. 

" Yes," pursued the generS ; " forty alterations — 
shuffiing about continually. Cannot a man be decided 1 " 

"Always with poor Beauclerc," said Lady Cecilia, 
" le mieux est Fennemi du bien." 

*' No, my dear Cecilia, it is all his indolence ; there he 
sat with a book in his hand all yesterday ! with all hie 
.mpetuosity, too indolent to stir in his own business,^' 
said the general. 

" His mind is too active sometimes to allow his body 
to stir," said Lady Davenant ; " and, because he cannot 
move the universe, he will not stir his little finger." 

" He is very fond of paradoxes, and your ladyship is 
very fond of him," said the geffiral ; " but indolent he 
is, and as to activity of mind, it is only m pursuit of his 
own fancies." 

"And your fimcies and his differ," said Lady Davenant. 

" Because he never fancies any thing useful," said the 
general. 

I'OL. XIX.— F 11 
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" C'est selon ! c*est selon !" cried Lady Cecilia^gayly: 
** he thinks his fancies useful, and especially all he is 
doing at Old Forest ; but I confess he tends most to the 
agreeable. Certainly he is a most agreeable creature.** 

" Agreeable ! satisfied to be csdled an agreeable man l" 
cried the general, indignantly ; " yes, he has no ambi- 
tion." 

" There I differ from you, general," said Lady Dave- 
nant ; '' he has too much ; have patience with him ; he 
is long-sighted in his visions of glory." 

" Visions*indeed!" said the general. 

" Those who are really ambitious," continued Lady 
Davenant, " must think before they act. * What shall I 
do to be for ever known V is a question which deserves 
at least a little more thought than those which most 
young men ask themselves, which commonly are, * What 
shall I do to be known to-morrow'— on the Turf or at 
Brooks's — or in Doctors' Commons — or at some exclu- 
sive party at charming Lady Nobody's V " 

" What will you do for the plan for these workmen in 
the mean time, my dear Clarendon V said Lady Cecilia, 
afraid that some long discussion would ensue. 

** Here it is !" said Helen, who had managed to get it 
ready while they were talking. She gave it to the 
general, who thanked her, and was off directly. Cecilia 
then came to divert herself with looking at Beauclerc's 
scribbled plan, and she read the notes aloud for her mo- 
ther's amusement. It was a sketch of a dramatical, 
metaphysical entertainment, of which half a dozen pro- 
posed titles had been scratched out, and there was 
finally left *Tarquin the Optimist, or the Temple of 
Destiny.' It was from an old story begun by Laurentius 
Valla, and continued by Leibnitz — she read, 

"*Ac^/. Scene 1. Sextus Tarquin goes to consult the 
Oracle,, whoforetels the crime he is to commit,'* 

" And then," cried Lady Cecilia, " come measures of 
old and new front of Old Forest house, wings included. 
— Now he goes on with his play. 

** * TarquirCs complaint to Jupiter of the Oracle — Modem 
Predestination comparef^o Ancient Destiny J* 

" And here," continued Cecilia, " come prices of Nor- 
way deal and a great blot, and then we have * Jupitef'^s 
answer that Sextus may avoid his doom if he pleases, by 
staying away from Rome ; hut he does not please to do 50, 
because he must then renounce the crown. Good speech 
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kere on vanity of human toishes — inconsistency of human 

wishes.'* 
" ' Kitchen 23 ft. by 21. Query, with hobs V 
"I cannot conceive, my dear Helen," continued Lady 

» cilia, " how you could make the drawing out through 
this," and she continued to read. 
''' Scene U. 

^^High-priest of Delphi asks Jupiter why he did not 
give Sextus a better will 1 — why not make him choose to 
give up the croum, rather than commit the crime f Jupiter 
refuses to answer, and sends the High-priesi to consult 
Minerva at Athens."* 

" * N.B. Old woman at Old Forest, promised her an 
oven.' ' Leibnitz gives — ^ 

" Oh ! if he goes to Leibnitz," said Lady Cecilia, " he 
will be too grand for me, but it will do for you, mamma." 

" ' Leibnitz gives in his Temple of the Destinies a repre* 
sentation of every possible universe from the worst to the 
best — this could not be done on the stage. ^ 

** Very true indeed," said Lady Cecilia, " but, Helen, 
listen, Granville has really found an ingenious resource. 

" * By Ombres Chinoises, suppose ; or a gauze curtain, as 
in Zemire et Azore, the audience might be made to under^ 
stand the main point, that good resulted from Tar quints bad 
choice. Brutus, Liberty, Rame^s grandeur, and the Opti- 
mist right at last. Q. E. D.' 

" Well, well," continued Lady Cecilia, " I don't un- 
derstand it ; but I understand this, — ^ Bricks wanting.' " 

LadyDavenant smiled at this curious specimen of 
Beauclerc's versatility, but said, " I fear he will fritter 
away his powers on a hundred different petty objects, 
and do nothing at last worthy of his abilities. He will 
scatter and divide the light of his genius, and show us 
every change of the prismatic colours — curious and 
beautiful to behold, but dispersing, wasting the light he 
should concentrate on some one, some noble object." 

" But if he has light enough for little objects and great 
too V said Lady Cecilia, " 1 allow, * qu'il faudrait plus 
d'un coeur pour aimer tant de choses a la fois ;' but as I 
really think Granville has more heart than is neces* 
sary, he can well afford to waste some of it, even on 
the old woman at Old Forest." 
F2 
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CHAPTER XII. 



One evening, Helen was looking over a beautiftu 
scrap-book of Lady Cecilia's. Beauclerc, wlio had 
stood by for some time, eying it in a rather scornful 
silence, at length asked whether Miss Stanley was a 
lover of albums and autographs 1 

Helen had no album of her own, she said, but she 
was curious always to see the autographs of celebrated 
people. 

" Why 1" said Beauclerc. 

'* I don't know. It seems to bring one nearer to 
them. It gives more reality to our imagination of them 
perhaps," said Helen. 

" The imagination is probably in most cases better 
than the reality," replied he. 

Lady Davenant stooped over Helen's shoulder to look 
at the hand'Writing of the Earl of Essex — the writing 
of the gallant Earl of Essex, at sight of which, as she 
observed, the hearts of <][ueens have beat high. " What 
a crowd of associated ideas rise at the sight of that 
autograph ! who can look at it without some emotion V 

Helen could not. Beauclerc, in a tone of raillery, 
said he was sure^ from the eager interest Miss Stanley 
took in these autographs, that she would in time become 
A collector herself; and he did not doubt that he should 
see her with a valuable museum, in which should be 
{Nreserved the old pens of great men, that of Cardinal 
Chigi, for instance, who boasted that he wrote with the 
same pen for fifty years. 

" And by that boast you know," said Lady Davenant, 
** convinced the Cardinal de Retz that he was not a 
^eat, but a very little man. We will not have that pen 
m Helen's museum." 

"Why noti" Beauclerc asked, "it was full as well 
worth having as many of the relics to be found in most 
young ladies', and even old gentlemen's museums. It was 
quite sufficient whether a man had been great or little that 
he had been talked of,— that he had been something of a 
lionr~io make any thing belonging to him valuable to 
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CO ectors, who preserve and worship even ' the parings 
of lions' claws.' " 

That class of indiscriminate collectors Helen gave 
up to his ridicule ; still he was not satisfied. He went 
on to 'the whole class of * lion-hunters,* as he called 
tj|em, condemning indiscriminately all those who were 
anxious to see celebrated people ; he hoped Miss Stan- 
ley was not one of that class. 

'^ No, not a hon-hunter,'* said Helen ; she hoped she 
never should be one of that set, but she confessed she 
had a great desire to see and to know distinguished 
persons, and she hoped that this sort of curiosity, or, as 
she would rather call it, enthusiasm, was not ridiculous, 
and did not deserve to be confounded with the mere 
trifling vulgar taste for sight-seeing and Uon-hunting. 

Beauclerc half smiled, but not answering immediately, 
Lady Davenant said, that for her part she did not con- 
sider such enthusiasm as ridiculous; on the contrary, 
she liked it, especially in young people. " I consider 
the warm admiration of talent and virtue in youth as a 
promise of futiu-e excellence in maturer age." 

" And yet," said Beauclerc, " the maxim * not to ad- 
mire' is, I believe, the most approved in philosophy, 
and in practice is the great secret of happiness in tlus 
world." 

" In the fine world, it is a fine air, I know," said 
Lady Davenant. *' Among a set of fashionable young 
somnambulists, it is doubtless the only art they know to 
make ftien happy or to keep them so ; but this has 
noting to do ^th philosophy, Beauclerc, though it 
haJ^ do with conceit or affectation." 

lifr. Beauclerc, now piqued, with a look and voice of 
repressed feeling, said that he hoped her ladyship did 
not include him among that set of fashionable somnam- 
bulists. 

" I' htt^ y^^ ^^ ^^^ include yourself in it," answered 
Lady ^nrenant ; " it is contrary to your nature, and if 
vou ittn the nil admirari coxcombs, it can be on],^or 
fa^taflP^sake — mere affectation." 

Mauclerc made no reply, and Lady Davenant turning 
•^ to Helen, told her that several celebrated people wejre 
soon to come to Clarendon Park, and congratulated her 
upon the pleasure she would have in seeing then^. 
,'* Besides being a great pleasure, it is a real advantage," 
continued she, " to see and to be acquainted early in 



126 HBLEIC. 

life with superior people. It enables one to form a 
standard of excellence, and raises that standard high 
and bright. In men, the enthusiasm becomes glorious 
ambition to excel in arts or arms ; in woman, it refines 
and elevates the taste, and is so far a preventive against 
frivolous, vulgar company, and all their train of foUion 
and vices. I can speak from my own recollection, of 
the great happiness it was i6 me when I, early in Ufe,^ 
became acquainted with some of the illustrious of my 
day." 

" And may I ask," said Beauclerc, " if any of them 
equalled the expectations you have formed of them 1" 

'* Some far exceeded them," said Lady Davenant. 

" You are fortunate. Everybodjr cannot expect to be 
80 happy," said Beauclerc. " I believe, in general, it is 
found that^few great men of any time stand the test of 
near acquaintance. No man — " 

" Spare me !" cried Lady Davenant, interrupting him, ^ 
for she imagined she knew what^^ was going to say ; jf,1 
" Oh ! spare me that old sentence, * No man is a hero to 
his valet- de-chambre.^ I cannot endure to hear that 
for the thousandth time ;~ I heartily wish it had never 
been said at all." 

** So do I," replied Beauclerc ; but Lady Davenant 
had turned away, and he now spoke in so low a voice, 
that only Helen heard him. " So do I detest that quo- 
tation, not only for being hackneyed, but for having " 
been these hundred years the comfort-both of lean-jawed 
envy and fat mediocrity." 

He took up one of Helen's pencils and began to cut 
it — ^he looked vexed, and low to her observed, " Lady 
Davenant did not do me the honour to let me finish my 
sentence." 

" Then," said Helen, " if Lady Davenant misunder- 
stood you, why do not you explain 1" 

" No, no, it is not worth while, if she could so mis- 
take me." 

"But anybody may be mistaken ; do explain." 

" No, no," said he, very diligently cutting the pencil 
to pieces ; " she is engaged, you see, with somebody — 
something else." 

" But now she has done listening." 

" No, no, not now ; there are too many people, and 
it's of no consequence." 

By this time the company were all eagerly talking 
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of every remarkable person they had seen, or that they 
regretted not having seen. Lady Cecilia now called 
upon each to name the man among the celebrated of 
modem days, whom they shdUld most like to have seen. 
By acclamation they all named Sir Walter Scott, " 1^ 
Ariosto of the North." 

All but Beauclerc ; he did not join the general voice, 
he said low to Helen, with an air of disgrust, " How 
tired I am of hearing him called ' The Ariosto of the 
North!'" 

" But by whatever name," said Helen, " surely you 
join in that general wish to have seen him 1" 

*;Ye8, yes, I am sure of your vote," cried Lady 
Cecilia, coming up to them. " You, Granville, would 
rather have seen Sir Walter Scott than any author since 
Shakspeare — would not youl" 

" Pardon me, on the contrary, I am glad that I have 
never seen him." 

" Glad not to have seen him ! — no/.'" 

The word not was repeated with astonished in- 
credulous emphasis by all voices. '' Glad not to have 
seen Sir Walter Scott! How extraordinary! What 
can Mr. Beauclerc mean V 

"To make us all stare," said Lady Davenant, **so 
do not gratify him. Do not wonder at him ; we cannot 
beheve what is impossible, you know, only because it 
is impossible. But," continued she, laughing, " I know 
how it is. The spirit of contradiction — the spirit of 
singularity — ^two of your familiars, Granville, have got 
possession of you again» and we must have patience 
while the fit is on." 

" But I have not, and will not have patience," said 
Lord Davenant, whose good-nature seldom failed, but 
who was now quite indignant. 

"I wonder you are surprised, my dear lord," said 
Lady Davenant, " for Mr. Beauclerc Ukes so much better 
to go wrong by himself than to go right with all the 
world, that you could not expect that he would join the 
loud voice of universal praise." 

" I hear the lou4 voice of universal execration," said 
Beauclerc ; " you have all abused me, but whom have I 
abused ? What have I said 1" 

"Nothing," replied Lady Cecilia; "that is what we 
complain of. I could have better borne any abuse than 
indifference to Sir Walter Scott." 
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"Indifference!" exclaimed Beauclerc — "what did 1 
say, Lady Cecilia, from which you could infer that I 
felt indifference ? Indifferent to him whose name I can- 
not pronounce without emotion! I alone, of jdl the 
world, indifferent to that genius, pre-eminent and un- 
rivalled, who has so long commanded the attention of 
the whole reading public, arrested at will the instant 
order of the day by tales of other times, and in this 
commonplace, this every-day existence of ours, created 
a holyday world, where, undisturbed by vulgar cares^ 
we may revel in a fancy region of felicity, peopled with 
men of other times — shades of the historic dead, more ^ 
illustrious and brighter than in life !" 

" Yes, the great enchanter," cried Cecilia. 

" Great and good enchanter," continued Beauclerc ; 
" for in his magic there is no dealing with unlawful 
means. To work his ends, there is never aid from any • 
one of the bad passions of our nature. In his writings 
there is no private scandal — no personal satire — ^no 
bribe to human frailty — ^no libel upon human nature. 
And among the lonely, the sad^ and the suffering, how 
has he medicined to repose the disturbed mind, or ele- 
vated the dejected spirit! — ^perhaps fanned to a flame 
the unquenched spark, in souls not wholly lost to virtue. 
His morality is not in purple patches, ostentatiously 
obtrusive, but woven in through the very texture of the 
stuff. He paints man as he is, with all his faults, but 
with his redeeming virtues — the world as it goes, with 
all its compensating good and evil, yet making each 
man better contented with his lot. Without our well 
knowing how, the whole tone of pur minds is raised — 
for, thiiSung nobly of our kind, he makes us think more 
nobly of ourselves !" 

Helen, who had sympathized with Beauclerc in every 
word h6 had said, felt how true it is that 

" Next to genius is the power 

Of feeling where true genius Ues." 

"Yet after all this, Granville," said Lady Cecilia, 
" you would make us believe you never wished to have 
seen this great man ?" 

Beauclerc made no answer. 

" Oh ! how I wish I had seen him !" said Helen to 
Lady Davenant, the only person present who had had 
that happiness. 
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"If you have seen Raebum's admirable pictures, or 
. Chantrey's speaking bust," replied Lady Davenant, 
' **you have as complete an idea of Sir Walter Scott as 
painting or sculpture can give. The first impression, 
of his^ appearance and manner was surprising to me, I* 
recollect, from its quiet, unpretending good-nature ; but 
scarcely had that impression been made before I was 
struck with something of the chivalrous courtesy of 
other times. In his conversation you would have found 
an that is most delightful in all his works— the com* 
bined talents and knowledge of the historian, novelist, 
antimjary, and poet. He recited poetry achnirably, his 
whtne face and figure kindling as he spoke : but whether 
talking, reading, or reciting, he never tired me, even 
with admiring; and it is .curious that, in conversing 
with him, I frequently found myself forgetting that I 
was speaking to Sir Walter Scott; and, what is even 
more extraordinary, forgetting that Sir W^ter Scott 
was speaking to me, till 1 was awakened to the convic- 
tion by his saying something which no one else could 
have said. Altogether, he was certainly the most per- 
fectly agreeable and perfectly amiable great man I ever 
knew." 

" And now, mamma," said Lady Cecilia, " do make 
Granville confess, honestly, he would give the world to 
haye seen him." 

"Do, Lady Davenant," said Helen, who saw, or 
thought she saw, a singular emotion in BeauClerc's 
countenance, and fancied he was upon the point of 
yielding ; but Lady Davenant, without looking at him, 
repUed,-^" No, my dear, I will not ask him—I will not 
encourage him in affectation.'''' 

At that word dark grew the brow of Beauclerc, and * 
he drew back, as it were, into his sheU, and out of it 
came no more that night, nor the next morning at break- 
fast. But, as far as could be guessed, he su£fered in- 
ternally, and no effort made to relieve did him any good, 
so every one seemed to agree that it was much letter 
to let him alone, to let him be moody in peace, hoping 
that in time the mood would change ; but it changed not 
till the middle of that day, when, as Helen was sitting, 
working in Lady Davenant's room, while she was 
writing, two quick knocks were heard at the door. y 
" Come in !" said Lady Davenant. 
Mr. Beauclerc stood pausing on the threshold— 
F3 
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" Do not go, Miss Stanley," said he, looking very 
miserable, and ashamed, and proud, and then ashamed 
again. 

" What is the matter, Granville V said Lady Dave* 
nant. 

" I am come to havp a thorn taken out of my mind," 
said he — '* two thorns, which have sunk deep, kept me 
awake half the night. Perhaps I ought to be ashamed 
to own I have felt pain from such little things. But so 
it is ; though, after all, I am afraid they will be invisible 
to you, Lady Davenant." 

** I will try with a magnifying-glass," said she ; " lend 
me that of your imagination, Granville — a high power, 
and do not look so very miserable, or Miss Stanley will 
laugh at you." 

" Miss Stanley is too good to laugh." 

" That is being too good indeed," said Lady Dave- 
nant. " Well, now to the point." 
I ** You were very unjust to me, Lady Davenant, yester- 
day, and unkind." 

" Unkind is a woman's word ; but go on." 

" Surely man may mark * unkindness' altered eye' as 
well as woman," said Beauclerc ; " and from a woman 
and a friend he may and must feel it, or he is more or 
less than man." 

I ** Now what can you have to say, Granville, that will 
not be anticlimax to this exordium 1" 

" I will say no more if you talk of exordiums and 
anticlimaxes," cried he. ** You accused me yesterday 
of affectation — ^twice, when I was no more affected than 
you are." 

" Oh ! is that my crime ? Is that what has hurt you 
so dreadfully ? Here is the thorn that has gone in so 
deep ! I am afraid that, as is usual, the accusation hurt 
the more because it was — " 

*' Do not say * true,' " interrupted Beauclerc, " for you 
really cannot believe it. Lady Davenant. You know 
me, and all my faults, and I have plenty ; but you need 
not accuse me of one that I have not, and which from 
the bottom of my soul I despise. Whatever are my 
faults, they are at least real, and my own." 

" You may allow him that," said Helen 

" Well, 1 will — I do," said Lady Davenant; " to appease 
you, poor injured innocence; though any one m the 
world might think you affected at this moment. Yet 1^ 
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who know you, know that it is pure real folly. Yes, 
yes, I -acquit you of affectation." 

Beauclerc's face instantly cleared up. 

" But you said two thorns had gone into your mind — 
one is out, now for the other." 

** I do not feel that other now,'* said Beauclerc ; " it 
was only a mistake'. When I began with • No man,' I 
was not going to say, ' No man is a hero to his valet-de^ 
chambre.' If I had been allowed to finish my sentence, 
it would have saved a great deal of trouble. I was going 
to say that no man admires excellence more fervently 
than I do, and that my very, reason for wishing not to 
see celebrated people is, lest the illusion should be dis- 
pelled. 

" No description ever gives us an exact idea of any 
person, so that when any one has been much described 
and talked of, before we see them we form in our mind's 
eye some image, some notion of our own, which always 
'proves to be imlike the reality ; and when we do after- 
ward see it, even if it be fairer or better than our ima- 
gination, stiU at first there is a sort of disappointment, 
from the non-agreement with our previously formed con- 
ception. Everybody is disappointed the first time they 
see Hamlet, or Falstaff, as I think Dugald Stewart ob- 
serves." 

"True ; and I remember," said Lady Davenant, ** Ma- 
dame de la Rochejaquelin once said to me, * I hate that 
people should come to see me. I know it destroys the 
illusion.' " 

"Yes," cried Beauclerc; "how much I dread to 
destroy any of those blessed illusions which make the 
real happiness of life. Let me preserve the objects of 
my idolatry ; I would not approach too near the shrine ; 
I fear too much hght. I would not know that they were 
false!" 

"Would you then be deceived?" said Lady Dave- 
nant. 

" Yes," cried he ; " sooner would I believe in all the 
fables of the Talmud than be without the ecstasy of 
veneration. It is the curse of age to be thus miserably 
disenchanted ; to outlive all our illusions, all our hopes. 
That may be my doom in age ; but, in youth, the high 
spring-time of existence, I will not be cursed with such 
a premature ossification of the heart. Oh ! rather, ten 
thousand times rather, would I die this instant !" 
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" Well ! but there is not the least occasion for your 
dying," said Lady Davenant ; " and I am seriously sur- 
prised that you should suffer so much from suc^ slight 
causes ; how will you ever get through the world if you 
stop thus to weigh every light word ?" 

" The words of most people," replied he, " pass by me 
like the idle wind ; but I do weigh every word from the 
very few whom I esteem, admire, and love ; with my 
friends, perhaps, I am too susceptible, I love them so 
deeply." 

This is an excuse for susceptibility of temper which 
flatters friends too much to be easily rejected. Even 
Lady Davenant admitted it, and Helen thought it was 
all natural. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

Lady Cecilia was now impatient to have the house 
filled with company. She gave Helen a catalogue rau 
sonnS of all who were expected at Clarendon Park, s<j(ne 
for a fashionable three days' visit ; some for a week ; 
some for a fortnight or three weeks, be the same more 
or less. " 1 have but one fixed principle," said she, " but 
I have one,— never to have tiresome people when it can 
possibly be avoided. Impossible, you know, it is some- 
times. One's own and one's husband's relations one 
must have ; but, as for the rest, it's one's own fault if one 
fails in the first and last maxim of hospitality — to wel- 
come the coming and speed the parting guest." 

The first party who arrived were of Lady Davenant's 
particular friends, to whom Cecilia had kindly given the 

grecedence, if not the preference, that her mother might 
ave the pleasure of seeing them, and that they might 
have the honour of taking leave of her, before her de- 
parture from England. 

They were political, fashionable, and literary ; some 
of ascendency in society, some of parliamentary prom- 
ise, and some of ministerial eminence — the aristocracy 
of birth and talents well mixed 

The aristocracy of birth and the aristocracy of talents 
are words now used more as a commonplace antithesis, 
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than as denoting a real difference or contrast. In many 
instances, among those now living, both are united in a 
manner happy for themselves and glorious for their 
country. England may boast of li^ving among her 
young nobility 

** The first in birth, the first m fame," 

men distinguished in literature and science, in senatorial 
eloquence and statesman-like abilities. 

But in this party at Clarendon Park there were more 
of the literary and celebrated th^ without the presence 
of Lady Davenant could pe^Ji^s, have been assembled, 
or perhaps would ha vethero desired by the general and 
Lady Cecilia. Cecilia's beauty and grace were of idl 
societies, and the getieral was glad for Lady Davenant'^ 
sake, and proud »ior his own part, to receive these dis- 
tinguished oersons at his house. 

Helen.^hM seen some of them before at Cecilhurst 
an^^ the deanery. By her uncle's friends she was 
Idamy recognised, by others of course politel)r noticed ; 
but miderably would she have been aisappointed and 
mortified, if she had expected to fix general attention, 
or excite general admiration. Past and gone for ever 
are the days, if ever they were, when a young lady, on 
her entr^ce into life, captivated by a glance, overthrew 
by the first word, and led m triumph her train of admirers. 
These things are not to be done now-a-days. 

Yet even when unnoticed Helen was pefSfectly happy. 
Her expectations were more than gratified in seeing 
and in hearing these distin^shed people, and she sat 
hstening to their conversation in delightful enjoyment, 
without even wanting to have it seen how well she un- 
derstood. 

There is a precious moment for young people, if taken 
at the prime, when first introduced into society, yet not 
expected, not called upon to take a part in it, they, as 
standers-by, may see, not only all the play, but the char- 
acters of the players, and may learn more of life and 
of human nature in a few months, than afterward in 
years, when they are themselves actors upon the stage 
of life, and become engrossed by their own parts. There 
is a time, before the passions are awakened, when the 
understanding, with all the life of nature, fresh from all 
that education can do to develop and cultivate, is at 
once eager to observe and able to judge, for a brief space 
13 
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blessed with the double advantages of youth and age. 
This time once gone is lost irreparably ; and how often 
it is lost — in premature vanity, or premature dissipa< 
tion ! 

Helen had been chiefly educated by a man, and a very 
sensible man, as Dean Stanley certainly was in all but 
mOBey matters. Under his masculine care, while her 
mind nad been brought forward on some points, it had 
been kept back on others ; and while her understanding 
had been cultivated, it had been done without the aid 
of emulation or competition ; not by touching the springs 
of pride, but by opening sources of pdre pleasure ; and 
this puriB pleasure she now enjo^^pd, grateful to that dear 
uncle. 

For the single inimitable grace of simplicity which 
she possessed, how many mothers, governesses, and 
young ladies themselves, willingly, when they see how 
much it charms, would too late exchange half the ac- 
complishments, all the acquirements, so laboriously 
achieved ! 

Beauclerc, who had seen something of the London 
female world, was, both from his natural taste and from 
contrast, pleased with Helen's fresh and genuine char- 
acter, and he sympathized with all her silent delight. 
He never interrupted her in her enthusiastic contem- 
plation of the great stars, but he would now^aid then 
seize an intervsd of rest to compare her observations 
with his own ; anxious to know whether she estimated 
their relative magnitude and distances as he did. These 
snatched moments of comparison and proof of a^ee- 
ment in their observations, or the pleasure of examming 
the causes of their difference of opinion, enhanced the 
enjoyment of this brilliant fortnight ; and not a cloud 
obscured the deep serene. 

Notwithstanding all the ultra-refined nonsense Beau- 
clerc had talked about his wish not to see remarkable 
persons, no one could enjoy it more, as Helen now per- 
ceived ; and she saw also that he was considered as a 
man of promise among all these men of performance. 
But there were some, perhaps very slight things, which 
raised him still more in her mind, because they showed 
superiority of character. She observed his manner to- 
wards the general in this company, where he had him- 
self the vantage-ground — so different now from what 
it had been in the Old Forest battle, when only man to 
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man, ward to gnardian. Before these dhtin^shed per- 
sons there was a look — a tone of deference at once most 
a^ectionate and polite. 

" It is so generous," said Lady Cecilia to Helen ; **^i8 
not it !" and Helen agreed. 

This brilliant fortnighf ended too soon, as Helen 
thought, but Lady Cecifia had had quite enough of it. 
" They are all to go to-morrow morning, and 1 am not 
sorry for it," said she at night, as she tlu-ew herself into 
an arm-chair in Helen's room ; and, after having indulged 
in a refreshing yawn, she exclaimed, " Very delightful, 
very delightfiQ ! as you say, Helen, it has all been ; but 
1 am not sure that I should not be very much tired if I 
had much more of it. Oh ! yes, I admired them all 
amazingly, but then admiring all day long is excessively 
wearisome. The very attitude of looking up fatigues 
both body and mind. Mamma is never tired, because 
she never has to look up ; she can always look down, 
and that's so grand and. so easy. She has no idea how 
tiie neck of my poor mind aches this minute ; and my 
poor eyes ! blasted with excess of light. How yours 
nave stood it so well, Helen, 1 cannot imagine ; how 
much stronger they must be than mine ! I must con- 
fess, that, without the reUef of music now and then, and 
ecarte, and that quadrille, bad as it was, I should never 
have got through it to-night alive or awake. But," 
cried she, starting up in her chair, " do you know Horace 
Churchill stays to-morrow ? Such a compliment from 
him to stay a day longer than he intended ! And do you 
know what he says of your eyes, Helen 1 — that they 
are the best listen^s he ever spoke to. 1 should warn 
you though, my dear, that he is something, and not a 
little, I believe, of a male coquette, though he is not 
very young ; but he well understands all the advantages 
of a careful toilette. He has, like that George Herbert 
in Queen Elizabeth's time, * a genteel humour for dress.' 
He is handsome still, and his fine figure, and his fine 
feelings, and his fine fortune, have broken two or three 
hearts ; nevertheless, I am delighted that he stays, espe- 
cially that he stays on your account." 

"Upon my account!" exclaimed Helen. "Did not 
you see that, from the first day when Mr. Churchill had 
the misfortune to be placed beside me at dinner, he 
Utterly despised me 1 he began to talk to me, indeed. 
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but left his sent^ce unfinished, his good story untold, 
the instant he caught the eye of a grander auditor." 

Lady Cecilia had seen this, and marvelled at a well- 
bred man so far forgetting himself in vanity; but this, 
she observed, was only the first day ; he had afterward 
changed his manner towards Helen completely. 

"Yes, when he saw Lady Davenant thought me 
worth speaking to. But, after all, it was quite natm*al 
that he should not know well what to say to me. I am 
only a young lady. I acquit him of all peculiar rudeness 
to me, for I am sure Mr. Churchill resdly could not talk 
for only one insignificant hearer, could not bring oi}t his 
good things, unless he felt secure of possessing the. 
attention of the whole dinner-table ; so 1 quite forgive 
him." 

" After this curse of forgiveness, my dear Helen, I 
will wish you. a good night," said Lady Cecilia, laugh- 
ing ; and she retired with a fear that there would not be 
jealousy enough between the gc«itlemen, or that Helen 
would not know how to play them one against another. 
There is a pleasure in seeing a large party disperse ; 
in staying behind when others go : there is advantage 
as well as pleasure, which is felt by the timid, because 
they do not leave their characters behind them ; and re- 
joiced in by the satirical, because the characters of the 
departed and departing are left behind, fair game for 
them. Of this advantage no one could be more sensi- 
ble, no one availed himself of it with more promptitude 
and skill, than Mr. Churchill : for well he knew that 
though wit may fail, humour may not take, though even 
' flattery may pall upon the sense, scandal, satire, and 
sarcasm are resources never failing for the lowest ca- 
pacities, and sometimes for the highest. 

This morning, in the library at Clarendon Park, he 
looked out of the window at the departing guests, and, 
as each drove off, he gave to each his coup depatte. To 
Helen, to whom it was new, it was wonderful to see how 
each, even of those next in turn to go, enjoyed the demo- 
lition of those who were just gone ; how, blind to fate, 
they laughed, applauded, and licked the hand just raised 
to strike themselves. Of the first who went — " Most 
respectable people," said Lady Cecilia ; " a bonne mere 
defamUle,'^ 

"Most respectaUe people !" repeated Horace — ^*' most 
respectable people, old coach and all." And then, as 
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another party drove off, " No fear of any thing truly re- 
spectable here." 

♦* Now, Horace, how can you say so ! She is so ami- 
able, and so clever." 

•* So clever ! only, perhaps, a thought too fond of 
English liberty and French dress. Paissarde bien coif- 

" Poissarde, of one of the best-bom, best-bred women ' 
in England I" cried Lady Cecilia ; " bien coiffie, I allow*." 
"Lady Cecilia is n coiffSe de sa belle amie, that I see I 
must not say a word against her, till — the fashion 
changes. But, hark ! 1 hear a voice I never wish to 
hear." 

" Yet nobody is better worth hearing." 

" Oh, yes, the Queen of the Blues— the Blue Devils !" 

" Hush !" cried the aid-de-camp, " she is coming in 
to take leave." 

Then, as the Queen of the Blue Devils entered, Mr. 
Churchill, in the most humbly respectful manner, begged 
— " My respects — ^I trust your grace will do me the fa- 
vour, the justice to remember me to all your party who 
—do me the honour to bear me in mind," then, as she 
left the room, he turned about and laughed. 
* ** Oh, you sad, false man !" cried the. lady next in turn 
to go. ** I declare, Mr. Churchill, though I laugh, I am 
quite afraid to go off before you." 

" Afraid ! what could malice or envy itself find to say 
ot your ladyship, intacte as you are ! Intacte .'" re- 
peated he, as she drove off, "tVitoc/e/ — a well- chosen 
epithet, 1 flatter myself !" 

** Yes, intacte — untouched, above the breath of slan- 
der," cried Lafty Cecilia. 

" 1 know it : so I say," replied Churchill ; ** fidelity 
that has stood all temptations — ^to which it has ever 
been exposed ; and her husband is — " 

" A near relation of mine," said Lady Cecilia. " I am 
not prudish as to scandal in general," continued she, 
laughing ; " * a chicken, too, might do me good,' but 
then the fox must not prey at home. No one ought to 
stand by and to hear their own relations abused." 

" A thousand pardons ! I depended too much on the 
general maxim — that the nearer the bone, the sweeter 
the slander." 

** Nonsense !" said Lady Cecilia. 

•* I meant to say, the nearer the heart the dearer 
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the blame. A cut against a first coiisin may go wrongs 
but a bosom friend — oh, how I have succeeded against 
best friends ! scolded all the while, of course, and called 
a monster. But there is Sir Stephen bowing to you." 
Then, as Lady Cecilia kissed her hand to him from the 
window, Churchill went on : " By-the-by, without any 
scandal, seriously I heard something, 1 was quite con- 
cerned — that he had been of late less in his laboratory 

and more in the, boudoir of . Surely it cannot b© 

truer 

•• Positively false," said Lady Cecilia. 

*• At every breath a reputation dies," said Beauclerc. 

" Ton my soul, that's true !" said the aid-de-camp. 
" Positively, hit or miss, Horace has been going on, 
firing away with his wit, pop, pop, pop! till he has bagged 
— ^how many brace V 

Horace turned away from him contemptuously, and 
looked to see whereabouts Lady Davenant might be all 
this time. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

Ladv Davenant was at the far end of the room, en- 
grossed, Churchill feared, by the newspaper. As he 
s^proaghed she laid it down, and siud, 

** How scandalous some of these papers have become ! 
but it is the fault of the taste of the s^e. ' Those who 
live to please, must please to live.' " 

Horace was not sure whether he was cut or not, but 
he had the presence of mind not to look hurt. He drew 
nearer to Lady Davenant, seated himself, and taking up 
a book as if he was tired of folly, to which he had 
merely condescended, he sat and read, and then sat and 
thought, the book hanging from his hand. 

The result of these profound thoughts he gave to the 
public, not to the aid-de-camp ; no more of the little pop- 
gun pellets of wit — ^but now was brought out reason and 
philosophy. In a higher tone he now reviewed the lite- 
rary, philosophical, and political world, with touches of 
La Bruyere and Rochefoucault in the characters he 
drew and in the reflections he made ; with an air, too 
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of sMitimental contrition for his own penetration and 
fine moral sense, which compelled him to see and to 
be annoyed by the faults of such superior men. 

The analysis he made of every mind was really 
perfect — ^in one respect, not a grain of bad but was 
separated from the good, and held up clean and clear 
to pul^c view. And as an anatomist he showed such 
knowledge both of the brain and of the heart, such an 
admirable acquaintance with all their diseases, and 
handled the probe and the scalpel so well, with such a 
practised hand ! 

" Well, really this is comfortable," said Lord Davenant, 
throwing himself back in his arm-chair — " true Enghsh 
comfort, to sit at ease and see all one's friends so well 
dissected ! Happy to feel that it is our duty to our neigh- 
bour to see him well cut up — ably anatomized for the 
good of society ; and when I depart — when my time 
comes — as come it must, nobody is to touch me but 
Professor Churchill. It will be a satisfaction to know 
that I shall be carved as a dish fit for gods, not hewed 
as a carcass for hounds. So now remember, Cecilia, I 
call on you to witness — I hereby, being of sound mind and 
body, leave and bequeath my character, with all my de- 
fects and deficiencies whatsoever, and all and any singular 
curious diseases of the mind, of which I may die pos- 
sessed, wishing the same many for his sake, — to my good 
friend Doctor Horace Churchill, professor of moral, 
philosophic, and scandalous anatomy, to be by him dis- 
sected at his good pleasure for the benefit of society." 

'*Many thsSiks, my good lord; and I accept your 
legacy for the honour — not the value of the gift, which 
everybody must be sensible is nothing," said Churchill, 
with a poUte bow — " absolutely nothing. I shall never 
be able to make any thing of it." 

" Try— try, my dear friend," answered Lord Davenant. 
" Try, don't be modest." 

" That would be difficult when so distinguished," said 
Beauclerc, with an admirable look of prowl humility. 

" Distinguished Mr. Horace Churchill assuredly is," 
said Lady Davenant, looking at him from behind her 
newspaper. '* Distinguished above all his many com- 
petitors in this age of scandal ; he has really raised the 
art lo the dignity of a science. Satire, scandal, and gos- 
i^dHMr hand-in-hand— the three new graces : all on the 
■JHplevated rank— Mree, formerly considered as so 



A 



140 HSI^BN. 

different, and the last left to our inferior ser, but now, 
surely, to be a male gossip is no reproach." 

" O, Lady Davenant !— male gossip — what an expres- 
«on !" 

"What a reality!" 

"Male gossip! — ^Tomhe sur moi le cielV^^ cried 
Churchill. 

" * Pourvu que je me venge,'' always understood," pur- 
sued Lady Davenant; "but why be so afraid of the 
imputation of gossiping, Mr. Churchill? It is quite 
fashionable, and if so, quite respectable, you know, and 
in your style quite grand. 

* And gossiping wonders at being so fine !* 

Malice, to be hated, needs but to be seen; but now when 
it is elegantly dressed we look upon it without shame or 
consciousness of evil ; we grow to dote upon it — so en- 
tertaining, so graceful, so refined. When vice loses 
half its grossness, it loses all its deformity. Humanity 
used to be talked of when our friends were torn to 
pieces, but now there is such a philosophical perfume 
thrown over the whole operation that we are irresistibly 
attracted. How much we owe to such men as Mr. 
Churchill, who make us feel detraction virtue !" 

He bowed low as Lady Davenant, summoned by her 
lord, left the room, and there he stood as on^ondemned 
but not penitent/ 

" If I have not been well sentenced," said he, as the 
door closed, " and made *to feel detraction virtue !' — But 
since Lady Cecilia cannot help smiling at that, I am ac- 
quitted, and encouraged to sin again the first opportunity. 
But Lady Davenant shall not be by, nor Lord Davenant 
either." 

Lady Cecilia sat down to write a note, and Mr. Churchill 
walked round the room in a course of critical obser- 
vation on the pictures, of which, as of every thing ejse, 
he was a supreme judge. At last he put his eye and his 
glass down to something which singularly attracted his 
attention on one of the marble tables. 

" Pretty," said Lady Cecilia, " pretty, are not they 1— 
though one's so tired of them — everywhere now — those 
doves !" 

" Doves !" said Churchill, " what I am admiring are 
gloves, are not they, Miss Stanley ?" said he, pointii^ to 
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an old pair of gloves> which, much wrinkled and squeezed 
together, lay on the beautiful marble in rather an un- 
sightly lump. 

" Poor Doctor V ," cried Helen to Cecilia ; " that 

poor Doctor V is as absent as ever ! he is gone^ 

and has forgotten his gloves !" 

" Absent ! oh, as ever !" said Lady Cecilia, going on 
with her note, " the most absent man alive/' 

" Too much of- that sort of thing I think there is ia 

Doctor V ," pursued Churchill, " a touch of absence 

of mind, giving the idea of high abstractioif, becomes a 
learned man well enough; but then it should only be 
sUght, as a sauv^on of rouge, which may become a pretty 
woman; all depends on the measure, the taste, with 
which these things are mana^gied — ^put on.'' 

" There is notMng managed, nothing put on in Doctor 

V ," cried Helen, eagerly, her colour rising, •* it is all 

perfectly sincere, true in him, whatever it be." 

Beauclerc put down his book. 

" All {perfectly true ! You really think so. Miss Stan- 
ley?" said Churchill, smiling and looking superior down« 

** I do indeed," cried Helen, 

" Charming — so young ! How I do love that fresh- 
ness of mind !" 

" Impertinent fellow ! I could knock him down," felt 
Beauclerc. 

"And you think all Doctor V 's humility truel" 

said Churchill. 

** Yes, perfectly" ! said Helen; " but I do not wonder 
you are surprised at it, Mr. Churchill." 

She meant no malice^ though for a moment he thought 
she did; and he winced under Beauclerc's smile. 

** 1 do not wonder that any one who does not know 

Doctor V should be surprised by his great humility," 

added Helen. 

*i You me sure that it is not pride that apes humility t^ 
fu^ed Churchill. 

" Yes, quite sure !" 

"Yet," said Churchill (putting his malicious finger 
through a great hole in the thumb of the doctor's glove), 
" I should have fancied that I saw vanity through . the 
holes in these gloves, as through the philosopher's cloak 
of old." 

'' Horace is a famous fellow for picking holes and 
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making much of them, Miss Stanley, you see,"" said the 
aidr4e-camp. 

" Vanity ! Doctor V has no vanity !" said Helen, 

v^ if you knew him." 

""Wo vanity! Whom does Miss Stanley mean t" cried 
the aid-de-camp. " No vanity ! that's good. Who t ^ 
Horace 1" 

^''Mauvais plaisantV* Horace put him by, and, hap- 
pily not easily put out of countenance, he continued to 
Helen, 

" You give the good doctor credit, too, for all his 
nawetS ?" said Churchill. 

"He does not want credit for it," said Helen; "he 
really has it." 

" I wish I could see things as you do. Miss Stanley." 

" Show him that, Helen," cried Lady Ceciha, looking 

at a table beside them, on which lay one of those dio- 

• ramie prints which appear all a confusion of hues till 

, you look at them in their right point of view. " Show 

him that— it all depends, and so does' seeing characters, 

oh getting the right point of view." 

" Ingenious !" said Churchill, tr3ring to catch the right 
position ; " but 1 can't, I own — " then abruptly resuming, 
" Naivete charms me at fifteen," and his eye glanced at 
Helen, then was retracted, then returning to his point 
of view, " at eighteen perhaps may do," and his eyes 
again turned to Helen, " at eighteen — ^it captivates me 
quite," and his eye dwelt. " But naivete at past fifty, 
verging to sixty, is quite another thing, really rather too 
much for me. I like all things in season, and above all, 
simplicity will not bear long keeping. I have the 
greatest respect possible for our learned and excellent 
friend, but I wish this could be any way suggested to 
him, and that he would lay aside this out-of-season sim- 
plicity." 

" He cannot lay aside his nature," said Helen, " and I 
am glad of it, it is such a good nature." 

" Kind-hearted creature he is. I never heard him say 
a severe word of any one," said Lady Cecilia. 

" What a sweet man he must be ?" said Horace, mak- 
ing a face at which none present, not even Helen, could 
forbear to smile. " His heart, I am sure, is in the right 

Elace always. I only wish one could say the same of 
is wig. And would it be amiss if he sometimes (I 



Il 



HSLBN. 143 

would not be too hard upon him, Miss Stanley), once a 
fortnight, suppose — ^brushed, or caused to be brushed, 
that coat ofhisl" 

" You have dusted his jacket for him famously, Hor- 
ace, I think," said the aid-de-camp. 

At this instant the door opened, and in came the doc- 
tor himself. 

Lady Cecilia's hand was outstretched with her note, 
thinking, as the door opened, that she should see the 
servant-come in, for v^hom she had rung. 

" What surprises you all so, my good friends V said 
the doctor, stopping and looking round in all his native 
simplicity. 

** My dear doctor," said Lady Cecilia, " only we all 
thought you were gone — that's all." 

" And I am not gone, that's all. I staid to write a 
letter, and I am come here to look for— but I cannot find 
— my — " 

" Your gloves, perhaps, doctor, you are looking for," 
said Churchill, going forward, and with an air of the 
greatest respect and consideration, both for the gloves 
and for their owner, he presented them ; then shook the 
doctor by the hand, with a cordiality which the good 
soul thought truly English, and, bowmg him out, added, 
"How proud he had been to make his acquaintance, — 
au revoir, he hoped, in Park Lane." 

" Oh you treacherous — !" cried Lady Cecilia, turning 
to Horace, as soon as the unsuspecting philosopher was 
fairly gone. '*Too bad really! If he were not the 
most simple-minded creature extant, he must have seen, 
suspected, something from your look ; and what would 
have become of you if the doctor had come in one 
moment sooner, and had heard you— I was really fright- 
ened." 

" Frightened ! so was I, almost out of my wits," said 
Churchill: "jLe* revenans always frighten one; and 
they never hear any good of themselves, for which 
reason I make it a principle, when once I have left a 
room, full of friends especially, never — never to go back. 
My ffloves, my hat, my coat, I'd leave, sooner than lose 
my friends. Once I heard it said, by one who knew the 
world and human nature better than any of us— once I 
heard it said in jest, but in sober earnest I say, that I 
wc^d not Cor more than I am worth be placed, without 
his kiowmg it, within earshot 6f my best friend." 
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*^ What sort of a best friend can yours be ?" cried 
Beauclerc. 

" Much like other people's, I suppose,'' replied Horace, 
speaking with perfect nonchalance — •* much like other 

People's best friends. Whosoever expects to find better, 
guess, will find worse, if he live in the world we lire 
in." 

" May I go out of the world before I believe or sus- 
pect any such thing !" cried Beauclerc. " Rather than 
nave the Roman curse light upon me, * May you survive 
all your friends and relations !' may I die a thousand 
times !" 

" Who talks of dying, in a voice so sweet — a voice so 
loud V said provoking- Horace, in his calm, well-bred 
tone ; " for my part, I, who have the honour of speaking 
to you, can boast, that never since I was of years of dis- 
cretion (counting new style, beginning at thirteen, of 
course) — never have I lost a friend, a sincere friend — 
never, for this irrefragable reason — since that nonage, 
never was I such a neophyte as to fancy I . had found 
that lusus natural^ a friend perfectly sincere." 

" How I pity you !" cried Beauclerc, ** if you are in 
earnest ; but in earnest you can't be." 

" Pardon me, I can, and I am. And, in earnest, you 
will oblige me, Mr. Beauclerc, if you will spare me your 
pity : for, all things in this world considered," said Hor- 
ace Churchill, drawing himself up, " 1 do not conceive 
that I am much an object of pity." Then, turning upon 
his heel, he walked away, conscious however, half an 
instant afterward, that he had drawn himself up too 
high, and that for a moment his temper had spoiled his 
tone, and betrayed him into a look and manner too 
boastful, bordering on the ridiculous. He was in haste 
to repair the error. 

Not Garrick, in the height of his celebrity and of his 
susceptibility, was ever more anxious than Horace 
Churchill to avert the stroke of ridicule — ^to guard 
against the dreaded smile. As he walked away, he felt 
behind his back that those he left were smiling in 
silence. 

Lady Cecilia had thrown herself on a sofa, resting, 
after the labour of VSloquence de billet. He stopped, aiKl 
leaning over the back of the sofa on which she reclinedy 
repeated an Italian line in which was the word **pavon' 
eggiarn,'' 
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•My dear Lady Cecilia, you, who understand and 
feel Italian so well, how expressive are some of their 
words ! Pavoneggiarsi ! — untranslatable. One cannot 
say well in Engusb, to peacock one's self. To make 
one's self like unto a peacock is flat ; but, pavoneggiarti^* 
action, passion, picture, all in one 1 To piume one's self 
comes nearest to it ; but the word cannot be given, even 
by equivalents, in English ; nor can it be naturahced, 
because, in fact, we have not the feeling. An English- 
man is too proud to boast — ^too bashful to strut ; if even 
he peacocks himself^ it is in a moment of anger, not in 
display. The language of every country," continued 
he, raising his voice, m order to reach Lady Davenant, 
who just then returned to the room, as he did not wish 
to waste a philosophical observation on Lady Cecilia — 
** the language of every country is, to a certain degree, 
evidence in record, history of its character and man- 
ners." Then, lowering his voice almost to a whisper, 
but very distinct, turning while he spoke, so as to make 
sure that Miss Stanley heard — ^*' Your young friend this 
morning quite captivated me by her nature — nature, the 
thing that now is most uncommon^ a real natural woman ; 
and when in a beauty, how charming ! How delicious 
when one meets with effusion de caur : a young lady, 
too, who speaks pure English, not a leash of languages 
at once ; and cultivated, too, your friend is, for one does 
not like ignorance, if one could have knowledge with» 
out pretension — so hard to find the golden mean ! — and 
if one could find it, one might not be nearer to — " 

Lady Cecilia listened for the finishing word, but none 
came. It all ended in a sigh to be interpreted as 
she pleased. A look towards the ottoman, where 
Beauclerc had now taken his seat beside Miss Stanley, 
seemed to point the meaning out: but Lady Cecilia 
knew her man too well to seem to understand him. 

Beauclerc, seated on the ottoman, was showing to 
Helen some passages in the book he was reading ; sh^ 
read with attention, and from time to time looked up 
with a smile of intelligence and approbation. What 
either said Horace could not hear, and he was the more 
curious, and when the book was put down, after care- 
lessly opening others he took it up. Very much sur- 
prised was he to find it neither novel nor poem : many 
passages were marked with pencil notes of approbation, 
he took it for granted these were Beauclerc's ; there he 
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was mistaken, they were Lady Davenaiit's. She was 
at her work-table. Horace, book in hand, approached ; 
the book was not in his line, it was more scientific than 
literary — ^it was for posterity more than for the day ; he 
had only turned it over as literary men turn over 
scientific books, to seize what may serve for a new 
simile or a good allusion ; besides, among his philoso- 
phical fhends, the book being talked of, it was well to 
know enough of it to have something to say,^and he had 
said welly very judiciously he had praised it among the 
elect ; but now it was his fancy to depreciate it with all 
his might ; not that he disliked the author or the work 
now more than he had done before, but he was in the 
humour to take the opposite side from Beauclerc ; so he 
threw the book from him contemptuously. 

'* Rather a slight hasty thing, in my opmion," said he. 

Beauclerc^s eyes took fire as he exclaimed, '* Slight ! 
hasty ! this most noble, most solid work !" 

** Solid in your opinion," said Churchill, with a smile 
deferential, slightly sneering. 

*< Our own c^iniCHi is all that either of us can give,^ 
said Beauclerc ; " in my opinion it is the finest view of 
the progress of natural philosophy, the most enlarged, 
the most just in its judgments of the past, and in its 
prescience of the future ; in the richness of experimental 
knowledge, in its theoretic invention, the greatest 
work by any one individual since the time of Bacon." 

" And Bacon is under your protection too V 

" Protection ! my protection 1" said Beauclerc. 

** Pardon me, I simply meant to ask if you are one of 
those who swear by Lord Verulam." 

"1 swear by no man^I do not swear at all, not on 
philosophical subjects especially; swearing adds nothing 
to faith," said Beauclerc. 

" I stand corrected," said Churchill, " and I would go 
further, and add, that in argument enthusiasm adds 
nothing to reason — much as I admire, as we all admire,."" 
glancing at Miss Stanley, " that enthusiasm with which 
this favoured work has been advocated I" 

" I could not help speaking warmly," cried Beauclerc ; 
'* it is a book to inspire enthusiasm ; there is such a 
noble spirit all through it, so pure from petty passions, 
from all vulgar jealousies, all low concerns ! Judge of a 
book, somebody says, by the impression it leaves on 
your mind when you lay it down : this book stands that 
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test, at least with me ; I lay it down with such a wish to 
follow — ^with steps ever so itnequal, still to follow 
where it points the way." 

*^ Bravo ! bravissimo ! hear him, hear him ! print him, 
print him ! hot-press from the author to the author, hot- 
press !" cried Churchill, and he laug^hed. 

Like one suddenly wakened from the trance of enthu- 
siasm by the cold touch of ridicule, stood Beauclerc, 
brought down from heaven to earth, and bv^hat horrid 
little laugh, not the heart's lamgh./ 

" But my being ridiculous does not make my, cause so, 
and that is a comfort." 

" And another comfort you may have, my dear Gran- 
ville," said Lady Davenant, " that ridicule is not the test 
of truth ; truth should be the test of ridicule." 

'' But where is the book ?" continued Beauclerc. 

Helen gave it to him. 

" Now, Mr. Churchill," said Beauclerc, "1 am really 
aaxious, I know you are such a good critic, will you 
show me these faults ? blame as well as praise must 
always be valuable from those who themselves excel." 

" You are too good," said ChurchiU. 

^* Will you then be good enough to point out the 
errors for me ?" 

" Oh, by no means," cried Churchill, " don't note me, 
do not quote me, I am nobody, and I cannot give up my 
authorities." 

" But the truth is all I want to get at," said Beauclerc. 

" Let her rest, my dear sir, at the bottom of her well ; 
there she is, and there she will be for ever and ever, and 
depend . upon it none of our windlassing will ever bring 
her up." 

*'Such an author as this," continued Beauclerc, 
" would have been so glad to have corrected any error." 

*' So every author tells you, but I never saw one of 
them who did not look blank at a list of errata — if you 
knew how little one is thanked for them !" 

"But vou would be thanked now," said Beauclerc: 
" the faults in style, at least." 

" Nay, 1 am no critic," said Churchill, confident in his 
habits of literary detection ; " but if you ask me," said 
he, as he disdainfully flirted the leaves back and forward 
with a " There now !" and " Here now !" " We should 
not call that good writing — you could not think this cor- 
G3 
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lect ? I may be wrong, but I should not use this phrase. 
Hardly English that — colloquial, I think ; and thia 
awkward ablative case absolute — never admitted now.'* 

"Thank you,** said Beauclerc, "these faults are 
easily mended." 

" Easily mended, say you? I say, better make a new 
wie.'* 

" Who c?ould 1" said Beanderc. 

" How many faults you see," said Helen, " which I 
should never have perceived unless you had pointed 
them out, and I am sorry to know them now." 

Smiling at Helen's look of sincere mortification, in 
eontrast at this moment with Mr. Churchill's ?dr of 
satisfied critical pride. Lady Davenant said, 

** Why sorry, my dear Helen 1 No human work can 
be perfect; Mr. Churchill may be proud of that strength 
of eye which in such a powerfii light can count the 
spots. But whether it be the best use to make of his 
eyes, or the best use that can be made of the light,, re 
ttiains to be considered." 



CHAPTER XV. 

Betond measure was Churchill provoked to find Lady 
Davenant against him^ and on the same side as Granville 
Beauclerc — all wiused to contradiction in his own soci- 
ety, where he had long been supreme, he felt a differ- 
ence pf opinion so sturdily maintained as a personal 
insult. 

For so young a man as Beaucie^c, yet unknown to 
fame, not only to challenge the combat but to obtain the 
victory, was intolerable ; and the more so, because his 
young opponent appeared no ways elated or surprised, 
but seemed satisfied to attribute his success tathegood« 
ness of his cause. 

Churchill had hitherto always managed wisely his 
great stakes and pretensions in both the fashionable and 
literary world. He had never actually published any 
thing except a clever article or two in a review, or an 
epigram, attributed to him but not acknowledged. Hal^> 
ing avoided giving his measure^ it was believed he waa 
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aboye all vfho had been publicly tried— it was alwa3r8 
said — '^ If Horace Churchill would but publish, he would 
surpass every other author of our times." 

Churchill accordingly dreaded and hated all who 
might by possibility approach the throne of fashion, or 
interfere with his dictatorship in a certain literary set 
in London, and from this moment he began cordially to 
detest Beauclerc — ^he viewed him with scornful yet with 
jealous eyes ; but his was the jealousy of vanity, not 
of love ; it regarded Lady Davenant and his fashionable 
reputation in the first [dace — Helen only in the second. 

Lady Davenant observed all this, and was anxious to 
know how much or how little Helen had seen, and what 
degree of interest it excited in her mind. One morn- 
ing, when they were alone together, looking over a 
cabinet of cameos, Lady Davenant pointed to one which 
she thought like Mr. Beauclerc. Helen did not see the 
likeness. 

" People see likenesses very differently," said Lady 
Davenant. " But you and I, Helen, usually see charac- 
ters, if not faces, with the same eyes. I have been 
thinking of these two gentlemen, Mr. Churchill and Mr. 
Beauclerc — ^which do you think the most agreeable V 

**Mr. Churchill is amusing certainly," said Helen, 
" but I think Mr. Beauclerc^s conversation much more 
interesting — though Mr. Churchill is agreeable, some- 
times — ^when — " 

" When he flatters you," said Lady Davenant. 

" When he is not satirical — I was going to say," said 
Helen. 

" There is a continual petty brilliancy, a petty effort 
too," continued Lady Davenant, ** in Mr. Churchill, that 
tires me — sparks struck perpetually, but then you hear 
the striking of the flints, the clink of the tinder-box." 

Helen, though she admitted the tinder-box, thought it 
too low a comparison. She thought Churchill's were 
not mere sparks. 

" Well, fireworks if you will," said Lady Davenant, 
** that rise, blaze, burst, fall, and leave you m darkness, 
and with a disagreeable smell too ; and it's all/eu (Partifice 
after all. Now in Beauclerc there is too little art and 
too ardent nature. Some French friends of mine who 
knew both said of Mr. Churchill, * De P esprit on nepeuf pas 
^us, mime d Paris, the highest comphment a Parisian 
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can pay, but they allowed that BeaUclerc had ' heaucoup 
plus ePame,^ " 

** Yes," said Helen ; " how far superior !'•' 

" It has been said," continued Ladjr Davenant, *' that 
it is safer to judge of men by their actions than by their 
words, but there are few actions and many words in 
life ; and if women would avail themselves of their 
daily, hourly opportunities of judging people by their 
words, they would get at the natural characters, or, what 
is of just as much consequence, they would pene- 
trate through the acquired habits ; and here, Helen, you 
have two good studies before you." 

Preoccupied as Helen was with the certainty of Beau- 
elerc being an engaged, almost a married man, and 
looking, as she did, on Churchill as one who must con- 
sider her utterly beneath his notice, she listened to Lady 
Davenant's remarks as she would have done to obser-^ 
vations about two characters in a novel or on the stage. 

As Churchill could not immediately manifest his 
hatred of Beauclerc, it worked inwardly the more. He 
did not sleep well this night, and when he got up in the 
morning, there was something the matter with him. 
Nervous, bilious — cross it could not be ; joumalier (a 
French word settles every tYdngy-^ourrudier he allowed 
he was; he rather gloried in it, because his being per- 
mitted to be so proved his power — ^his prerogative of 
fortune and talent combined. 

In the vast competition of the London world, it is not 
permitted to every man to be in his humour or oiit of 
his humour at pleasure ; but, by an uncommon comln- 
nation of circumstances, Churchill had established his 
privilege of caprice ; he was allowed to have his bad 
and his good days, and the highest people and the finest 
smiled, and submitted to his ^^ cacliet de faveur et de dis- 
^ace;^^ and when he was sulky, rude, or snappish, called 
It only Horace Churchill's way. They even prided 
themselves on his preferences and his aversions. " Hor- 
ace is always charming when he is with us." — " With 
me you have no idea how delightful he is." — " Indeed I 
must do him the justice to say that I never found him 
otherwise." — ^While the less favoured permitted him to 
be as rud^ as he pleased, and only petted him, and told 
of his odd ways to those who sighed in vain to have him 
at their parties. But Lady Davenant was not a person 
to pet or spoil a child of any age, and to the general 
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Mr. Churchill was not particularly a^preeable — ^not hif 
sort ; while to Lady Cecilia, secure in grace, beauty, and 
fashion, his humours were only matter of amusement, 
and she bore with him pleasantly and laughingly. 

^* Such weather !" cried he in a querulous tone ; " how 
can a man have any sense in such weather t Some for- 
eigner says, that the odious climate of England is an 
over-balance for her good constitution. The sun of 
the south is in truth weU worth the liberty of the north. 
It is a sad thing," said he, with a very sentimental air, 
** that a free-bom Briton should be servile to these skyey 
influences ;" and, grumbling on, he looked out of the 
window as cross as he pleased, and nobody minded him. 
Ths aid-de-camp civilly agreed with him that it was hor- 
rid weather, and likely to rain, and it did rain ; and every 
one knows how men, like children, are in certain circum- 
stances affected miserably by a rainy day. There was 
no going out ; horses at the door, and obliged to be dis- 
missed. Well, since there could be no riifing, the next 
best thing, the aid-de camp thought, was to talk of 
horses, and the officers all grew eager, and Churchill 
had a mind to exert himself so far as to show them that 
he knew more of the matter than they did ; that he was 
no mere book-man ; but on this unlucky day all went 
wrong. It happened that Horace fell into some griev- 
ous error concerning the genealogy of a famous race- 
horse, and disconcerted more than he would have been 
at being convicted of any degree of moral turpitude, 
vexed and ashamed, he talked no more of Newmarket 
or of Doncaster, left the race-ground to those who 
prided themselves on the excellences of their four- 
footed betters, and lounged into the billiard-room. 

He found Lady Cecilia playing with Beauclerc ; Miss 
Stanley was looking on. Churchill was a famous bil- 
hard-player, and took his turn to show how much bet- 
ter than Beauclerc he performed, but this day his hand 
was out, his eye not good ; he committed blunders of 
which a novice might have been ashamed ; took his an- 
tagnoist's ball for his own, ran a coup, and finished in a 
passion by tearing the cloth with his cue. And there 
was Miss Stanley and there was Beauclerc by to see ! 
and Beauclerc pitied him ! 

O line extreme of human misery ! 
*He retreated to the book-room, but there the intellecUial 
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Horace, with all the sages, poets, and novelists of 
every age within his reach, reached them not ; but with 
his hands in his pockets, like any squire or schoolboy 
under the load of ignorance or penalties of idleness, 
stood before the chimney-piece, eying the pendule, and 
verily believing that this morning the hands went back- 
ward. Dressing-time at last came, and dinner-time, 
bringing relief how often to man and child ill-tempered ; 
but this day to Churchill dinner brought onlyjliaCQiXl- 
fitujcfijacorsfijl i srnmfited. 

Some of the neighbouring families were to dine at 
Clarendon Park. Mr. Churchill abhorred country neigh- 
bours and country gentlemen. Among these, however, 
were some not unworthy to be perceived by him ; and 
besides these, there were some foreign officers ; one in 
particular, from Spain, of high rank and birth, of the 
sangre aztda, the blue blood, who have the privilege of 
the silken cord if they should come to be hanged. This 
Spaniard was a man of distinguished talent, smd for him 
Horace might have been expected to shine out ; it was 
his pleasure, however, this day to disappoint expecta- 
tions, and to do "the dishonours of his country." He 
would talk only of eating, of which he was privileged 
not only to speak but to judge, and pronounce upon en 
dernier ressort, though this was only an air, for he was 
not really a gourmand; but after ogling through his 
glass the distant dishes, when they with a wish came 
nigh, he, after a cursory glance or a close inspection, 
made them with a nod retire. 

At last he thought an opportunity offered for bringing 
in a well-prepared anecdote which he had about Cam- 
bageres, and a hot blackbird and white feet, but unluckily 
a country gentleman would tell some history of a battle 
between poachers and gamekeepers, which fixed the 
attention of the company till the moment for the anec- 
dote was past. 

Horace left his tale untold, and spoke word never more 
till a subject was started on which he thought he could 
come out unrivalled. General Clarendon had some re- 
markably good wines. Churchill was referred to as a 
judge, and he allowed them to be all good, but he prided 
himself on possessing a certain Spanish wine, esteemed 
above all price, because not to be had for money — amon- 
tillado is its name. Horace appealed to the Spanish 
officer, who confirmed air he said of this vinous phe- 
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nomenon. " No cultivator can be certain of prodncing 
it. It had puzzled, almost to death, all the growers of 
Xeres : it is a variety of sherry, almost as cufScuit to 
judge of as to procure." 

But Mr. Churchill boasted he had some, undoubtedly 
genuine ; he added, •* that Spanish judges had assured 
him his taste was so accurate he might venture to 
pronounce upon the difficult question of amontillado or 
not." 

While he yet spoke. General Clarendon, unawares, 
placed before him some of this very fine wine, which, 
as he finished speaking, Churchill swallowed without 
knowing it from some other sherry which he had been 
drinking. He would have questioned that it was genu- 
ine, but the Spaniard, as far as he could pretend to judge, 
thought it unquestionable. 

Churchill's countenance fell in a manner that quite 
surprised Helen, and exceedingly amused Lady Cecilia. 
He was more mortified and vexed by this failure than 
by all the rest, for the whole table smiled. 

The evening of this day of misfortune was not brighter 
than the morning, everything was wrong — even at night 
—at night when at last the dinner company, the country 
visiters, relieved him from their presence, and when 
some comfort might be had, he thoucht, stretched in a 
good easy-chair — Lord Davenant had set him the ex- 
ample. But something had happened to all the chairs, — 
there were a variety of fashionable kinds ; he tried them 
by turns, but none of them this ni^t would suit him. Yet 
Lady Cecilia maintained (for the general had chosen 
them) that they were each and all of them in their way 
comfortable, in the full English spirit of the word, and 
according to the French explanation of com/br^oi/e, given 
to us by the Duchess d^ Abrantes, convenablemeni bon ; but 
in compassion to Mr. Churchill^s fastidious restlessness, 
she would now show him a perfection of a chair which 
she had just had made for her own boudoir. She or- 
dered that it should be brought, and in it rolled, and it 
was looked at in every direction and sat in, and no fault 
could be found with it, even by the great fault-finder ; 
but what was it called ? It was neither a lounger, nor a 
dormouse, nor a Cooper, nor a Nelson, nor a kangaroo : 
a chair without a name would never do -/ in all things 
fkshionable the name is more than half. Such a happy 
name as kangaroo Lady Cecilia despaired of finding far 
G3 
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her new farourite, but she begged some one would gire 
it a good one^ whoever gave her the best name should 
be invited to the honours and pleasures of the sitting in 
this chair for the rest of the night. 

Her eyes, and aU eyes, turned upon Mr. Churchill, but 
whether the occasion was too great, or that his desire 
to satisfy the raised expectation of the public was too 
high-strained, or that the time was out of joint, or that ' 
he was out of sorts, the fact was, he could find no name. 

Beauclerc, who had not yet tried the chair, sank into 
its luxurious depth, and leaning back, asked if it might 
not be appropriately called the " Sleepy-hollow.'* 

" Sleepy-hoUo w !" repeated Lady .Cecilia, " excellent !" 
and by acclamation " Sleepy-hoUow" was approved ; but 
when Beauclerc was invited to the honours of t^e sitting, 
he declined, declaring that the name was not his inven- 
tion, only his recollection ; it had been given by a friend 
of his to some such easy-chair. 

This magnanimity was too much for Horace; he 
looked at lus watch, found it was bed-time, pushed the 
chair out of his way, and departed ; Beauclerc, the first 
ftnd last idea in this his-day of -mortifications. 

Seeing a man subject to these petty irritations lowers 
him in the eyes of woman. For that susceptibility of 
temper arising from the jealousy of love, even when 
excited by trifles, woman makes all reasonable, all 
natural aUowance ; but for the jealousy of self-love she 
has no pity. Unsuited to the manly character! 
Helen thought, and so every woman thinks. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

It was expected by all who had witnessed his discom- 
fiture and his parting push to the chair, that Mr. Churchill 
would be off early in the morning — such was his wont 
when he was disturbed in vanity : but he reappeared at 
breakfast. 

This day was a good day with Horace ; he determined 
it should be so, and though it was apun a wet day, he 
now showed that he could rule/the weather of his own 
humour, when intensity of will was wakened by rivalry. 
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He made himself most agreeable, and the m:m of yc iter- 
day was forgotten or remembered only as a fo'l to the 
man of to-day. The words he so much loved to hear, 
and to which he had so often surreptitiously listened, 
were now repeated — " No- one can be so agreeable as 
Horace Churchill js on his good days !" 

Bright he shone out, all gayety and graciousness : the 
cachet defaveur was for all, but its finest impression Vas 
for Helen. He tried flattery and wit, each playing on 
the other with reflected and reflecting lustre, for a 
woman naturally says to herself, " When this man has 
80 much wit, ma flattery even must be worth some- 
thing." 

And another day came, and another, and another party 
of friends filled the house, and still Mr. Churchill re- 
mained, and was now the delight of all. As far as con- 
cerned his successes in society, no one was more ready 
to join in applause than Beauclerc; but when Helen 
was in question he was different, though he had reasoned 
himself into the belief that he could not yet love Miss 
Stanley, therefore he could not be jealous. But he had 
been glad to observe that she had from the first seemed 
to see what sort of a person Mr. Churchill was. She 
was now only amused, as everybody must be, but she 
would never be interested by such a man as Horace 
Churchill, a wit without a soul. If she were — why he 
could never feel any further interest about her — that 
was all ! 

So it went on ; and now Lady Cecilia was as much 
amused as she expected by these daily jealousies, con- 
flicts, and comparisons/the feelings perpetually tricking 
themselves out, and strutting about, calling themselves 
jodgments/fike the servants in Gil Bias in their masters' 
clothes, going about as counts, dukes, and grandees. 

" Well, resdly," said Lady Cecilia to Helen, one day, 
as she was standing near her tambour-fra#ie, " you art 
an industrious creature, and the only very industrious 
person I ever could bear. I have myself a qatural 
aversion to a needle, but that tambour-needle 1 can 
better endure than a common one, because, in the first 
place, it makes a little noise in the world ; one not only 
sees but hears it getting on ; one finds, that without 
dragging' it draw^at every link atengthened chain." 

"It is called chainstitch, is it notV said gie aid-de- 
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camp ^ " and Miss Stanley is working on so famously 
fiast at it, she will have us all in her chains by-and-by." 

"Bow, Miss Stanley," said Lady Cecifia; "that 
pretty compliment deserves at least a bow, if not a 
look-up." 

" I should prefer a look-down, if I were to choose," 
said Churchill. 

"Beggars must not be choosers," said the aid«de- 
camp. 

" But the very reason I can bear to look at you work- 
ing, Helen," continued Lady Cecilia, " is, because you 
do look up so often— so refreshingly. The professed 
notables I detest— those who never raise their eyes 
from their everlasting work; whatever is said, read, 
thought, or felt is with them of secondary importance 
to that bit of muslin in which they are making holes, or 
that bit of canvass on which they are perpetrating such 
figures or flowers as nature scorns to look upon. I did 
not mean any thing against you, mamma, I assure you," 
continued Cecilia, turning to her mother, who was also 
at her embroidering frame, "because, though you do 
work, or have work before you, to do you justice, you 
never attend to it in the least." 

" Thank you ! my dear Cecilia," said Lady Davenant, 
smiling ; " I am, indeed, a sad bungler, but still 1 shall 
always maintain a great respect for work and workers, 
and I have good reasons for it." 

" And so have I," said Lord Davenant. " I only wish 
that men who do not know what to do with their hands 
were not ashamed to sew. If custom had but allowed 
us-this resource, how many valuable hves, might have 
been saved, how many rich ennuy^s would not have 
hung themselves, even in November ! What years of 
war, what overthrow of empires might have been 
avoided, if pnnces and sultans, instead of throwing hand- 
kerchiefs, han but hemmed them !" 

" No, no," said Lady Davenant, " recollect that the 
race of Spanish kings has somewhat deteriorated since 
they exchanged the sword for the tambour-frame. We 
had better have things as they are : leave us the privi- 
lege of the needle, and what a valuable resource it is ; 
soverei^ against the root of all evil — an antidote both 
to love m idleness arifl hate in idleneip — which is most 
to be dreided, let those who have felt both decide. I 
think we ladies must be allowed to keep the privilege 
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of the needle to onrselves, humble though it be, for we 
must allow it is a good one." 

'* Good at need," said Churchill. " There is an excel- 
lent print, by Bouck, I believe, of an old woman beating 
the devil with a distaff : distaffs have been out of fashion 
with spinsters ever since, I fancy." 

" But as she was old, Churchill," said Lord Davenant, 
" might not your lady have defied his black majesty, 
without her distaff?" 

*' His black majesty ! I admire your distinction, my 

lord," said Churchill, " but give it more emphasis ; for 

all kings are not black in the eyes of the fair, it is said, 

yon know." And here he began an anecdote of regal 

* scandal, in which Lady Cecilia stopped him — 

" Now, Horace, I protest sigainst your beginning with 
scandal so early in the morning. None of your on dits^ 
for decency's sake, before luncheon ; wait till evening.'' 

Churchill coughed, and shrugged, and sighed, and de- 
clared he would be temperate ; he would not touch a 
character, upon his honour ; he would only indulge in a 
few little personalities; it could not hurt any lady's 
feelings that he should criticise or praise absent beau- 
ties. So he just made a review of all he could recollect, 
in answer to a question one of the officers. Captain 
Warmsley, had asked him, and which, in an absent nt, he 
had had the ill-manners yesterday, as now he recollected, 
not to answer — Whom he considered as altogether the 
handsomest woman of his acquaintance! Beauclerc 
was now in the room, and Horace was proud to display, 
before him in particular, his infinite knowledge of all the 
fair and fashionable, and all that might be admitted 
fashionable without being fair — all that have the je ne 
sais ^oi, which is than beauty dearer. As one conscious 
of his power to consecrate or desecrate, by one look of 
disdain or one word of praise, he stood ; and beginning 
at the lowest conceivable point, his uttermost notion of 
want of beauty — his laid ideal, naming one whose ima^e, 
no doubt, every charitable imagination will here supply, 
Horace next fixed upon another for his mediocrity point 
—what he should call just " well enough" — assez bien, 
assez — just up to the Beliasis motto, ^'' Bonne et belle 
assez.** Then, in the ascending scale, he rose to those 
who, in common parlance, may be called charming, 
fascinating ; and still for each he had his fastidious look 
and depreciating word. Just keeping within the verge, 
14 
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Horace, without exposing himself to the ridicule of cox 
coinbry, ended by sighing for that being " made of every 
creature's best" — ^perfect, yet free from the curse of per* 
fection. Then, suddenly turning to Beauclerc, and tap- 
ping him on the shoulder — " Do give us your notions-^ 
to what sort of a body or mind, now, would you willingly 
bend the knee V 

Beauclerc could not or would not tell — ♦* I only know 
that whenever I bend the knee," said he, " it will be 
because I cannot help it !" 

Beauclerc could not be drawn out either by Churchiirs 
persiflage or flattery, and he tried both, to talk of his 
tastes or opinions of women. He felt too much 
perhaps about love to talk much about it. This all 
agreed well in Helen's imagination with what Lady Ce- 
cilia had told her of his secret engagement. She was 
sure he was thinking of Lady Blanche, and that he could 
not venture to describe her, lest he should betray him- 
self and his secret. Then, leaving Churchill and the 
talkers, he walked up and down the room alone, at the 
farther side, seeming as if he were recollecting some 
lines which he repeated to himself, and then stopping 
before Lady Cecilia, repeated to her, in a very low 
voice, the following. 

" 1 saw her upon nearer view, 

/ A spirit, yet a woman too ! 

^,^ Her household motions light and free, 

. And steps of virgin liberty ; 

>' - A countenance in which did meet 

- ^ ^.^^ J Sweet records, promises as sweet ; 

^ . > ■ A creature not too bright or good 

V -^ « »^'^ •^**' human nature's daily food ; 

, .. " \ ' For-transient sorrows, simple wiles, 

.^; As Praise, blame, love, kisses, tears, and smiles." 

Helen thought Lady Blanche must be a charming 
creature if she was like this picture ; but somehow, 
as she afterward told Lady Cecilia, she had formed a 
different idea of Lady Blanche Forrester. Cecilia 
smiled, and asked, " How ! different how 1" 

Helen did not exactly know, but altogether she had 
imagined that she must be more of a heroine, or per- 
haps more of a woman of rank and fashion. She had 
not formed any exact idea — ^but different altogether 
from this description ; Lady Cecilia again smil^, aiul 
said, 
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. ^ Very natural ; and, after all, not yerv certain that the 
Lady Blanche is like this picture) which was not drawn 
for her or from her assuredly — a resemblance found only 
in the imagination, to which we are all of us, more or 
less, dupes ; and tarU mieuXf say I — tantpU^ says mamma 
—and sdl mothers." 

*' There is one thing I like better in Mr. Beauclerc's 
manners than in Mr. Churchill," said Helen. 

" There are a hundred I like better," said Lady Ce- 
cilia, " but what is your one thing 1" 

'' That he always speaks of woman in general with 
respect — ^as if he had more confidence in them, and 
more dependence upon them for his happiness. Now 
Mr. Churchill, with all the adoration he professes, seems 
to look upon them as idols that he can set up or pull 
down, bend the knee to or break to pieces, at pleasure 
/^I could not like a man for a friend who had a bad, or 
( even a contemptuous, opinion of women — could you, 
Cecilia?" 

" Certainly not," Lady Cecilia said ; the general had 
always, naturally, the greatest respect for women. 
Whatever prejudices he had taken up had been only 
caught from others, and lasted only till he had got rid of 
the impression of certain " untoward circumstances." 
Even a grave, serious dislike, both Lady Cecilia and 
Helen agreed that they could bear better than that per- 
siflage which seemed to mock even while it most pro- 
fessed to admire. 

Horace presently discovered the mistakes he had 
made in his attempts, and repaired them as fast as he 
could by his infinite versatility. The changes shaded 
off with a skill which made them run easily into each 
other. He perceived that Mr. Beauclerc^s respectful 
aii^ and tone were preferred, and he now laid himself 
out in the respectfid line, adding, as he flattered him- 
self, something of a finer point, more polish in whatever 
he said, and with more weight of authority. 

But he was mortified to find that it did not produce 
the expected effect, and, after having done the respect- 
ful one morning, as he fancied, in the happiest manner, 
he was vexed to perceive that he not only could not 
raise Helen's eyes from her work, but that even Lady 
Davenant did not attend to him ; and that, as he was 
rounding one of his best periods, her looks were directed 
to the other side of the room, where Beauclerc sat apart ; 
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and presently she called to him, and begged to know 
what it was he was reading. She said she quite envied 
him the power he possessed of being rapt into future 
times or past, completely at his author's bidding, to be 
transported how and where he pleased. 

Beauclerc brought the book to her, and put it into her 
hand. As she took it she 4said, '* As we advance in life, 
it becomes more and more difficult to find in any book 
the sort of enchanting, entrancing interest which we 
enjoyed when life, and books, and we ourselves were 
new. It were vain to try and settle whether the fault 
is most in modem books, or in our ancient selves ; prob- 
ably not in either : the fact is, that not oi^y does the 
imagination cool and weaken as we grow older, but we 
become, as we live on in this world, too much engrossed 
by the real buisiness and cares of life, to have feeling or 
time for factitious, imaginary interests. But why do I 
say factitious ? while they last, the imaginative inter- 
ests are as real as any others." 

" Thank you," said Beauclerc, " for doing justice to 
poor imagination, whose pleasures are surely, after all, 
the highest, the most real that we have, unwarrantably 
as they have been decried both by metaphysicians and 
physicians." 

The book which had so fixed Beauclerc?s attention 
was Segur's History of Napoleon's Russian Campaign. 
He was at the page where the burning of Moscow is 
described — ^the picture of Bonaparte's despair, when 
he met resolution greater than his own, when he felt 
himself vanquished by the human mind, by patriotism, 
by virtue — ^virtue in which he could not believe, the ex- 
istence of which, with all his imagination, he could not 
conceive ; the power which his indomitable will could 
not conquer. 

Beauclerc pointed to the account of that famous in- 
scription on the iron gate of a church which the French 
found still standing, the words written by Rostopchin 
after the burning of his " delightful home." 

" Frenchmen^ I have been eight years in embellishing this 
residence ; I have lived in it happily in the bosom of my 
family. The inhabitants of this estate {amounting to sev^ 
enteen hundred and twenty) have quitted it at your approach ; 
and f have, with my own hands, set fire to my own house, to 
prevent it from being polluted by your presence""*^ 

♦* See what one, even one magnanimous individual 
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can do for his country," exclaimed Beanclerc. " How 
little did this sacrifice cost him ! Sacrifice do I say ! it 
was a pride — a pleasure." 

Churchill did not at all like the expression of Helen's 
countenance, for he perceived she sympathized with 
Beauclerc's enthusiasm. He saw that romantic enthu- 
siasm had more charm for her than wit or fashion ; and 
now he meditated another change qf style. He would 
try a noble style. He resolved that the first conve- 
nient opportumty he would be a little romantic, and per- 
haps, even take a touch at chivalry, a burst like Beau- 
clerc, but in a way of his own, at the degeneracy of 
modern times. He tried it — ^but it was quite a failure ; 
Lady Cecilia, as he overheard, whispered to Helen what 
was once said, we believe, of Chateaubriand — 

" Ah ! le pauvre homme ! comme il se hatte lesflancs tPun 
enthousiasme de commande,''^ 

Horace was too clever a man to persist in a wrong 
line, or one in which his test of right success did not 
crown his endeavours. If this did not do, something 
else would — should. It was impossible that with afi 
his spirit of resource he should ultimately fail. To 
please, and to make an impression on Helen, a greater 
impression than Beauclerc— to annoy Beauclerc, in 
short, was still, independently of all serious thoughts, 
the utmost object of Churchill's endeavours. 



CHAPTER XVn. 

About this time a circumstance occurred, which 
seemed to have nothing to do with Churchill or Beau- 
clerc, but which eventually brought both their char- 
acters into action and passion. 

Lord Davenant had purchased, at the sale of Dean 
Stanley's pictures, several of those which had been the 
dean's favourites, and which, independently of their 
positive merit, were peculiarly dear to Helen. He had 
ordered that they should be sent down to Clarendon 
Park ; at first, he only begged house-room for them from 
the general while he and Lady Davenant were in Russia; 
then he said, that in case he should never return, he 
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wished the pictures should be divided between his two 
dear children, Cecilia and Helen : and that, to prevent 
disputes, he would make the distribution of them him 
self now, and in the kindest and most playful manner 
he allotted them to each, always finding some excellent 
reason for giving to Helen those which he knew she 
liked best; and then there was to be a hanging com* 
mittee, for hanging the pictures, which occasioned a 
great deal of taking, Beauclerc always thinking most 
of Helen, or of what was really best for the paintings ; 
Horace most of himself and his amateurship. 

Among these pictures were some fine Wouverman^s, 
and other hunting and hawking pieces, and one in par- 
ticular of the Duchess and her Ladies, from Don Quixote. 
Beauclerc, who had gone round examining and admir- 
iiur, stood fixed when he came to this picture, in which 
He fancied he discovered in one of the figures some like- 
ness to Helen ; the lady had a hawk upon her wrist. 
Churchill came up eagerly to the examination, with 
glass at eye. He could not discern the slightest resem- 
blance to Miss Stanley ; but he was in haste to bring 
out an excellent observation of his own, which he had 
made his own from a Quarterly Review, illustrating 
the advantage it would be to painters to possess know- 
ledge, even of kinds seemingly most distant from the 
line of their profession. 

"For instance, now, d priori, one should not insist 
upon a great painter's being a good ornithologist, and 
yet, for want of being something of a bird-fancier, look 
here what he has done— quite absurd, a sort of hawk 
introduced, such as never was or could be at any hawk- 
ing affair in nature ; would not sit upon lady^ wrist or 
answer to her call — would never fly at a bird. Now you 
see this is a ridiculous blunder." 

While Churchill plumed himself on this critical re- 
mark, Captain Warmsley told of who still kept hawks 
in England, and of the hawking-parties he had seen and 
heard of— "even this year, that famous hawking in 
Wiltshire, and that other in Norfolk." 

Churchill asked Warmsley if he had been at Lord 
Bemers's when Lanseer was there studying the subject 
of his famous hawking scene. " Have you seen it. Lady 
Cecilia ?" continued l^e ; " it is beautiful ; the birds seem 
to be absolutely coming out of the picture;" and he 
was going on with some of his connoisseurship, and 



telling of his mortification in baring missed the pnr- 
clmse of that picture ; but Warmsiey got back to the 
hawking he had seen, and he became absolutely eloquent 
in describing the sport. 

Churchill, though eager to speak, listened with toler- 
ably polite patience till Warmsiey came to what he had 
forgot to mention, to the label with the date of place and 
year that is put upon the heron's leg; to the heron 
brought from Denmark, where it had been caught, with 
the label of having been let fly from Lord Berners's ; 
" for," continued he, " the heron is always to be saved 
if possible ; so, when it is down, and the hawk over it, 
the falconer has some raw beef ready minced, and lays 
it on the heron's back, or a pigeon, just killed, is some- 
times used ; the hawk devours it, and the heron, quite 
safe, as soon as it recovers from its fright, mounts slowly 
upwards and returns to its heronry." 

Helen listened eagerly, and so did Lady Cecilia, who 
said, "You know, Helen, our favourite Washington 
Irving (quotes that in days of yore * a lady of rank did 
iwt think herself completely equipped in riding forth, 
unless she had her tasselgentel held by jesses on her 
deUcatehand.'" 

Before her words were well finished, Beauclerc had 
decided what he would do, and the business is half- 
done that is well begun. He was at the library-table, 
writmg as fast as pen could go, to give carte-blanche to 
a friend, to secure for him immediately a whole hawk- 
ing establishment which Warmsiey had mentioned, and 
which was now upon public sale, or privately to be parted 
with by the present possessor. 

At the very moment when Beauclerc was signing and 
sealing at one end of the room, at the other, Horace 
Churchill, to whom something of the same plan had 
occurred, was charming Lady CeciUa jClarendon, by 
hinting to her his scheme — anticipating the honour of 
seeing one of his hawks borne upon her delicate wrist. 

Beauclerc, after despatching his letter, came up just 
in time to catch the sound and the sense, and took 
Horace aside to tell him what he had done. Horace 
looked vexed, and haughtily observed, that he conceived 
his place at Erlesmede was better calculated for a hawk- 
ing-party than most places in Eqgland; and he had 
already announced his intentions to the ladies. The 
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way was open to him — ^but Beauclerc did not see whjr 
he shoidd recede ; the same post might carry both their 
letters — ^both their orders." 

" How far did your order go, may I ask V said 
Churchill. 

" Carte-blanche." 

Churchill owned, with a sarcastic smile, that he was 
not prepared to go quite so far in trampling upon impos- 
sibilities. He was not quite so young as Granville ; he, 
wifortunately, had arrived at years of discretion — ^he 
said unfortunately ; without ironical reservation, he pro- 
tested from the bottom of his heart he considered it as 
a misfortune to have become that slow circumspect 
sort of creature which looks before it leaps. Even 
though this might save him from the fate of the man 
who was in Sicily, still he considered it as unfortunate 
to have lost so much of his natural enthusiasm. 

" Natural enthusiasm !" Beauclerc could not help re- 
peating to himself, and he went on his own way. ' It 
must be confessed, as even Beauclerc's best friends 
allowed, counting among them Lady Davenant and his 
guardian, that never was man of sense more subject to 
that kind of temporary derangement of the reasoning 
powers which results from being what is^ called bit by 
a fancy ; he would then run on straight forward, with- 
out looking to the right or the left, in pursuit of his 
object, great or smaU. That hawking estabhshment 
now in view completely shut out, for the moment, all 
other objects ; and hawks, and tercels, and lures filled 
his head; and before his imagination were hawking 
scenes, and Helen with a hawk on her wrist, looking 
most graceful — a hawk of his own training it should be. 
Then, how to train a hawk became the question. While 
he was waiting for the answer to his carte-blanche, 
nothing better, or so good, could be done, as to make 
himself master of the whole business, ^nd for this pur- 
pose he found it essential to consult every book on 
falconry that could be found in the library, and a great 
plague he became to everybody in the course of this 
book-hunt. 

"What a bore!" Warmsley might be excused for 
muttering deep and low between the teeth. General 
Clarendon sighed and groaned. Lady Davenant bore 
and forbore philosophically — it was for Beauclerc ; and 
to her great philosophy she gave all the credit of her 
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fndolgent partiality. Lady CeciKa, half-aimoyed yet 
ever ^od-natured, carried her complaisance 60 far as 
to consult the catalogue and book-shelves attndry times 
in one hour ; but she was not famous for patience, and 
she soon resigned him to a better friend — Helen, the 
most indefatigable of book-hunters^ She had been well 
trained to it by her uncle ; had been used to it all her 
life ; and really took pleasure in the tiresome business. 
She assure/d Beauclerc it was not the least trouble, and 
he thought she looked beautiful when she said so. 
Whosoever of the male kind, young, and of ardent, not 
to say impatient, spirit, has ever been aided and abetted 
in a sudden whim, assisted, forwarded, above all, sym- 
pathized with, through all the changes and chances of 
a reigning fancy, may possibly conceive how charming, 
and more charming every hour, perhaps minute, Helen 
became in Beauclerc's eyes. But, all in the way of 
friendship, observe. Perfectly so— on her part, for she 
could not have another idea, and it was for tliis reason 
she was so much at her ease. He so understood it, 
and, thoroughly a gentleman, free from coxcombry, as 
he was, and interpreting the language and manners of 
women with instinctive delicacy, they went on delight- 
fully. Churchill was on the watch, but he was not 
alarmed ; all was so undis^iised and frank, that now he 
began to feel assured that love on her side not only was, 
but ever would be, quite out of the question. 

Beauclerc was, indeed, in the present instance, really 
and truly intent upon what he was about ; and he pur- 
sued the History of Falconry, with all its episodes, from 
the olden time of the Boke of St. Alban's dovm to the 
last number of the Sporting Magazine, including Colonel 
Thornton's latest flight, with the adventures of his red 
falcons, Miss M'Ghee and Lord Townsend, and his red 
tercels, Messrs Croc Franc and Caai^on; not for- 
getting that never-to-be-forgotten hawkmg of the Em- 
peror Arambombamboberus with Trebizonian eagles, 
on the authority of a manuscript in the Grand Seigmor's 
hbrary. 

Beauclerc had such extraordinary dependence upon 
the sympathy of his friends, that when he was reading 
any thing that interested him, no matter what they 
might be doing, he must have their admiration for what 
charmed him. He brought his book to Lord Davenant, 
who was writing a letter. " Listen, oh, listen ! to this 
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pathetic lament of the falconer, — * Hawks, heretofore 
the pride of royalty, the insignia of nobility, the am- 
bassadors' present, the priests' indulgence, companion 
of the knight, and nursling of the gentle mistress, are 
now uncalled-for and neglected.' " 

" Ha ! very well that," said good-natured Lord Dave- 
nant, stopping his pen, dipping again, dotting, and 
going on. 

Then Beaucler<; passaged to Lady Davenant, and, 
interrupting her in Scott's Lives of the Novelists, on 
which she was deeply intent, " Allow me, my dear Lady 
Davenant, though you say you are no great topogra- 
pher, to show you this, it is so curious ; this royal 
falconer's proclamation — Henry the Eighth's — to pre- 
serve his partridges, pheasants, and herons, from his 
palace at Westminster to St. Giles's in the Fields, and 
from thence to Islington, Hampstead, and Highgate, 
under penalty for every bird killed of imprisonment* or 
whatever other punishment to his Highnesse may seem 
meet." 

Lady Davenant vouchsafed some suitable remark, 
copsonant to expectation, on the changes of times, men, 
and manners, and then motioned the quarto away, with 
which motion the quarto reluctantly compUed ; and then, 
following Lady CeciUa from window to window, as she 
tended her flowers, he would insist upon her heatring the 
table of precedence for hawks. She, who never cared 
. for any table of precedence in her life, even where the 
higher animals were concerned, fairly stopped her ears ; 
that the merlin was a lady's hawk was all she would 
undertake to remember, and this only upon condition 
that she should have one to sit upon her wrist like the 
fair ladies in Wouvermans' pictures. But further, as to 
Peregrine, Gerfalcon, or Gerkin, she would hear naught 
of them, nor could she listen, though Granville earnestly 
exhorted, to the several good reasons which make a 
falcon dislike her master — 

1st, If he speak rudely to her. 

2d, If he feed her carelessly. 

Before he could get thirdly out. Lady Cecilia stopped 
him, declaring that in all her life she never could listen 
to any thing that began with Jirst and secondly — treasons 
especially. 

Horace, meanwhile, looked superior down, and thought 
with ineffable contempt of Beauclerc's little skill in the 
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arts of conversation, thus upon unwilling ears to squander 
anecdotes which would have done him credit at some 
London dinner. ** What I could have made of them !" 
thought he ; ** but some there are, who never can con 
Irive, as other some cleverly do, to ride their hobby- 
horses to good purpose and good effect: now Beau- 
clerc's hobbies, I plainly see, will always run away with 
him headlong, cost him dear certainly, and maybe, leave 
him in the mire at last." 

What this fancy was to cost him Beauclerc did not 
yet know. Two or three passages in the Sporting 
Magazine had given some hints of the expense of this 
** most delectable of all country contentments," which 
he had not thought it necessary to read aloud. And he 
knew that the late Lord Orford, an ardent pursuer of 
this " royal and noble" sport, had expended one hundred 
a year on every hawk he kept, each reouiring a separate 
attendant, and being moreover indulged in an excursion 
to the Continent every season during moulting-time ; 
but Beauclerc said to himself he had no notion of 
humouring his hawks to that degree, they should, aris- 
tocratic birds though they be, content themselves in 
England, and not pretend to "damn the climate like 
a lord." And he flattered himself that he should be 
able to pursue his fancy more cheaply than any of 
his predecessors; but as he had promised his guar- 
dian that after the indulgence granted him in the Bel- 
travers cause, he would not call upon him for any more 
extraordinary supplies, he resolved, in case the expense 
exceeded his ways and means, to sell his hunters, and 
so indulge a new love at the expense of an old one. 

The expected pleasure of the first day's hawking was 
now bright in his imagination ; the day was named, the 
weather promised well, and the German cadgers and 
trainers who had been engaged, and who, along with the 
whole establishment, were handed over to Beauclerc, 
came down to Clarendon Park, on their road to Gran- 
ville Manor — a place of Beauclerc's, which was not far 
distant — and he was very happy teaching the merlins to 
sit on Lady Cecilia's and on Miss Stanley's wrist. 
Helen's voice was found to be peculiarly agreeable to 
the hawk, who; as Beauclerc observed, loved, like Lear, 
that excellent thing in woman, a voice ever soft, gentle, 
and low. ^ ^,. 

The ladies were to wear some pretty dresses fof^^ 
the occasion, and sdl was gayety and expectation ; and 



108 HELEN. 

Churchill was mortiiieif, when he saw how well the 
thing was likely to take, that he was not to be the giver 
of the fete, especially as he observed that Helen was 
particularly pleased — when, to his inexpressible sur- 
prise, Granville Beauclerc came to him, a few days be- 
fore that appointed for the hawking-party, and said that 
he had chsa^^ed his mind, that he wished to get rid of 
the whole concern — ^that he should be really obliged to 
Churchill if he would take his engagement off his hands. 
The only reason he gave was, that the establishment 
would altogether be more than he could afford, he found 
he had other calks for money, which were incompatible 
with this fancy, and therefore he would give it up. 

Churchill obliged him most willingly by taking the 
whole upon himself, and he managed so to do in a very 
ingenious way, without incurring any preposterous ex- 
pense. He was acquainted with a set of rich fashion- 
able young men, who had taken a sporting lodge in a 
neighbouring county, who desired no better than-to ac- 
cede to the terms proposed, and to distinguish them- 
selves by giving a fete out of the common line, while 
Churchill, who understood, like a true man of the world, 
the worldly art of bargaining, contrived, with off-hand 
gentleman-Uke jockeying, to have every point settled to 
his own convenience, and he was to be the giver of the 
entertainment to the ladies at ClarendoQ Park. 

When this change in affairs was announced. Lady 
Cecilia, the generzd, Lady Davenant, and Helen were 
all, in various degrees, surprised, and each tried to guess 
what could have been the cause of Beauclerc's sudden 
relinquishment of his purpose. He was — ^very extraor- 
dinary for him — ^impenetrable : he adhered to the words 
" I found I could not afford it." His guardian could not 
believe in this wonderful prudence, and was sdmost cer- 
tain " there must be some imprudence at the bottom of 
it all." 

Granville neither admitted nor repelled that accusa- 
tion. Lady Cecilia worked away with perpetual little 
strokes, hoping to strike out the truth, but, as she said, 
you might as well have worked at an old flint. Nothing 
was elicited from him, even by Lady Davenant ; nor did 
the collision of all their opinions throw any light upon 
the matter. 

Meanwhile the day for the hawking-party arrived. 
Churchill gave the fgte, and Beauclerc, as one of the 
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guests, attended and enjoyed it without the least appear- 
ance even of disappointment ; and, so far from envying 
Churchill, he assisted in remedying any little defects, 
and did all he coi^ld to make the whole go off weU. 

The party assembled* on a rising ground ; a flag was 
displayed to give notice of the intended sport ; the fal- 
coners am>eared, picturesque figures in their green 
jackets and their long gloves, and their caps plumed with 
herons' feathers — some with the birds on their wrists — 
one with the frame over his shoulder upon which to set 
the hawk. Set, did we say 1 — ^no : " cast your hawk on 
the perch" is, Beauclerc observed, the correct term ; 
for, as Horace sarcastically remarked, Mr. Beauclerc 
might be detected as a novice in the art by his over- 
exactness — his too correct, too attic pronunciation of 
the hawking language. But Granville readily and gayl^ 
bore all this ridicule and raillery, sure that it would nei- 
ther stick nor stain, enjoying with all his heart the 
amusement of the scene — ^the assembled ladies, the 
attendant cavaliers ; the hoodwinked hawks, the ringing 
of their brass beUs ; the falconers anxiously watching 
the clouds for the first appearance of the bird; their 
skill in loosening the hoods, as, having but one hand at 
hberty, they used their teeth to untie the string. — ^And 
now the hoods are off, and the hawks let fly. 

They were to fly many casts of hawks this day : 
the first flight was after a curlew, and the riding was so 
hard, so dangerous, from the broken nature of the 
ground, that the ladies gave it up, and were contented 
to view the sport from the eminence where they re- 
mained. 

And now there was a question to be decided among 
the sportsmen as to the comparative rate of riding at a 
fox-chase, and in " the short but terrifically hard gallop, 
with the eves raised to the clouds, which is necessary 
for the full enjoyment of hawking ;" and then the gen- 
tlemen, returning, gathered round the ladies, and the 
settling the point, watches in hand, and bets depending, 
added to the interest of flight the first, and Churchill, 
master of the revels, was in the highest spirits. 

But presently the sky was overcast, the morning low- 
ered, the wind rose, and changed was Churchill's brow ; 
there is no such thing as hawking against the wind — 
that capricious wind ! 

" Curse the wind!" cried Churchill, " and confusion 

Vol. XIX.— H 15 
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seize the fellow who says there is to be no more hawk- 
ing to-day !" 

The chief falconer, however, was a phlegmatic Ger- 
man, and proper-behaved, as good falconers should be« 
who, as *• Old Tristram's booke" has it, even if a bird 
should be lost, should never swear, and only say, 
"i>teu soit l(m6y^\ and " remember that the mother of 
hawks is net dead.'' 

But Horace, in the face of reason, and in defiance of 
his German counsellors, insisted upon letting fly the 
hawks in this high wind ; and it so fell out that, in the 
first place, all the terms he used in his haste and spleen 
were wrong ; and in the next, that the quarry taking 
down the wind, the horsemen could not keep up with 
the hawks : the falconers, in great alarm, called to them 
by the names they gave them — " Miss Didlington," 
"Lord Bemers." "Ha! Miss DidUngton's off ;— off 
with Blucher, and Lady Kirby, and Lord Bemers, and 
all of 'em after her." Miss Didlington flew fast and far,, 
and farther still, till she and all the rest were fairly out 
of sight— lost, lost, lost ! , 

" And as fine a caarte of -hawks they were as ever 
came from Germany?" — ^the falconers were in despair, 
and Churchill saw that the fault was his ; and it looked 
so like cockney sportsmanship ! If Horace had been in 
a towering rage, it would have been well enough ; but 
he only grew pettish, snappish, waspish : now none of 
those words ending in ish become a gentleman ; ladies 
always think so, and Lady Cecilia now thought so, and 
Helen thought so too, and Churchill saw it, and he 
grew pale instead of red, and that looks ugly in an 
angry man. 

But Beauclerc excused him when he was out of hear- 
ing ; and when others said he had been cross and crosser 
than became the giver of a gala, Beauclerc pleaded well 
for him, that falconry has ever been known to be " an 
extreme stirrer-up of the passions, being subject to 
mischances infinite." 

However, a cold and hot collation under the trees for 
some, and under a tent for others, set all to rights for 
the present. Champagne sparkled, and Hprace pledged 
and was pledged, and all were gay ; even the Germans 
at >heir own tal?le, after their own fashion, with their 
Rhenish and their foaming ale, contrived to drown the 
recollection of the sad adventure of the truant hawks^ 
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And when all were refreshed and renewed in mind 
tnd body, to the hawking they went again. For now 
that 

" The wind was laid, and all their fears asleep," 

there was to be a battle between heron and hawk, one 
of the finest sights that can be in all falconry. 

"Look! look! Miss Stanley," cried Granville; 
"look! follow that high-flown hawk — ^that black speck 
in the clouds. Now ! now ! right over the heron : and 
now she wiU'cancelleer — turn on her wing, Miss, Stan- 
ley, as she comes down, whirl round, and balance her- 
self — chanceler. Now ! now look ! cancelleering glo- 
riously 1" 

But Helen at this instant recollected what Captain 
Warmsley had said of the fresh-killed pigeon, which the 
falconer in the nick of time is to lay upon the heron^s 
back ; and now, even as the cancelleering was going on 
—three times most beautifully, Helen saw only the 
dove, the white dove, which that black-hearted German 
held, his great hand round the throat, just raised to 
wring it. " Oh, Beauclerc, save it» save it !" cried Lady 
Cecilia and Helen at once. 

Beauclerc sprang forward, and, had it been a tiger 
instead of a dove, would have done the same no doubt 
at that moment ; the dove was saved, and the heron 
killed. If Helen was pleased, so Was not the chief 
falconer, nor any of the falconers : the whole German 
council in comlTUstion ! and Horace Churchill deeming 
it " rather extraordinary that any gentleman should so 
interfere with other gentlemen's hawks." 

Lady Ceciha stepped between, and never stepped in 
vain. She drew a rmg from her finger — a seal ; it was 
the seal of peace — no great value — but a well-cut bird 
—a bird for the chief falconer — a guinea-hen, with its 
appropriate cry, its polite motto, " Come back, come 
back ;" and she gave it as a pledge that the ladies would 
come back .another day, and see another hawking ; and 
the gentlemen were pleased, and the aggrieved attend- 
ant falconers pacified by a promise of another heron 
from the heronry at Clarendon Park ; and the clouded 
faces brightened, and " she stroked the raven down of 
darkness till it smiled," whatever that may mean ; but, 
as Milton said it, it must be sense as well as sound. 

A.t 8dl events, in plain prose, be it understood that 
H3 
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eyerybody was satisfied, even Mr. Churchill ; for Beau- 
clerc had repaired for him, just in time, an error which 
would have been a blot on his gallantry of the day. He 
had forgotten to have some of the pretty gray hairs 
plucked from the heron, to give to the ladies to orna- 
ment their bonnets, but Beauclerc had secured them 
<br him, and aJso two or three of those much-valued, 
smooth, black feathers, from the head of the bird, which 
are so much prized that a plume of them is often set 
with pearls and diamonds. Horace presented these 
most gracefully to Lady Cecilia and Helen, and was 
charmed with Lady Cecilia's parting compli^ients, which 
finished with the words " Quite chivalrous." 

And so, after all the changes and chances of weather, 
wind, and humour, all ended well, and no one rued the 
hawking of this day. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

" But all this time," said Lady Davenant, " you have 
not told me whether you have any of you found out 
what changed Granville's mind about this falconry 
scheme — why he so suddenly gave up the whole to Mr. 
Churchill. Such a point-blank weathercock turn of 
fancy in most young men would no more surprise me 
than the changes of those clouds in the sky now shaped 
and now unshaped by the driving wind ; but in Granville 
Beauclerc there is always some reason for apparent 
caprice, and the reason is often so ingeniously wrong 
that it amuses me to hear it, and, even as a study in 
human nature, I am curious to know the simple fact.'^ 

But no one could tell the simple fact, no one could 
guess his reason, and from him it never would have 
been known — never could have been found out, but 
from a mistake — from a letter of thanks coming to a 
wrong person. 

One morning, when Helen was sitting in Lady Dave- 
nant's room with her, Lord Davenant came in, reading 
a letter, like one walking in his sleep. 

♦* What is all this, my dear t Can you explain it to 
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met Some good action of yours, I suppose, for which 
I am to be thanked." 

Lady Davenant looked at the letter. She had nothing 
to do with the matter, she said ; but, on second thought^ 
exclaimed, " This is Granville Beauclerc's doing, I am 
clear I" 

The letter was from Count Polianski, one of the poor 
banished Poles ; now poor, but who had been formerly- 
master of a property estimated at about one hundred 
and sixty-five thousand available iridividtuds. In at- 
tempting to increase the happiness and secure the lib- 
erty of these available individuals, the count had lost 
every thing, and had been banished from his country — 
a man of high feeling as well as talents, and who had 
done all he could for that unhappy country, torn to pieces 
by demagogues from within and tyrants from without. 

Lady Davenant now recollected that Beauclerc had 
learned from her all this, and had heard her regretting 
that the circumstances in which Lord Davenant was 
placed at this moment, prevented the possibihty of 
his affording this poor count assistance for numbers 
of his sufifering fellow-countrymen who had been ban- 
ished along with him, and who were now in London in 
the utmost distress. Lady Davenant remembered that 
she had been speaking to Granville on this subject 
the very day that he had abandoned his fadconry pro- 
ject. " Now 1 understand it all," said she ; " and it is 
hke all I know and all I have hoped of him. These 
hundreds a year which he has settled on these wretched 
exiles are rather better disposed of in a noble national 
cause than in pampering one set of birds that they may 
fly at another set." 

" And yet this is done," said Lord Davenant, " by one 
of the much-reviled, high-bred English gentlemen — 
among whom, let the much-reviling, low-bred English 
democrats say what they will, we find every day 
instances of subscription for public purposes from 
private benevolence, in a spirit of princely charity to be 
found only in our own dear England — * England with all 
her faults.' " 

" But this was a less ordinary sort of generosity of 
Granville's," said Lady Davenant, — " the giving up a 
new pleasure, a new wnim with all its gloss fresh upon 
it, fofi and bright in his eye." 
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«* True," said Lord Davenant ; " I never saw a stronger- 
pulling fancy better thrown upon its haunches." 

The white dove, whose life Helen had saved, was 
brought home by Beauclerc, and was offered to her and 
accepted. Whether she had done a good or a bad 
action by thus saving the life of a pigeon at the expense 
of a heron may be doubted, and will be decided accord- 
ing to the several tastes of ladies and gentlemen for 
herons or doves. As Lady Davenant remarked, Helen's 
humanity (or dove-anity, as Churchill called it) was of 
that equivocal sort which is ready to destroy one crea- 
ture to save another which may happen to be a greater 
favourite. 

Be this as it may, the favourite had a friend upon the 
present occasion, and no less a friend than General 
Olarendon, who presented it with a marble basin, such 
as doves should drink out of by right of long prescrip- 
tion. 

The general feared, he said, " that this vase might be 
a little too deep — dangerously perhaps — ** 

But Helen thought nothing could be altogether more 
perfect in taste and in kindness — approving Beauclerc's 
Kindness too— a remembrance of a day most agreeably 
spent. 

Churchill, to whom she looked, as she said the last 
words, with all becoming politeness bowed and accepted 
the compliment, but with a reserve of jealousy on the 
brow ; and as he looked again at the dove caressing and 
caressed, and then at the classic vase — ^he stood vexed, 
and to himself he said,^^ 

" So this is the end of all my pains — ^hawking and all, 
' quite chivalrous !' Beauclerc carries off the honours 
and pleasures of the day, and his present and his dove 
are to be all in all. Yet still," continued he to himself 
in more consolatory thought — " she is so open in her 
very love for the bird, that it is plain she has not 
yet any love for the man. She would be somewhat 
more afraid to show it, delicate as she is. It is only 
friendship — honesf friendship, on her side ; and if her 
affections be not engaged somewhere else — she may 
be mine : if— if I please — if— I can bring myself fairly 
to propose — we shall see — I shall think of it." 

And now he began to think of it seriously — Miss Stan- 
ley's indifference to him, and the unusual difficulty which 
he found in making an impression, stimulated him in an 
extraordinary degree. Helennow appeared to him even 
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mote beautiful tkan he had at first thought her—" Those 
eyes that fix so softly ,'' thought he, '* those dark eye- 
lashes—that blush coming and going so beautifully — and 
there is a timid grace in all her motions, with that fine 
figure too— And that high-bred turn of the neck ! — 
altogether she is charming ! and she will be thought so ! 
—she must be mine !" 

She would do credit to his taste ; he thought she would, 
when she had a little more uscige du monde, do the honours 
of his hoilse well, and it would be delightful to train her ! 
If he could but engage her affections before she had seen 
more of the world, she might really love him for his 
own sake. And Churchill wished to be really loved, if 
possible, for his own sake ; but of the reality of modem 
love he justly doubted, especially for a man of his for- 
tune and his age ; yet, with Helen's youth and innocence 
he began to think he had some chance of disinterested 
attachment, and he determined to bring out for her the 
higher powers of his mind — the better parts of his 
character. 

One xlay Lady Davenant had been speaking of Lon4on 
conversation. " So brilliant," said she, " so short-lived ; 

as my friend Lady Emmeline K once said, ' London 

wit is like gas, which lights at a touch, and at a touch 
can be extinguished:" and Lady Davenant concluded 
with a compliment to him who was known to have this 
" Umch and go*^ of good conversation to perfection. 

Mr. Churchill bowed to the compliment, but afterward 
sighed, and it seemed an honest sigh, from the bottom 
of his heart. Only Lady Davenant and Helen were in 
the room, and turning to^Lady Davenant, he said, 

" If I have it, 1 have paid dearly for it, more than it 
is worth, much too dearly, by the sacrifice of higher 
powers ; I might have been a vei^ different person U'om 
what I am." 

Helen's attention was instahtly fixed, but Lady Da- 
venant suspected he was now only talking for effect. 
He saw what she thought — it was partly true, but not 
quite. He felt what he said at the moment, and besides 
tiiere is always a sincere pleasure in speaking of one's 
self when one can do it without exposing one's self to 
ridicule, and with a chance of obtaining real sympathy. 

" It was my misfortune," he said, " to be spoiled, 
even in childhood, by my mother." 

As he pronounced the word "mother," either his own 
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heart or Helen's eyes made him pause with a look of 
respectful tenderness. It was cruel of a son to blame 
the fond indulgence of a mother ; but the fact was, she 
brought him too forward early as a clever child, fed him 
too much with that sweet dangerous fostering dew of 
praise. The cliild — ^the man — must sufler for it after- 
ward. 

"True, very true," said Lady Davenant; "I quite 
agree with you." 

" I could do nothing without flattery," continued he, 
pursuing the line of confession which he saw had fixed 
Lady Davenant's attention favourably. " Unluckily, I 
came too early into possession of a large fortune, and 
into the London world, and I lapped the stream of pros- 
perity as I ran, and it was sweet with flattery, intoxi- 
cating, and I knew it, and yet could not forbear it. 
Then in a London life every thing is too stimulating — 
over-exciting. If there are great advantages to men of 
science and literature in museums and public libraries, 
the loore than Avicenna advantages of having books 
come at will, and ministering spirits in waiting on all 
your pursuits — ^there is too much of every thing except 
time, and too little of that. The treasures are within 
our reach, but we cannot clutch — we have, but we cannot 
hold. We have neither leisure to be good, nor to be 
great : who can think of living for posterity, when he 
can scarcely live for the day ? and sufficient for the day 
are never the hours thereof. From want of time, and 
from the immense quantity that nevertheless must be 
known, comesnthe necessity, the unavoidable necessity 
of being superficial." 

" Why should it be an unavoidable necessity?" asked 
Lady Davenant. 

"Because should waits upon must, in London always, 
if not elsewhere," said Churchill. 

" A conversation answer," replied LadyDavenant. 

" Yes, I allow it ; it is even so,, just so, and to such 
tricks, such playing upon words do the bad habits of 
London conversation lead ;" and Lady Davenant won- 
dered at the courage of his candour, as he went on to 
speak of the petty jealousies, the paltry envy, the mis- 
erable selfish susceptibility generated by the daily com- 
petition of London society. Such dissensions, such 
squabbles — an ignoble but appropriate word — such de- 
plorable, such scandalous squabbles among literary, 
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and even among scientific men. ''And who,^ continued 
he, " who can hope to escape in such a tainted atmo- 
sphere — an atmosphere overloaded with Ufe, peopled 
with myriads of little buzzing stinging vanities! It 
really requires the strength of Hercules, mind and body 
to go tlm)ugh our labours, fashionable, political, bel 
esprit, altogether too much for mortal. In parliament, 
in politics, in the tug of war you see how the strongest 
minds fail, come to untimely — " 

"Do not touch upon that subject," cried Lady Dave- 
nant, suddenly agitated. Then, commanding herself, 
she calmly added, '* As you are not now, I think, in 
paiiiament, it cannot affect you. What were you say- 
ing?— your health of mind and body, I think you said, 
you were sensible had been hurt by — " 

" These straining, incessant competitions have hurt 
me. My health suffered first, then my temper — temper 
almost always follows health : mine has, certainly. It 
was originally good ; now, as you have seen, I am 
afraid," — glancing at Helen, who quickly looked down, 
—"I am afraid I am irritable." 

There was an awkward silence. Helen thought it 
was for Lady Davenant to speak ; but Lady Davenant 
did not contradict Mr. Churchill. Now, the not contra- 
dicting a person who is abusing himself is one of the 
most heinous offences to self-love that can be com- 
mitted ; and it often provokes false candour to pull off 
the mask and throw it in your face; but either Mr. 
Horace Churchill's candour was true, or it was so well 
guarded at the moment that no such catastrophe occurred. 

"Worse than this bad effect on my temper," con- 
tinued he, " I feel that my whole mind has been dete- 
riorated — my ambition dwindled to the shortest span — 
my thoughts contracted to the narrow view of mere 
effect; what would please at the dinner- table or at the 
clubs — what will be thought by this literary coterie, or 
in that fashionable boudoir. And for this reputation de 
talon I have sacrificed all hope of other reputation, all 
power of obtaining it, all hope of—" (here he added a 
few words, murmured down to Lady Davenant's em- 
broidery-frame, yet still in such a tone that Helen could 
not help thinking he meant she should hear) — " If I 
had a heart such as — " he paused, and, as if struck with 
some agonizing thought, he sighed deeply, and then 
H3 
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added, " but I have not a heart worth such acceptance, 
or I would make the offer." 

Helen was not sure what these words meant, but she 
now pitied him, and she admired his candour, which 
she thought was so far above the petty sort of character 
he had at first done himself the injustice to seem, and 
she seized the first opportunity to tell Beauclerc all Mr. 
Churchill had said to Lady Davenant and to her, and of 
the impression it had made upon them both. Beauclerc 
had often discussed Mr. Churchill's character with her, 
but she was disappointed when she saw that what she 
told made no agreeable impression on Beauclerc: at 
first he stood quite silent, and when she asked what he 
thought, he said, *'- It's all very fine, very clever." 

*' But it is all true," said Helen, " and I admire Mr. 
ChurchilTs knowing the truth so well, and telling it so 
candidly.'* 

" Every thing Mr. Churchill has said may be true — 
and yet I think the truth is not in him." 

"You are not usually so suspicious," said Heleo. 
" If you had heard Mr. Churchill's voice and emphasis, 
and seen his look and manner at the time, I think you 
could not have doubted him." 

The more eager she grew, the colder Mr. Beauclerc 
became. " Look and manner, and voice and emphasis,.'' 
said he, "make a great impression, I know, on ladies." 

*' But what is your reason, Mr. Beauclerc, for dis- 
belief? I have as yet only heard that you believe every 
thing that^r. Churchill said was true, and yet that you 
do not believe in his truth," said Helen, in a tone of 
raillery. 

And many a time before had Beauclerc been the first 
to laugh when one of his own paradoxes stared him in 
the face : but now he was more out of countenance thaoi 
amused, and he looked seriously about for reasons to 
reconcile his seeming self-contradiction. 

"In the first place, all those allusions and those 
metaphorical expressions which you have so wonder- 
fully well remembered, and yittch po doubt were worth 
remembering ; all those do not give me the idea of a 
man who was really feeling in earnest, and speaking 
the plain truth about faults for which, if he felt at aH, 
he must be too much ashamed to talk in such a grand 
style, and to talk of them at all, except to most intima^ 
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friends, seems so unnatural, and quite out of character 
in a man who had expressed such norror of effotists, and 
who is so excessively circumspect in genersu." 

**Ye8, but Mr. ChurchiU's forgetting all hiB little 
habits of circumspection, and all fear of ridicule, is the 
best proof of his being quite in earnest— that all he said 
was from his heart." 

'' I doubt whether he has any heart," said Beauclerc. 

" Poor man, he said — " Helen began, and then recol- 
lecting the words, " or I would make the offer," she 
stopped short, afraid of the construction they might 
bear, and then, ashamed of her fear, she coloured 
deeply. 

" Poor man, he said—" repeated Beauclerc, fixing his 
eyes upon her. " What did he say, may I ask 1" 

** No," said Helen ; " I am not sure that I distinctly 
heard or understood Mr. Churchill." . 

"Oh, if there was any mystery I" JBeauclerc begged 
pardon. 

And he went away very quickly* He did not touch 
npon the subject again, but Helen saw that he never for- 
jot it, and, by a few words which she heard him say to 
Lady Davenant about his dislike to half-confidences, she 
knew he was displeased, and she thought he was wrong. 
She began to fear that his mistrust of Churchill arose 
from envy at his superior success in society; and 
though she was anxious to preserve her newly-acquired 
fi^ood opinion of ChurchilPs candour, she did not like to 
lose her esteem for Beauclerc's generosity. Was it 
possible that he could be seriously hurt at the readiness 
with which Mr. Churchill availed himself of any idea 
which Beauclerc threw out, and which he dressed up, 
and passed as his own ? Perhaps this might be what 
he meant by " the truth is not in him." She remem- 
bered that tne first day Mr. Churchill had appeared at 
Clarendon Park, she sat between him and Beauolerc, 
and he did not seem to pay the least attention to what 
Mh Beauclerc was saying to her ; yet, fully occupied as 
he had apparently been m talking for the company in 
general, he had through all heard Granville telling the 
Chinese fable of the " Man in the Moon, whose business 
it is to knit together with an invisible silken cord those 
who are predestined for each other." Presently, before 
the dessert was over, Helen found the " Chinese Man in 
the Moon," whom she thought she had all to herself, 
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Hiring at the other end of the table, and received with 
great applause. And was it possible that Beauclerc, 
with his abundant springs of genius, could grudge a drop 
thus stolen from him 1 but without any envy in the case, 
he was right in considering such theft, however petty, 
as a theit, and in despising the meanness of the thief. 
Such meanness was strangely incompatible with Mr. 
Churchill's frank confession of his own faults. Could 
that confession be only for effect I 

Her admiration had been sonietimes excited by a par* 
ticular hapmness of thotight, beauty of expression, or 
melody of language in Mr. ChurchiU's conversation. 
Once Beauclerc had been speaking with enthusiasm of 
modem Greece, and his hopes that she might recover 
hev ancient character ; and Mr. Churchill, as if admiring 
the enthusiasm, yet tempering it with better ju<]^pnent, 
smiled, paused, and answered. 

" But Greece is a dangerous field for a political specu^ 
lator ; the imagination produces an illusion resembling 
the beantifid appearances which are sometimes exhib- 
ited in the Sicilian straits ; the reflected images of an- 
cient Grecian glory pass in a rapid succession before the 
mental eye, aiS, delighted with the captivating forms of 
greatness and splendour, we forget for a moment that 
the scene is in reality a naked waste." 

Some people say they can distinguish between a 
written and a spoken style, but this depends a good deal 
on the art of the speaker. Churchill could give a cotto- 
^uial tone to a ready- written sentence, and could speak 
it with an off-hand grace, a carelessness which defied 
all suspicion of preparation ; and the look, and pause, 
and precipitation — each and all came in aid of the actor^s 
power of perfecting the illusion. If you had heard and 
seen him, you would have believed that, in speaking 
this passage, the thought of the Fata Morgana rose in 
his mind, at the instant, and that, seeing it pleased you, 
and pleased with it himself, encouraged by your look 
of intelligence, and borne along by your sympathy, the 
eloquent man followed his own idea with a happiness 
more than care, admirable in conversation. A few days 
afterward, Helen was very much surprised to find her 
admired sentence word for word in a book, from which 
Churchill's card fell as she opened it. 

Persons without a name Horace treated as barbarians 
who did not know the value of iheiv gold } and he seemed 
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to think that if they chanced to posess rings and jewels* 
they might be plucked from them without remorse, and 
convert^ to better use by some luckjr civilized ad- 
venturer. Yet in his most successful piracies he was 
always haunted by the fear of discovery, and he espe- 
cially dreaded the acute perception of Lady Davenant ; 
he thought she suspected his arts of ap[»ropriation, and 
he took the first convenient opportunity of sounding her 
opinion on this point. 

" How I enjoy," said he to Lady Cecilia, ** telling a 
good story to you, for you never ask if it is a fact. 
Now, in a good story, no one sticks to absolute fact ; 
there must be some little embellishment. No one 
would send his own or his friend's story into the world 
without * putting a hat on its head, a^d a stick into its 
hand,' " ChurchUl triumphantly quoted ; this time he did 
not steal. 

^ But," said Lady Davenant, " I find that even the 
pleasure I have in mere characteristic or humorous nar- 
ration is heightened by my dependence on the truth— > . 
the character for truth — of the narrator." 

Not only Horace Churchill, but almost everybody 
present, except Helen, confessed that they could not 
agree with her. The character for truth of the story- 
teller had nothing to do with his story, unless it was 
kUtorique, or that he was to swear to it. 

"And even if it were hisiorique^^'' cried Horace, 
buoyed up at the moment by the tide in his favour, and 
floating out further than was prudent—" and even if it 
were historique^ how much pleasanter is graceful fiction 
than grim, rigid truth ; and how much more amusing, in 
my humble opinion !" 

" Now," said Lady Davenant, " for instance, this book 
I am reading — (it was Dumont's * Memoires de Mira- 
beau') — this book which I am reading gives me infin- 
itely increased pleasure, from my certain know^ge, 
my perfect conviction of the truth of the authot^pTne 
self-evident nature of some of the facts would n^port 
themselves, you may say, in some instances ; but mj 
perceiving the scrupulous care he takes to say no more 
than what he knows to be true, my perfect reliance on 
the relater's private character for integrity, giveil a zest 
to every anecdote he tells— a specific weight to every 
word of conversation which he repeats— appropriate 
value to every trait of wit or humour charactenstic of 
16 
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the person he describes. Without such belief, the chai^^ 
acters would not have to me, as they now havej all tho 
power and charm and life of nature and reality. They 
are all now valuable as records of individusd varieties 
that have positively so existed. While the most bril- 
lant writer could, by fiction, have produced an effect, 
valuable only as representing the general average of 
human nature, but adding nothing to our positive luiow- 
ledge, to the data from which we can reason in future.** 
Churchill understood Lady Davenant too well to 
stand quite unembarrassed as he listened; and when 
she went on to say how differently she should liave felt 
in reading these memoirs if they had been written by 
Mirabeau himself; with all his brilliancy, all his talents, 
how inferior would have been her enjoyment as well as 
instruction! his shrinking conscience told him how this 
might all be applied to himself; yet, strange to say, 
though somewhat abashed, he was nevertheless flat- 
tered by the idea of a parallel between himself and 
. Mirabeau. Celebrity, notoriety was so much more his 
object than honest fame. 

But even in the better parts of his character, his Mb- 
erality in money matters, his good-natured patronage 
of rising genius, the meanness of his mind broke out. 
There was a certain young poetess whom he had en- 
couraged ; she happened to be sister to Mr. Mapletofft, 
Lord Davenant's secretary, and she had spoken with 
enthusiastic gratitude of Mr. Churchill's kindness. She 
was going to publish a volume of sonnets under Mr. 
ChurchilPs patronage, and, as she happened to be now 
at some country-town in the neighbourhood, he requested 
Lady Ceciha to allow him to introduce this young au- 
thoress to her. She was invited for a few days to 
Clarendon Park, and Mr. Churchill was zealous to pro- 
cure subscriptions for her, and eager to lend the aid of 
his £|^on and his literary reputation to bring forward 
the ■bits of her book, " IMeed," he whispered, " he 
had^fven her some little help in the composition," and 
all went well till, in an evil hour, Helen praised one of 
the sonnets rather too much—more, he thought, than 
she had praised another, which was his own. His jeal- 
ousy wakened — he began to criticise his protegee's 
poetry. Helen, not immediately aware of how it was 
with him, went on defending her admiration, and ro» 
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minded him that he had himself recommended these 
lines to her notice. 

" Well !-^yes— I did say the best I could for the whole 
thing, and for her it is surprising— that is, I am anxious 
the publication should take. But if we come to com- 
pare—you know this cannot stand certain comparisons 
that might be made. Miss Stanley's ovm taste and judg- 
ment must perceive — when we talk of genius — ^that is 
quite out of the question, you know." 

Horace was so perplexed between his philanthropy 
and his jealousy, his desire to show the one and his inca- 
pability of conceaiing the other, that he became unintelli- 
gible ; and Helen laughed, and told him that she could 
not now und^stand what his opinion really was. She 
was quite ready to agree with him, she said, if he would 
bu( a^ee with himself: this made him disagree still 
more with himself, and unluckily with his better self, 
his beneyolence quite gave way before his jealousy and 
ill-humour, and he vented it upon the book, and, instead 
of prophecies of its success, he now groaned over ** sad 
careless lines," — ^'^ passages that lead to nothing," — 
" similes that wiU not hold when you come to examine 
them." 

Helen pointed out in the dedication a pretty, a happy 
thought. 

Horace smiled, and confessed that was his own. 

What! in the dedication to himself?— and in the 
bhndness of his vanity he did not immediately see the 
absurdity. 

The more he felt himself in the wrong, of course the 
more angry he grew, and it finished by his renouncing 
the liedication altogether, declaring he would have 
none of it. The book and the lady might find a better 
patron. 

There are things which no man of real generosity 
could say, or do, or think, put him in ever so flj^at a 
passion. He, would not be harsh to an inferro" — a 
womaft— a protegee on whom he had conferred obliga- 
tions ; but Mr. Churchill was harsh — he showed neither 
generosity nor feeling, and Helen's good opinion of him 
sank to rise no more. 

Of this, however, he had not enough of the sympathy 
or penetration of feeling to be aware. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

The party now at Clarendon Park was chiefly of 
young people. Among them were two cousins of Lady 
Cecilia's, whom Helen had known at CeciUiurst before 
they went abroad, while she was still almost a child. 
Lady Katrine Hawksby, the elder, was several years 
older than Cecilia. When Helen last saw her, she was 
tolerably well-looking, very fashionable, and remarkable 
lor high ^irits, with a love ior quizzing and for all that 
is vulgarly called fun, and a talent for ridicule, which 
she indulged at everybody's expense. She had always 
amused Cecilia, who thought her more diverting than 
leally ill-natured; but Helen thought her more ill-natured 
than diverting, never liked her, and had her own private 
reasons for thinking that she was no good friend to 
Cecilia : but now, in consequence either of the wear and 
tear of London life, or of a disappointment in love or 
matrimony, she had lost the fresh plumpness of youth ; 
and gone too was that spirit of mirth, if not of good- 
humour, which used to enliven her countenance. Thin 
and sallow, the sharp features remained, and the sar- 
castic without the arch expression ; still she had a very 
fashionable air. Her pretensions to youth, as her dress 
showed, were not gone ; and her hope of matrimony^ 
though declining, not set. Her many years younger 
sister, Louisa, now Lady Castlefort, was beautiful. As 
a girl, shie had been the Biost sentimental, refined, delicate 
creature conceivable; always talking poetry — and so 
romantic^with such a soft, sweet, die-away voice — ^lips 
apsqir— and such fine eyes, that could so ecstatically turn 
up W heaven, or be so east down, charmingly fixed in 
contemplation : and now she is married, just the same. 
There she is, established in the library at Clarendon 
Park, with the most sentimental, fashionable novel of 
the day, beautifully bound, on the little rose-wood table 
beside her, and a manuscript poem, a great secret, 
*' Love's Last Sigh," in her bag with her smelling-bottle 
and embroidered handkerchief; and on that beautiful 
arm she leaned so gracefully, with her soft languishing 
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expression : so perfectly dressed, too — ^handsomer than 
ever. 

Helen was curious to know what sort of man Lady 
Louisa had married, for she recollected that no hero 
of any novel that ever was read, or talked of, came up 
to her idea of what a hero ought to be, of what a man 
must be, whom she could ever think of loving. Cecilia 
told Helen that she had seen Lord Castlefort, but that 
he was not Lord Castlefort, or likely to be Lord Castle- 
fort, at that time ; and she bade her guess, among all 
she could recollect having ever seen at Cecilhurst, who 
the man of Louisa's choice could be. Lady Katrine, 
with infinite forbearance, smiled, and gave no hint, 
while Helen guessed and guessed in vain. She coidd 
hardly believe her senses when she saw him come into 
the room. He was a little deformed man, for whom 
Lady Louisa had always expressed to her companions 
a peculiar abhorrence. He had that look of conceit 
which unfortunately sometimes accompanies personal 
deformity, and which disgusts even pity's self. Lord 
Castlefort was said to have declared himself made for 
love and fighting ! Helen remembered that kind-hearted 
Cecilia had often remonstrated for humanity's sake, 
and stopped the quizzing which used to go on in their 
private coteries, when the satirical elder sister would 
have it that le petit bossu was in love with Louisa. 

But what could make her marry him ? Was there 
any thing within to make amends for the exterior ? 
Nothing — nothing that could ** rid him of the lump be- 
hind." But superior to the metamorphoses of love, or 
of fairy tale, are the metamorphoses of fortune. For- 
tune had suddenly advanced him to uncounted thou- 
sands and a title, and no longer le petit bossu, Lord Cas- 
tlefort obtained the fair hand — the very fair hand of Lady 
Louisa Hawksby, plus belle que fie! 

Still Helen could not believe that Louisa had married 
him voluntarily ; but Lady Cecilia assured her that it 
was voluntarily, quite voluntarily. "You could not 
have so doubted had you seen the trousseau and the car- . 
beilley for you know, * Le present fait oublier lefuturJ* ** 

Helen could scarcely smile. 

"But Louisa had feeling — ^really some," continued 
Lady Cecilia ; " but she could not afford to follow it. 
She had got into such debt, I really do not know what 
she would have done if Lord Castlefort had not pro- 
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posed ; but she has some little heart, and I could teB 
you a secret ; but no, I will leaye you the pleasure of 
finding it out." 

" It will be no pleasure to me," said Helen. 

" 1 never saw anybody so out of sjHrits," cried Lady 
Cecilia, laughing, '^ at another's unfortunate marriage, 
which all the time she thinks very fortunate. She is 
quite happy, and even Katrine does not laugh at him 
any longer, it is to be supposed ; it is no laughing matter 
now." 

" No, indeed," said Helen. 

" Nor a crying matter either," sai<} Cecilia. " Do not 
look shocked at me, my dear, I did not do it ; but so 
'many do, and I have seen it so often, that I cannot 
wonder with such a foohsh face of blame — I do believe, 
my dear Helen, that you are envious because Louisa is 
married before you ! For shame, my love ! Envy is a 
naughty passion, you know our Madame Bonne. used to 
say ; but here's mamma, now talk to her about Louisa 
Castlefort, pray." 

Lady Davenant took the matter with great coolness, 
was neither shocked nor surprised at this match, she 
had known so many worse ; Lord Castlefort, as well as 
she recollected, was easy enough to live with. " And 
after all," said she, " it is better than what we see every 
day, the fairest of the fair knowingly, willingly giving 
themselves to the most profligate. In short, the mar- 
ket is so overstocked with accomplished young ladies 
on the one hand, and on the other, men find wives and 
establishments so expensive, clubs so cheap and so 
much more luxurious than any home, liberty not only 
so sweet, but so fashionable, that their policy, their 
maxim is, * Marry not at all, or if marriage be ulti- 
mately necessary to pay debts and leave heirs to good 
names, marry as late as possible :' and thus the two par- 
ties with their opposite interests stand at bay, or try to 
outwit or outbargain each other. And if you wish for 
the moral of the whole- affair, here it is : from the vul- 
gar nursenr-maids, with their broad sense and bad Eng- 
lish, and the good or bad French of the governess, to 
the elegant innuendo of the drawing-room, all is working 
to the same effect : dancing-masters, music-masters, 
and all the tribe, what is it all for, but to prepare young 
ladies for the grand event; and to raise in them, be- 
sides the natural, a factitious, an abstract idea of good in 
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being married ! Every girl in these da3r8 is early im- 
pressed with the idea that she must be married, that she 
cannot be happy unmarried. Here is an example of 
what I meant the other day by strength of mind ; it re- 
quires some strength of mind to be superior to such a 
foolish, Tain, and yulgar belief 

" It will require no great strength of mind in me,^ 
said Helen, ^' for I really never have formed such no- 
tions. They never were early put into my head ; my 
uncle always said a woman might be very happ;^ un- 
married. 1 do not think I shall ever be seized with a 
terror of dying an old maid." 

" You are not come to the time yet, my dear," said 
Lady Davenant, smiling. *'Look at Lady Katrine: 
strength of mind on this one subject would have saved 
her from being a prey to envy, and jealousy, and all the 
vulture passions of the mind." 

" In the old French rSgimet'*^ continued Ladv Dave- 
nant, ^* the young women were at least married safely 
out of their convents ; but our young ladies, with their 
heads full of high-flown poetry and sentimental novels, 
are taken out into the world before marriage, expected 
to see and not to choose, shown the most agreeable, and 
expected, doomed to marry the most odious. But, in 
all these marriages for establishment, the wives who 
have least feeling are not only likely to be the happiest, 
but also most likely to conduct themselves well. In 
the first place, they do not begin with falsehood. If they 
have no hearts, they cannot pretend to give any to the 
husband, and that is better than having given them to 
somebody else. Husband and wife, in this case, clearly 
Understand the terms of agreement, expect, imagine no 
more than they have : and jog-trot they go on together 
to the end of life very comfortably." 

" Comfortably !" exclaimed Helen ; " it must be most 
miserable." 

" Not most miserable, Helen," said Lady Davenant ; 
" keep your pity for others ; keep your sighs for those 
who need them — for the heart which no longer dares to 
Qtter a sigh for itself, the faint heart that dares to love, 
but dares not abide by its choice. Such infatuated crea- 
tures, with the roots of feeling left aching within them, 
must take what opiates they can find ; and in after-life, 
through all their married existence, their prayer must 
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be for indifference, and thankful may they be if that 
prayer is granted." 

These words recurred to Helen that evening, w^hen 
Lady Castlefort sang some tender and passionate airs, 
played on the harp with a true Saint Cecilia air and at- 
titude ; and at last, with charming voice and touching 
expression, sang her favourite — " Too late for redress." 
Both Mr. Churchill and Beauclerc were among 
the group of gentlemen ; neither was a stranger to her. 
Mr. Churchill admired and applauded as a connoisseur. 
Beauclerc listened in silence. Mr. Churchill entreated 
for more — more — and named several of his favourite 
Italian airs. Her ladyship really could not. But the 
slightest indication of a wish from Beauclerc w^as, 
Without turning towards him, heard and attended to, 
as her sister failed not to remark and to make others 
remark. 

Seizing a convenient pause while Mr. Churchill was 
searching for some masterpiece. Lady Katrine congratu- 
lated her sister on having recovered her voice, aiMl de- 
clared that she had never heard her play or sing since 
she was married till to-night. 

" You may consider it as a very particular compli- 
ment, I assure you," continued she, addressing, herself 
so particularly to Mr. Beauclerc that he could not help 
being a little out of countenance ; " I have so begged 
and prayed, but she was never in voice or humour, or 
heart, or something. Yesterday, even Castlefort was 
almost on his knees for a song, — were not you. Lord 
Castlefort r' 

Lord Castlefort pinched his pointed chin, and, c asting 
up an angry look, replied in a dissonant voice, — " 1 do 
not remember !" 

" Tout votTy tout entendre, tout oublier,'*^ whispered Lady 
Katrine to Mr. Churchill, as she stooped to assist him 
in the search for a music-book — " Tout voir, tout enten- 
dre, tout oublier, should be the motto adopted by all mar* 
ried people." 

Lady Castlefort seemed distressed, and turned over 
the leaves in such a flutter that she could not find any 
ihing, and she rose, in spite of all entreaties, leaving the 
place to her sister, who was, she said, " so much better ' 
a musician, and not so foolishly nervous." Lady Cas- 
tlefort said her " voice always went away when she was 
at all—" 
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There it ended as far as weirds went ; but she sighed, 
and retired so gracefully, that all the gentlemen pitied 
her. 

There is one moment in which ill-nature sincerely re- 
pents — ^the moment when it sees pity felt for its vic- 
tim. 

Horace followed Lady Castiie/ort to the ottoman, on 
which she sank. Beauclerc remained leaning on the 
back of Lady Katrine's chair» but without seeming to 
hear what she said or sang. After some time Mr. 
Churchill, not finding his attentions well received, or 
weary of paying them, quitted Lady Castlefort, and sat 
down by Helen ; and, in a voice to be heard by her, but 
by no one else, he said — 

" What a relief ! I thought I should never get away I" 
Then, favoured by a loud bravura of Lady Katrine's, he 
went on — " That beauty, between you and me, is some- 
thing of a bore— she — I don't mean the lady who is now 
screaming — she should always sing. Heaven blessed 
her with song, not sense — but here one is made so fas- 
tidious !" 

He sighed, and for some moments seemed to be given 
up to the duet which Lady Katrine and an officer were 
perforiping ; and then exclaimed, but so that Helen only 
could hear, " Merciful Heaven ! how often one wishes 
one had no ears : that Captain Jones must be the son 
of Stentor, and that lady ! if angels sometimes saw 
themselves in a looking-glass when singing — there would 
be peace upon earth." 

Helen, not liking to be the secret receiver of his con- 
traband good things, was rising to change her place, 
when, softly detaining her, he said, " Do not be sifraid, 
no danger — trust me, fSr I have studied under Talma." 

" What can you mean 1" 

" I mean," continued he, *' ftiat Talma taught me the 
secret of his dying scenes — ^how every syllable of his 
dying words might be heard to the farthest part of the 
audience ; and I — ^give- me credit for my ingenuity — 
know how, by reversing the art, to be perfectly inaudi- 
ble at ten paces' distance, and yet, I trust, perfectly 
intelligible, always, to you." 

Helen now rose decidedly, and retreated to a table at 
the other side of the room, and lUmed over some books 
that lay there—she took up a volume of the novel Lady 
Castlefort had been reading — " Love unquestionable^^' 

y 
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She was surprised to find it instantly, gently, but de- 
cidedly drawn from her hand : she looked up — it was 
Beauclerc. ■• 

" I beg your pardon, Miss Stanley, but — ^ 

** Thank you \ thaajt you !" said Helen ; " you need 
not beg my pardon." 

This was the first time Beauclerc had spoken in his 
friendly, cordial, natural manner, to her, since their 
incomprehensible misunderstanding. She was heartily 
glad it was over, and that he was come to himself again. 
And now they conversed very happily together for 
some time : though what they said might not be parti- 
cularly worth recording. Lady Katrine was at Helen's 
elbow before she perceived her, " looking for her sac ;" 
and Lady Castlefort came for her third volume, and, 
gliding off, wished to all — ^^ Felice, felicissimo notte.^^ 

Neither of these sisters had ever liked Helen ; she 
was too true for the one, and too good-natured for the 
other. Lady Katrine had always, even when she was 
quite a child, been jealous of Lady Cecilia's affection 
for Helen ; and now her indignation and disappointment 
were great at finding her established at Clarendon Park 
— ^to Bve with the Clarendons, to go out with Lady 
Cecilia. Now, it had been the plan of both sisters, thai 
Lady Katrine's present visit should be eternal. How 
they would ever have managed to fasten her ladyship 
upon the general, even if Helen had been out of the 
question, need not now be considered. Their disap- 

g ointment and dislike to Helen were as great as if she 
ad been the only obstacle to the fulfilment of their 
scheme. 
These two sisters had never agreed — 

" Doomed by Fate 

To live in all the elegance of hate ;** 

and since Lady Castlefort's marriage, the younger, the 
beautiful being now the successful lady of the ascendant, 
the elder writhed in all the combined miseries of jeal- 
ousy and dependence, and an every-day lessening chance 
of bettering her condition. Lord Castlefort, too, for 
good reasons of his own, well remembered, detested 
Lady Katrine, and longed to shake her off. In this 
wish, at least, husband and wife united ; but Lady Cas- 
tlefort had no decent excuse for her ardent impatience 
io get rid of her sister. She had magnificent houses 
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in town and country, ample room everywhere — but ia 
her heart. She h^ the smallest heart conceivable, 
and the colde9^ but had it been ever so large, or ever 
so warm, Lady Katrine was surely not the person to 
get into it, or into any heart, male or female: there 
was the despair. " If Katrine was but married — ^Mr. 
Churchill, suppose 1" 

Faint was the suppose in Lady Castlefort's ima^a- 
tion. Not so the hope which rose in Lady Katrine's 
mind the moment she saw him here. ^ How fortunate !'* 
Her ladyship had now come to that no particular age 
when a remarkable metaphysical phenomenon occurs ; 
on one particular subject hope increases as all proba- 
bility of success decreases. This aberration of intellect 
is usually observed to be greatest in very clever women ; 
while Mr. Churchill, the flattered object of her present 
hope, knew how to manage with great innocence and 
modesty, and draw her on to overt acts of what is called 
flirtation. 

Rousseau says that a man is always awkward and 
miserable when placed between two women to whom 
he is making love. But Rousseau had never seen Mr. 
Churchill, and had but an imperfect idea of the dexterity, 
the ambiguity that in our days can be successfully prac- 
tised by an accomplished male coquette. Absolutely 
to blind female jealousy may be beyond his utmost skill ; 
but it is easy, as every day's practice shows, to keep 
female vanity pleasantly perplexed by ocidar deception 
•—to make her believe that what she really sees she does 
not see, and 4hat what is unreal is reality : to make her, 
to the amusement of the spectators, continually stretch 
out her hand to snatch Jfie visionary good that for ever 
eludes her grasp, or changes, on near approach, to grin- 
ning mockery. 

This delightful game was now commenced with Lady 
Katrine, and if Helen could be brought to take a snatch, 
it would infinitely increase the interest and amusement 
of the lookers-on. Of this, however, there seemed 
Uttle chance ; but the evil eye of envy was set upon 
her, and the demon of jealousy was longing to work 
her wo. 

Lady Castlefort saw with scornful astonishment that 
Mr. Beauclerc's eyes, sometimes when she was speak- 
ing, when she was singing, would stray to that part of 
the room where Miss Stanley might be ; and when she 
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was fipeaking to him, he was wonderfully absent. Her 
ladyship rallied him, while Lady Katrine, looking on, 
cleared her throat in her horrid way, a^^4onge4 for an 
opportunity to discomfit Helen, which supreme pleasure 
her ladyship promised herself upon the first convenient 
occasionf-Hconvenient meaning when Lady Davenant 
was out of the room, for Lady Katrine, though urged 
by prompting jealousy, dared not attack her when under 
cover of that protection. 'From long habit, even her 
sarcastic nature stood in awe of a certain power of 
moral indication, which had at times flashed upon her, 
and of which she had a sort of superstitious dread, as 
of an incomprehensible, incalculable power. 

But temper will get the better of all prudence . Piqped 
by some little preference which Lady Cecilia had shown 
to Helen's taste in the choice of the colour of a dress, an 
occasion offered of signalizing her revenge which could 
not be resisted. It was a question to be publicly de- 
cided, whether blue, green, or white should be adopted 
for the ladies' uniform at an approachingyc^e. She was 
deputed to collect the votes. All the company were 
assembled ; Lady Davenant, out of the circle, as it was 
a matter that concerned her not, was talking to the 
gentlemen apart. 

Lady Katnne went round canvassing. " Blue, green, 
or white t say blue, joray." But when she came to 
Helen, she made a full stop, asked no question — ^preferred 
no prayer, but after fixing attention by her pause, said, 
'* I need not ask Miss Stanley's vote or opinion, as I 
know my cousin's, and with Miss Stanley it is always 
* I say ditto to Lady Cecilia ;' therefore, to save trouble, 
I always count two for Cecilia — one for herself and one 
{other double,'' * 

" Right, Lady Katrine Hawksby," cried a voice from 
afar, which made her start; "you are quite right to 
consider Helen Stanley as my daughter's double, for my 
daughter loves and esteems her as her second self— her 
better self. In this sense Helen is Lady Cecilia's dou- 
ble, but if you mean — " 

" Bless me ! I don't know what I meant, I declare. I 
could not have conceived that Lady Davenant — Miss 
Stanley, I beg a thousand million of pardons." 

Helen, with anxious good-nature, pardoned before she 
was asked, and hastened to pass on to the business of 
the day, but Lady Davenant would not so let it pass ; 
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her eye still fixed, she pursued the qustiling enemy— 
'*One word^^l^^ In justice to my daughter, I mast 
say, her loyeVlB not been won by flattery, . as none 
knows better than the Lady Katrine Hawksby.'* 

The unkindest cut of all, and on the tenderest part. 
Lady Katrine could not stand it. Conscious and trem- 
bling, she broke through the circle, fled into the conser- 
vatory, and closing the doors behind her, would not be 
followed by Helen, Cecilia, or anybody. 

Lady Castlefort sighed, and fhrst breaking the silence 
that ensued, said, '* Tis such a pity that Katrine will al- 
ways so let her wit jrun away with her— it brings her so 
continually into — for my part, in aD humility I must con- 
fess, I can't help thinking, that what with its being unfem- 
inine and altogether so incompatible with what in gen- 
eral is thought amiable — I cannot but consider wit m a 
woman as a real misfortune. What say the gentlemen ? 
they must decide, gentlemen being always the best 
judges." 

With an appealing tone of interrogation she grace- 
fully looked up to the gentlemen ; and, after a glance to- 
wards Granville Beauclerc, unluckily unnoticed or unan- 
swered, her eyes expected reply from Horace ChurchiU. 
He, well feeling the predicament in which he stood, 
between a fool and a femme tP esprit, answered, with his 
ambiguous smile, " that no doubt it was a great misfor- 
tune to have ^plus d* esprit qu'on ne sait miner, ^ " 

** This is a misfortune," said Lady Davenant, ** that 
may be deplored for a great genius once in an age, but 
is really rather of uncommon occurrence. People com- 
plain of wit where, nine times in ten, poor wit is auite 
umocent ; but such is the consequence of having kept 
bad company. Wit and ill-nature having been too often 
found together, when we see one we expect the other ; 
and suchan inseparable false association has been formed, 
that half the world take it for granted that there is wit 
if they do but see ill-nature." 

At this moment Mr. M apletoflt, the secretary, entered, 
with his face full of care and his hands full of papers. 
Lady Katrine needed not to feign or feel any further ap- 
prehensions of Lady Davenant ; for, an hour afterward, 
it was announced that Lord and Lady Davenant were 
obliged to set off for town immediately. In the midst 
of her hurried preparations Lady Davenant found a mo- 
ment to comfort Helen with the assurance that, what* 
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ever happened, she would see her again. It might end 
in Lord DavenanVs embassy being ^^|^ip. At all 
events she would see her again — shi^Hli in a few 
weeks, perhaps in a few days. " So noneave-takings, 
my dear chila, and no tears — it is best as it is. On my 
return let me. find — " 

" Lord Davenant's waiting, my lady," and she hurried 
away. 



CHAPTER XX. 

Absent or present, the guardian influence of a supe- 
rior friend is one of the greatest blessings on earth, and 
after Lady Davenant^s departure Helen was so full of 
all she had said to her, and of all that she would ap- 
prove or disapprove, that every action, almost every 
thought, was under the influence of her friend's mind. 
Continually she questioned her motives as well as ex- 
amined her actions, and, while she was thus "justice to 
herself severe," she could not but condemn some of her 
conduct, or if not her conduct, her manner, towards 
Horace Churchill ; she had been flattered by his admi- 
ration, and had permitted, his attentions more than she 
ought, when her own mind was perfectly made up as to 
his character. Ever since the affair of the poetess, she 
had been convinced that she could wer make the hap- 
piness or redeem the character of one so mean. 

According to the ladies' code, a woman is never* to 
understand that a gentleman's attentions mean any thing 
more than common civility ; she is supposed never to 
see his mind, however he may make it visible, till he 
declares it in words. But, as Helen could not help un- 
derstanding his manner, she thought it was but fair to 
make him understand her by her manner. She was cer- 
tain that if he were once completely convinced, not only 
that he had not made any impression, but that he never 
could make any impression^ion her heart, his pursuit 
would cease. His vanity, mortified, might revenge 
itself upon her, perhaps ; but this wasa danger which she 
thought she ought to brave ; and now she resolved to 
be quite sincere, as she, said to herself, 'at whatever 
hazard (probably meaning at the hazard of displeasing 
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Cecilia) sh^jrotilcL make her own sentiments clear, and 
put an endfh^ Churchill's ambiguous conduct : and 
this shoulc^Hrone on the very first opportunity. 

An oppomKity soon occurred — Horace had a beauti- 
ful little topaz ring with which Lady Katrine Hawksby 
fell into raptures ; such a charming device ! — Cupid and 
Momus making the world their plaything. 

It was evident that Lady Katrine expected that the 
seal should be presented to her. Besides being extrava- 
gantly fond of baubles, she desired to have this homage 
from Horace. To her surprise and mortification, how- 
ever, he was only quite flattered by her approving of his 
taste : it was his favourite seal, and so '^ h» kept the 
topaz, and the rogue was bit." 

Lady Katrine was the more mortified by this failure, 
because it was witnessed by many of the company, 
among whom, when she looked round, she detected 
smiles of provoking intelligence. Soon afterward the 
dressing-bell rang, and she quitted the room ; one after 
.another every one dropped oflf, except Helen, who was 
finishing a letter, and Horace, who stood on the hearth 
playing with his seal. When shQ came to sealinff-time, 
he approached and besought her to honour him oy the 
acceptance of this little seal. " If he could obliterate 
Momus— if he could leave only Cupid, it would be more 
.^propriate.' But it was a device mvented for him by a 
French friend, and he hoped she would pardon his foUy, 
and think only of his loveV* 

This was sai<? 30 that it might pass either for mere 
jest or for earnest ; his look expressed very sentimental 
love, and Helen seized the moment to explain her- 
self decidedly. 

It was a surprise — a great surprise to Mr. Churchill, 
a severe disappointment, not only to his vanity but to 
his heart, for he had one. It was some comfort, how- 
ever, that he had not quite committed himself, and he re- 
covered^-even in the moment of <9eii|ipointment he re- 
covered himself time enough dexterously to turn the 
' tables upon Helen. 

He thanked her for ^ r candour — for her great care 

of his happiness, in anticipating a danger which might 

' have been so fatal to him ; but he really was not aware 

that he had said any thing which required so serious an 

answer.' 

• Afterward he amused himself with Lady Katrine at 
18 
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Mi^ Sli^ey's expei»se, representing himself as in ike 
most pitiable case of Rejected Addr^^^^-ejected be- 
fore he had offered. He had only bee^Hlty of folly, 
and he was brought in guilty of love. • 

Poor Helen had to endure not only this persiflage, 
which was soon made to reach her ear, but also the re- 
proaches of Lady Cecilia, who said, " I should have 
warned you, Helen, not to irritate that man's relentless 
vanity ; now you see the consequences." 

" But, after all, what harm can he do me ?" thought 
Helen. " It is very disagreeable to be laughed at, but 
still my conscience is satisfied, and that is a happiness 
that will last; all the rest will soon be over. I am 
sure I did th^ thing awkwardly, but I am glad it is 
done." 

Mr. Churchill soon afterward received an invitation 
^a command to join a royal party now at some water- 
ing-place ; an illustrious person could not live another 
day without Horace le desir€. He showed the note, and 
acted despair at being compelled to go, and then he de- 
parted. To the splendid party he went, and drowned 
all recollections of whatever love he had felt in the 
fresh intoxication of vanity — a diurnal stimulus which, 
however degrading, and he did feel it degrading, was 
now become necessary to his existence. 

His departure from Clarendon Park was openly re- 
gretted by Lady Cecilia, while I^ady Katrine secretly 
mourned over tjie downfall of her projects, and Beau- 
clerc attempted not to disguise his satisfaction. 

He was aU life and love, and would then certainly 
have declared his passion, but for an extraordinary 
change which now appeared in Helen's manner to- 
wards him. It seemed unaccountable; it could not 
be absolute caprice, she did not even treat him as a 
friend, and she evidently avoided explanation. He 
thought, and thougl^t, and came as near the truth with- 
out touching it as possible. He concluded that she had 
understood his joy at Churchill's departure ; that she 
now clearly perceived his attachment ; and was deter- 
mined against him. Not having the slightest idea that 
she considered him as a married man, he could not even 
guess the nature of her feelings. 

And aU the time Helen did not well understand her- 
self; she began to be extremely alarmed at her own 
feelings — to dread that there was something not quite 
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ritht. Co qld it be wrong, very wrong in her mindl 
This dreadBtt come and gone by fits. This suspicion 
was first rallea by the remarks excited by a slight cir- 
cumstance which occurred about this time. Her white 
dove, Beauclerc's gift, was found one mominff drowned 
in the marble vase in which it went to driiuc. Helen 
was very sorry — that was surely natural ; but she was 
wonderfully concerned. Lady Katrine scofiinsly said ; 
and before everybody, before Beauclerc, worse Than all, 
her ladyship represented to the best of her ability the 
attitude in which she had found Helen mourning over 
her misfortune, the dove in her hand pressed close to 
her bosom — "And in tears — absolutely." She would 
swear to the tears. 

Helen blushed, tried to laugh, and acknowledged it 
was very foolish. Well, that passed oflf as only fool- 
ish, and she did not at first feel that it was a thing much 
to be ashamed of in any other way. But sh6 was sorry 
that Beauclerc was by when Lady Katrine mimicked 
her; most sorry that he should think her foolish. But 
then did he 1 His looks expressed tenderness. He was 
very tender-hearted. Really manly men always are so ; 
and so she observed to Lady Cecilia. Lady Katrine 
heard the observation and smiled — her odious smile — 
implying more than words could say. Helen was not 
qmte clear, however, what it meant to say. 

Some days afterward Lady Katrine took up a book, 
in which Helen's name was written in Beauclerc's hand. 
^ Gase {Tamitii V^ said her ladyship ; and she walked up 
and down the room, humming the air of an old French 
song : interrupting herself now and then to ask her sister 
if she could recollect the words. " The refrain^ if 1 re- 
member right, is something like this — 

Sous le nom d'amiti^— sous le nom d'amiti^, 

La moiti^ du monde trompe Pautre moiti^, i 

Sous le nom, sous le nom, sous le nom d'amiU^ 

** And it ends with 

Sous le nom d'amiti^, Damon, je vous adore, 
Sous le nom, sous le nom d'amiti^. 

'* Miss Stanley, do you know that song T' concluded 
her malicious ladyship. 

No — Miss Stanley had never heard t before ; but the 
marked emphasis with which Lady Katrine sang and 
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looked made Helen clear that she me^^o apply the 
words tauntingly to her and Beauclerc,^|^t which of 
them her ladyship suspected was cheating or cheated— 
" sotis le nom d'amitii^^' she did not know. All was con- 
fusion in her mind. After a moment's cooler reflection, 
however, she, was certain it could not be Beauclerc who 
was to blame — it must be herself, and she now very 
much wished that everybody, and Lady Katrine in par- 
ticular, should know that Mr. Beauclerc was engaged — 
almost married ; if this were but known, it would put an 
end to all such imputations. 

The first time she could speak to Cecilia on the sub- 
ject, she begged to know how soon Mr. Beauclerc's en- 
gagement would be declared. Lady Cecilia slightly 
inswered she could not tell — and when Helen press^ 
the question, she asked, 

" Why are you so anxious, Helen 1" 

Helen honestly told her, and Lady CeCflfa only laughed 
at her for mindmg what Lady -Katrine said, — ^** When 
you know yourself, Helen, how it is, what can it signify 
what mistakes others may make 1" 

But Helen grew more and more uneasy, for she was 
not clear that she did know how it was, with herself 
at least. Her conscience faltered, and she was not sure 
whether she was alarmed with or without reason. She 
began to compare feelings that she had read of, and 
feelings that she had seen in others, and feehngs that 
were new to herself, and in this maze and mist nothing 
was distinct — much was magnified — all alarming. 

One day Beauclerc was within view of the windows 
on horseback, on a very spirited horse, which he man- 
aged admirably ; but a shot fired suddenly in an adjoin- 
ing preserve so startled the horse, that it oh ! what 

it did Helen did not see, she was so much terrified : 
and why was she so much terrified 1 She excused her- 
self by sa3ring it was natural to be frightened for any 
human creature. But, on the other hand, Tom Isdall 
was a human creature, and she had seen him last week 
actually thrown from his horse, and had not felt much 
concern. But then he was not a friend ; and he fell 
into a soft ditch; and there was something ridiculous in it 
which prevented people from caring about it. 

With such nice casuistry she went on pretty well ; 
and besides, she was so innocent — so ignorant, that it 
was easy for her to be deceived. She went on telling 



) 



HELEN. 199 

herself that |he loved Beauclerc aa a brother— as she 
loved the geMral. But when she came to comparisons, 
she could not but perceive a difference. Her heart never 
bounded on the general's appearance, let him appear 
ever so suddenly, as it did one day when Beauclerc re- 
tamed unexpectedly from Old Forest. Her whole ex- 
isteace seemed so altered by his approach, his presence, 
or his absence. Why was this 1 Was there any thing 
wrong in it 1 To that question it now came continually. 
She had nobody whose judgment she could consult— 
nobody to whom she could venture to describe her feel- 
ings, or lay open her doubts and scruples. Lady Cecilia 
would only laugh ; and she could not quite trust either 
her judgment or her sincerity, though she knew her 
affection. Besides, after what Cecilia had said of her 
being safe ; after all she had told her of Beauclerc's 
engagement, how astonished and shocked Cecilia 
would be \ 

Then Helen resolved that she would keep as strict a 
watch over herself, and repress all emotion, and be 
severe with her own mind to the utmost ; and it was 
upon this resolution that she had changed her manner, 
without knowing how much, towards Beauclerc ; she 
was certain he meant nothing but friendship. It was 
her fault if she felt too much pleasure in his company ; 
the same things were, as she wisely argued, right or 
wrong according to the intention with which they were 
said, done, looked, or felt. Rigidly she inflicted on her- 
self the penance of avoiding his delightful society, and 
to make sure that she did not try to attract, she repelled 
him with all her power — thought she never could make 
herself cold, and stiff, and disagreeable enough to satisfy 
her conscience. 

Then she grew frightened at Beauclerc's looks of 
, astonishment — feared he would ask explanation— avoided 
him more and more. Then, on the other hand, she feared 
he might guess and interpret wron^, or rather rights this 
change ; and back she changed, tnedin vain to keep the 
just medium — she had lost the power of measuring- 
altogether she was very unhappy, and so was Beauclerc ; 
he found her incomprehensible, and thought her capri- 
cious. His own mind was fluttered with love, so tnat 
he could not see or judge distinctly, else he might have 
seen the truth ; and sometimes, though free from con- 
ceit, he did hope it might be all love. But why then 
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SO determined to discourage him ? he had advanced suf 
ficiently to mark his intentions, she could not doubt his 
sincerity. He would see farther before he ventured far- 
ther. He thought a man was a fool who proposed before 
he had tolerable reason to believe he should not be 
refused. 

Lord Beltravers and his sisters were now expected at 
Old Forest immediately, and Beauclerc went thither 
early every morning, to press forward the preparations 
for the arrival of the family, and he seldom returned till 
dinner-time; and every evening Lady Castlefort con- 
trived to take possession of him. It appeared to be in- 
deed as much against his will as it could be between a 
well-bred man and a high-bred belle ; but to do her bid- 
ding seemed, if not .a moral, at least a polite necessity. 
She had been spoiled, she owned, by foreign attentions ; 
not French, for that is all gone now at Paris, but Italian 
manners, which she so much preferred. She did not 
know how she could live out of Italy, and she must 
convince Lord Castlefort that the climate was necessary 
for her health. Meanwhile she adopted, she acted, what 
she conceived to be foreign manners, and with an ex- 
aggeration common with those who have very little 
sense and a vast desire to be fashionable with a certain 
set. Those who knew her best (all but her sister Ka- 
trine, who shook her head) were convinced that there 
was really no harm in Lady Castlefort, " only vanity 
and foUy." How frequently folhr leads farther than 
fools ever, or wise people often, foresee, we n^ed not 
here stop to record. On the present occasion, all at 
Clarendon Park, even those most incUned to scandal ; 
persons who, by-the-by, may be always known by their 
invariable preface of, " I hate all scandal," agreed that 
no one so far could behave better than Granville Beau- 
clerc — " so far," — " as yet." But all the elderly who 
had any experience of this world, all the young who 
had any intuitive prescience in these matters could not 
but fear that things could not long go on as they were 
now going. It was sadly to be feared that so young a 
man, and so very handsome a man, and such an admirer 
of beauty, and grace, and music, and of such an enthu- • 
siastic temper, must be in danger of being drawn on 
farther than he was aware, and before he knew what he 
was about. 

The general heard and saw all that went on without 
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long she thought her cousins would stay. She did not 
know, but she said, ^ She saw he wished them to be 
what they were not — cousins once removed — and quite 
agreed with him.^' He smiled ; for a man is always 
well pleased to find his wife agree with him in disliking 
her cousins. 

One night — one fine moonlight night — Lady Castle- 
fort, standing at the conservatory-door with Beauclerc, 
after talking an inconceivable quantity of nonsense 
about her passion for the moon, and her notions about 
the stars, and congenial souls born under the same 
planet, proposed to him a moonlight walk. 

The general was at the time playing at chess with 
Helen, and had the best of the game, but at that mo- 
ment he made a false move, was check-mated, rose 
hastily, threw the men together on the board, and forgot 
to regret his shameful defeat, or to compliment Helen 
upon her victory. Lady Castlefort, having just dis- 
covered that the fatality nonsense about the stars would 
not quite do for Beauclerc, had been the next instant 
mzed with a sudden passion for astronomy ; she must 
see those charming rings of Saturn which she had 
heard so much of, ^ich the general was showing Miss 
^anley the other night ; she must beg him to lend his 
telescope ; she came up with her sweetest smile to trou- 
ble the general for his glass. Lord Castlefort, follow- 
ing, objected strenuously to her going out at night ; she 
had been complaining of a bad cold when he wanted her 
to wstik in the daytime, she would only make it worse 
by going out in the night-air. If she wanted to see 
Saturn and his rings, the general, he was sure, would 
fix a telescope at the window for her. 

But that would not do, she must have a moonlight 
walk ; she threw open the conservatory-door, beckoned 
to Mr. Beauclerc ; and how it ended Helen did not stay 
to see. She thought that she ought not even to think 
on the subject, and she went away as fast as she could. 
It was late, and she went to bed wishing to be up early, 
to go on with a drawing she was to finish for Mrs. 
Collingwood — a view by the river-side, that view which 
had struck her fancy as so beautiful the day she went 
first to Old Forest. Early the next morning— and a 
delightful morning it was — she was up and out, and 
reached the spot from which her sketch was taken. 
13 
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She.was surprised to find her little cainp>stool, whioh 
she had looked for in vain in the hall, in its usual pdace, 
set here ready for her, "and on it a pencil nicely cut. 

Beauclerc must have done this. But he was not in 
general an early riser. However, she concluded that 
he had gone over thus early to Old Forest, to see his 
friend Lord Beltravers, who was to have arrived the 
day before, with his sisters. She saw^ a boat rowing 
down the river, and she had no doubt he was gone. 
But just as she had settled to,-her drawing, she heard 
the joyful bark of Beauclerc's dog Nelson, who came 
bounding tQwards her, and the next moment his master 
appeared, coming down the path from the wood. With 
quick steps he came till he was nearly close to her, 
then slackened his pace. 

"Good morning!" said Helen; she tried to speak 
with composure, but her heart beat— she could not help 
feeling surprise at seeing him — but it was only surprise. 

" I thought you were ^one to Old Forest," said she. 

" Not yet," said he. 

His voice sounded different from usual, and she saw- 
in him some suppressed agitation. She endeavoured to 
keep her own manner unembarrassed — she thanked him 
for the nicely-cut pencil, and the exactly well-placed 
seat. He advanced a step or two nearer, stooped, and 
looked close at her drawing, but he did not seem to see 
or know what he was looking at. 

At tliis moment Nelson, who had been too long un- 
noticed, put up one paw on Miss Stanley's arm, unseen 
by his master, and encouraged by such gentle neproof 
as Helen gave, his audacious paw was on the top of 
her drawing-book the next moment, and the next was 
upon the drawing — and the paw was wet with dew. 
— " Nelson !" exclaimed his master, in an angry tone. 

" O do not scold him," cried Helen, " do not punish 
him ; the drawing is not spoiled— only wet ; and it will 
be as well as ever when it is dry." 

Beauclerc ejaculated something about the temper of 
an angel while she patted ^^Ison's penitent head. 

" As the drawing must be left to dry," said Beauclerc, 
" perhaps Miss Stanley would do me the favour to walk 
as far as the landing-place, where the boat is to meet 
me — to take me — if— if I must go to Old Forest !" and 
he sighed. 

She took his offered arm and walked on — surprised, 
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— KJonfused; wondering what he meant by that sigh 
and that look — and that strong emphasis on must, "If 
I must go to Old Forest." Was not it a pleasure 1 — ^was 
it not Ins own choice 1 — What could he mean 1 — ^What 
could be the matter V 

A vague agitating idea rose in her mind, but she put 
it from her, and they walked on for some minutes, both 
silent. They entered the wood, and feeling the silence 
awkward, and afraid that he should perceive her em- 
barrassment, and that he should suspect her suspicion, 
she exerted herself to speak — to say something, no 
matter what. 

" It is a charming morning !" 

After a pause of absence of mind, he answered, 

" Charming ! — very !" 

Then stopping short, he fixed his eyes upon Helen 
with an expression that she was afraid to understand. 
It could hardly bear any interpretation but one — and yet 
that was impossible— ought to be impossible— from a 
man in Beauclerc's circumstances — engaged — almost a 
married man, as she had been told to consider him. 
She did not know at this moment what to think — still 
she thought she must mistake him, and she should 
be expessively ashamed of such a mistake, and now 
more strongly felt the dread that he should see and mis- 
interpret or interpret too rightly her emotion; she 
walked on quicker, and her breath grew short, and her 
colour heightened. He saw her agitation — a delightful 
hope arose in his mind. It was plain she was not in- 
different — he looked at her, but dared not look long 
enough — feared that ^le was mistaken. But the em- 
barrassment seemed to change its character even as he 
k>oked, and now it was more like displeasure — de- 
cidedly, she appeared displeased. And so she was ; for 
she thought how that he must either be trifling with her, 
or, if serious, must be acting most dishonourably : her 
good opinion of him must be destroyed for ever if, as 
now it seemed, he wished to make an impression upon 
her heart — ^yet still she tr^d not to think, not to see it. 
She was sorry, she was vCTy wrong to let such an idea 
into her mind — and still her agitation increased. 

Quick as she turned from him these thoughts passed 
in het mind, alternately angry and ashamed, and at last, 
forcing herself to be composed, telling herself she ought 
to see farther, and at least to be certain before she con- 
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demned hini— condemned so kind, so honourable a friendi 
while the fault might be all her own ; she now, in a soft* 
ened tone, as if begging pardon for the pain she had 
given, and the iiyustice she had done him, said some 
words, insignificant in themselves, but from the voice of 
kindness charming to Beauclerc's ear and soul. 

" Are not we wSking very fast !" said she, breathless. 
She now feared she must have said something more 
than she intended, and that she had betrayed feehngs 
too much softened. He slackened his pace instantly, and 
with a delighted look, while she, in a hurried voice, 
added, " But do not let me delay you. There is the boat 
You must be in haste — impatient !" 

" In haste ! impatient ! to leave you, Helen !" She 
blushed deeper than he had ever seen her blush before. 
Beauclerc in general kneve — 

" Which blush was anger's, which was love's !" 

But now he was so much moved, he could not decide at 
the first glance : at the second, there was no doubt ; it 
was anger — not love. Her arm was withdrawn from his. 
He was afraid he had gone too far. He had called her 
Helen! 

He begged pardon, half humbly, half proudly. " I 
beg pardon; Miss Stanley I should have said. I see 
I have offended. I fear I have been presumptuous, but 
Lady Davenant taught me to trust to Miss Stanley's 
sincerity, and 1 was encouraged by her expressions of 
confidence and friendship." 

" Friendship ! Oh, yes ! Mr. Beauclerc," said Helen, 
in a hurried voice, eagerly seizing on and repeating the 
word friendship ; " yes, I have always considered you 
as a friend. I am sure I shall alway&find you a sincere, 
good friend." 

" Friend !" he repeated, in a disappointed tone — all 
his hopes sank. She took his arm again, and he was 
displeased even with that. She was not the being of 
real sensibility he had fancied — she was not capable of 
a real love. So vacillated hia heart and his imagination, 
and so quarrelled he alterns^ly every instant with her 
and with hfmself. He could not understand her, or de- 
cide what he should next do or say himself; and there 
was the boat nearing the land, and they were going on, 
on, towards it in silence. He sighed. 

It was a sigh that could not but be heard ai^ noticed ; 
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it was not meant to be noticed, and yet it was. What 
could she think of it ! She could not believe that Beau- 
clerc meant to act treacherously. This time she was 
determined not to take any thing for granted, not to be 
80 foolish as she had been with Mr. Churchill. 

" Is not that your boat that I i^ee, rowing close ?" 

" Yes, I believe— certainly . Yes," said he. 

But now the vacillation of Beauclerc^s mind suddenly 
ceased. Desperate, he stopped her, as she would have 
turned down that path to tne landing-place where the 
boat was mooring. He stood full across the path- 
" Miss Stanley, one word— by one word, one look decide. 
You must decide for me whether I stay— or go — ^for 
ever !" 

"I!— Mr. Beauclerc!" 

The look of astonishment — ^more than astonishment, 
ahnost of indignation— silenced him completely, and he 
stood dismayed. Sheinressed onwards, and he no longer 
stopped her path. For an instant he submitted in de- 
spair. " Then I must not think of it. I must go— must 
I, Miss Stanley t Will not you listen to me, Helen 1 
Advise me ; let me open my heart to you as a friend." 

She stopped under the sKady tree beneath which they 
were passmg, and, leaning against it, she repeated, " As 
a friend — but, no, no, Mr. Beauclerc — ^no ; I am not the 
friend you should consult — consult the general, your 
guardian." 

**I have consulted him, and he approves." 

" You have ! That is well, that is well at all events," 
cried she ; " if he approves, then all is right." 

There was a ray of satisfaction on her countenance. 
He looked as if considering what she exactly meant. 
He hoped again, and was again resolved to hazard the 
decisive words. ** If you knew all !" and he pressed her 
arm closer to him — " if I might tell you all — " 

Helen withdrew her arm decidedly. " I know all," 
said she; " all I ought to know, Mr. Beauclerc." 

" You know all !" cried he, astonished at her 'manner. 
"You know the ciircumst^ces in which I am placed f' 

He alluded to the position in which he stood with Lady 
Castlefort ; she thought he meant with respect to LadjT 
Blanche, and she answered—" Yes : 1 know all !" and 
her eye turned towards the boat. 

"I understand you," said he; "you think I ought 
to go?" 

* 18 
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" Certainly," said she. It never entered into her mind 
16 doubt the truth of what Lady Cecilia had told her, 
and she had at first been so much embarrassed by the 
fear of betraying what she felt she ought not to feel, and 
she was now so shocked by what she thought his dis- 
honourable conduct, that she repeated, almost in a tone 
of severity," Certainly, Mr. Beauclerc, you ought to 
go." 

The words, " since you are engaged," — " you know 
you are engaged," she was on the point of adding, but 
Lady Cecilia's injunctions not to tell him that she had 
betrayed his secret stopped her. 

He looked at her for an instant, and then abruptly, and 
in great agitation, said, " May I ask, Miss Stanley, if 
your affections are engaged ?" 

" Is that a question, Mr. Beauclerc, which )'ou have a 
right to ask me ?" 

"I have no right — no right, I acknowledge — I am 
answered." 

He turned away from her, and ran down the bank 
towards the boat, but returned instantly, and exclsumed, 
" If you «ay to me, go ! I am gone for ever !" 

" Go !" Helen firmly pronounced. " You never can 
be more than a friend to me ! Oh never be less ! — ^go !" 

"I am gone," said he, "you shall never see me 
more." 

He went, and a few seconds afterward she heard the 
splashing of his oars. He was gone ! Oh ! how she 
wished that they had parted sooner — a few minutes 
sooner, even before he had so looked — so spoken ! 

"Oh! that we had parted while I might have still 
perfectly esteemed him ! but now — !" 

All was sorrow in her mind and. utter confusion. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

When Helen attempted to walk, she trembled so much 
that she could not move^ and leaning against the tree 
under which she was standing, she remained fixed for 
some time almost without thought. 

Then she began to recollect what had been before all 
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this, and as soon as she could walk she went back for 
her drawing-book, threw from her the pencil whjch 
Beauclerc had cut, and made her way home as fast as 
she could, and up to her own room, without meeting 
anybody ; and as soon as she was there she bolted the 
door and threw herself upon her bed. She had by this 
time a dreadful headache, and she wanted to try and get 
rid of it in time for breakfast — that was her first object ; 
but her thoughts were so confused that they could not 
fix upon any thing rightly. She tried to compose herself, 
and to think the whole affair over again ; but she could 
not. There was something so strange in what had 
passed ! The sudden — the total change in her opinion — 
her total loss of confidence ! She tried to put all thoughts 
and feelings out of her mind, and just to lie stupified if, 
she could, that she might get rid of the pain in her head. 
She had no idea whether it was late or early, and was 
going to get up to look at her watch, when she heard the 
first bell, half an hour before breakfast, and this was the 
time when Cecilia usually opened the door between 
their rooms. She dreaded the sound, but when she had 
expected it some minutes, she became impatient even 
for that which she feared ; she wanted to have it over, 
and she raised herself on her elbow, and listened with 
acute impatience : at last the door was thrown wide 
open, and, bright and gay as ever, in came Cecilia, but 
at the first sight of Helen on her bed, wan and misera- 
ble, she stopped short. 

" My dearest Helen ! what can be the matter V 

"Mr. Beauclerc—" 

"Well! what of him 1" cried Cecilia, and she smiled. 

" Oh Cecilia ! do not smile ; you cannot imagine — ^'* 

" Oh, yes ! but I can," cried Cecilia. " I see how it 
is ; I understand it all ; and miserable and amazed as 
you look at this moment, I will set all right for you in 
one word. He is not going to be married — not en- 
gaged." 

Helen started up. " Not engaged.!" 

"No more than you are, my dear! Oh! I am glad 
to see your colour come again !" 

" Thank Heaven !" cried Helen, " then he is not—" 

" A villain !— not at all. He is all that's right ; all that 
is charmmg, my dear. So, thank Heaven, and be ^ 
toppy as you please," 
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'*But I cannot understand it,** said Helen, sinking 
back ; I really cannot understand how it is, Cecilia." 

Cecilia gave her a glass of water in great haste, and 
was very sorry, and very glad, and begged forgiveness, 
and all in a breath : but as yet Helen did not know what 
she had to forgive, till it was explained to her in direct 
words, that Cecilia had told her not oiily what was not 
true, but what she at the time of telling knew to be 
false. 

" For what purpose, oh, my dear Cecilia ! All to save 
me from a little foolish embarrassment at first, you have 
made us miseraUe at last." 

" Miserable ! my dear Helen ; at worst miserable only 
for half an hour. Nonsense ! lie down again, and rest 
your poor head. I will go this minute to Granville. 
Where is he V 

** Gone ! Gone for ever ! Those were his last words." 

" Impossible ! absurd ! Only what a man says in a pas- 
sion. But where is he gone t Only to Old Forest ! Gk)ne 
for ever — gone till dinner-time ! Probably coming back 
at this moment in all haste, like a true lover, to beg your 
pardon for your having used him abominably ill. Now, 
smile ; do not shake your head, and look so wretched ; 
but tell me exactly, word for word and look for look, all 
that passed between you, and then I shall know what is 
best to be done." 

Word for word Helen could not answer, for she had 
been so much confused, but she told to the best ^ her 
recollection; and Cecilia still thought no great liarm' 
was done. She only looked a little serious from the 
apprehension, now the real, true apprehension, of what 
might happen about Lady Blanche, who, as she believed, 
was at Old Forest. " Men are so foolish ; men in love, 
so rash. Beauclerc, in a fit of anger and despair on 
being so refused by the woman he loved, might go and 
throw himself at the feet of another, for whom he did 
not care in the least, in a strange sort of revenge. But 
1 know how to settle it all, and I will do it this moment." 

But Helen caught hold of her hand, and firmly detain- 
ing it, absolutely objected to her doing any thing without 
telling her exactly and truly what she was going to do. 

Lady Cecilia assured her that she was only going to 
inquire from the general whether Lady Blanche was 
with her sister at Old Forest, or not. " Listen to me, 
roy dear Helen ; what I am going to say can do no mis- 
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chief. If Lady Blanche is there, then the best thin^ to 
be done is, for me to go immediately, this very monung, 
to pay the ladies a visit on their coming to the country, 
and I will bring back Granville. A wora will brine him 
back. I will only teU him there was a little mistake, or 
if you think it best, I will tell him the whole truth. Let 
me go — only let me go and consult the general before 
the breakfast-bell rings, for I shall have no time after- 
ward." 

Helen let her go, for as Beauclerc had told her that he 
had opened his mind to the general, she thought it was 
best that he should hear all that had happened. 

The moment the general s>w Lady Cecilia come in, 
he smiled, and said, ^ Well ! my dear Cecilia, you have 
seen Helen this morning, and she has seen Beauclerc — 
what is the result 1 Does he stay, or go 1" 
" He is gone !" said Cecilia. 
The general looked surprised, and sorry. 
" He did not propose for her," continued Cecilia, " he 
did not declare himself— he only began to sound her 
opinion of him, and she — she contrived to misunder- , 
stand — ^to offend him, and he is gone, but only to Old 
Forest, and we can have him back again directly." 

"That is not likely," said the general; "because I 
know that Beauclerc had determined that if he went he 
would not return for some time. Your friend Helen 
was to decide. If she gave him any hope, that is, per- 
mitted him to appear as her declared adfmirer, he could 
with propriety, happiness, and honour remain here ; if 
not, my dear Cecilia, you must be sensible that he is 
right to go." 

" Gone for some time !" repeated Cecilia ; " you mean 
as long as Lady Castlefort is here." 
" Yes," said the general. 

" I wish she was pone, I am sure, with all my heart," 
> said Cecilia ; " but m ttie mean time, tell me, my dear 
Clarendon, do you know whether Lord Beltravers's sis- 
ters are at Old Forest 1" 

The general did not think that Lady Blanche had 
arrived; he was not certain, but he knew that the Com- 
tesse de St. Cymon had arrived yesterday. 

"Then," said Cecilia, " it would be but civil to go to 
see the comtesse. I will go this morning." 

General Clarendon answered instantly, and with de- 
cision, that she must not think of such a thing—that it 



could not be done. *' Madame de St. Cymon is a womia 
of doubtful reputation, not a person with whom Lady 
Cecilia Clarendon ought to form any acquaintance." 

•* No, not ibrm an acquaintance — I'm quite aware of 
that,*' and eagerly she pleaded that she had no intention 
of doing any thing ; '* but just one morning visit paid and 
returned, you know, leads to nothing. Probably we 
shall neither of us be at home, and neyer meet ; and 
really it would be such a marked thing not to pay this 
visit to the Beltravers family on their return to the coun- 
try. Formerly there was such a good understanding 
between the Forresters and your father; and really 
hospitality requires it. Altogether this one visit really 
must be paid, it cannot be helped, so I will order the 
carriage." 

'* It must not be done !** the general said ; " it is a 
question of right, not of expediency." 

** Right, but there is nothiujpf really wrouff, surely ; I 
believe all that has been said of her is scandaL Nobody 
is safe against reports — ^the public papers are so scandal- 
ous ! While a woman lives with her husband, it is but 
charitable to suppose all is right. That's the rule. Be- 
sides, we should not throw the first stone." Then Lady 
Cecilia pleaded, lady this and lady that, and the whole 
county, without the least scruple, would visit Madame 
de St. Cymon. 

" Lady this and lady that may do as they please, or 

as their husbands think proper or improper, that is no 

rule for Lady CeciUa Clarendon; and as to the whole 

• county, or the whole world, what is that to me, when I 

have formed my own determination 1" 

The fact was, that at this very time Madame de St. 
C3rmon was about to be separated from her husb^d. A 
terrible discovery had just been made. Lord Beltravers 
had brouj^ht his sister to Old Forest to hide her from^ 
liOndon disgrace ;• there he intended to leave her to rus- J 
ticate, while he should follow her husband to Paris im- \ 
mediately, to settle the terms of separation or divorce. J 

" Beauclerc, no doubt, will go to Paris with him,''^ 
said the general. 

" To Paris ! when will he set out ?" 

" To-day—directly, if Helen has decidedly rejected 
him ; but you say he did not declare himself. Pray tell 
me all at once." 

And if she had done so, aU might have been well ; 
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bat she was afraid. Her husbaiid was as exact about 
some things as her mother ; he would certainly be dis- 
pleased at the deception she had practised on Helen ; 
she could not tell hun that, not at 1;bis moment, for she 
had just fooled him to the to^ of his bent about this 
visit; she would find a better time ; she so dreaded the 
instant change of his smile ; the look of disapprobation ; 
she was so cowardly ; ini short, the present pain of dis- 
[leasing — ^the consequences even of her own folly, she 
never could endure, and to avoid it she had always re- 
course to some new evasion ; and now, when Helen — 
her dear Helen's hairiness was at stake, she faltered*- 
she paltered-Hshe would not for the world do her any 
wrong; but still she thought she could manage without 
telling the whole — she would tell nothing hut the truth. 
So, after a moment's hesitation, while all these 
thoughts went through her mind, when the general re- 
peated his question, and begged to know at once what 
was passing in her little head, she smiled in return for 
that smile which played on her husband's face while he 
fondly looked up<m her, and she answered, 

** I am thinking of poor Helen. She has made a sad 
mistake — and has a horrid headache at this moment — 
in short, she has offended Beaoclerc past endurance — 
past his endurance — ^and he went off in a passion be- 
lore she found out her mistake. In short, we must 
have him back again ; could you go, my dear love — or 
write directly!" 

'* First let me understand," said the general. " Miss 
Stanley has made a mistake^ — what mistake 1" 

*'She thought Beauclerc was engaged to Lady 
Blanche." 
*' How could she think so % What reason had she t" 
"She had been told so by somebody." . 
"Somebody! — ^that eternal scandal-monger Lady 
Katrine, I suppose." 

"No— not Lady Katrine," said Cecilia; "but I am 
ntft at liberty to tell you whom." 

"No matter; but Miss Stanley is not a fool — she 
could not bblieve somebody or anybody, contrary to 
common sense." 

" No, but Beauclerc did not come quite to proposing 
—and you know she had been blamed for relusing Mr. 
Churchill before she was asked-^and, in short— in love, 
people do not always know what they are about." 
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'^i do not understand one word of it," said the gen- 
eral ; ** nor I am sure do you, my dear Cecilia." 

" Yes, I really do, but—" 

" My dear Cecilia, I assure ^ou it is always best to 
let people settle their love-affairs their own way." 

t' Yes, certainly — I would not interfere in the least — 
only to get Granville back again — and then let them 
settle it their own way. Cannot you call at Old 
Forest ?" 

** No." 

" Could you not write t" 

"No — ^not unless I know the whole. I will do 
nothing in the dark — always tell your confessor, your 
lawyer, your physician, your friend, your whole case, 
or they are fools or rogues if they act for you — ^go back 
and repeat this to Helen Stanley from me." 

" But, my dear, she will think it so unkind." 

" Let her show me how 1 can serve her, and I will 
do it." 

"Only write a line to Beauclerc — say, 'Beauclerc 
come back, — ^here has been a mistake.' " 

She would have put a pen into his hand, and held paper 
to him. 

" Let me know the whole, and then, and not till then, can 
I judge whether I should be doing right for her or not." 

The difficulty of telling the whole had increased to 
Lady Cecilia, even from the hesitation and prevarica^ 
tion she had now made. 

" Let me see Helen, — let me speak to her myself— 
and learn what this strange nonsensical mystery is." 

He was getting impatient. 

" Cannot I see Miss Stanley V 

" Why no, my dear love, not just now, she has such 
a headache ! • She is lying down. There is the break- 
fast-bell — after breakfast, if you please. But I am clear 
she would rather not speak to you herself on the sub- 
ject." 

" Then come down to breakfast, my dear, and let her 
settle it her own way — ^that is much the best plan. In- 
terference in love-matters always does mischief— come 
to breakfast, my dear — ^I have no time to lose — I must 
be off to a court-martial. ** 

He looked at his watch, and Cecilia went half down 
stairs with him, and then ran back to keep Helen quiet 
by the assurance that all would be settled — aU would be 
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she must not think of coming down ; and Cecilia la- 
mented half breakfast-time how subject to headaches 
poor Helen was ; and through this and throujpph all other 
conversation, she settled what she would do for her. As 
the last resource, she would teU the whole truth — ^not 
to her husband, she loved him too weU to face his dis- 
pleasure for one moment — but to Beauclerc.; and writing 
would be so much easier than speaking — without being 
put to the blush she could explain it all to Beauclerc, 
and turn it playfully ; and he would be so happy that he 
would be only too glad to forgive her, and to do any 
thing she asked. She concocted and wrote a very pretty- 
letter, in which she took all the blame fully on herseu 
—did perfect justice to Helen ; said she wrote without 
her knowledge, and depended entirely upon his discre- 
tion ; so he must come back of his own accord, and keep 
her counseL This letter, however, she could not des- 
patch so soon as she had expected ; she could not send 
a servant with it till the general should be off to his 
court-martial. 

Now had Cecilia gone the straight-forward way to 
work, her husband could in that interval, and would, 
have set all to rights ; but this to Cecilia was impossi- 
ble ; she could omy wait in an agony of impatience till 
the general and his officers were all out of the wav, 
and then she despatched a groom with her letter to Old 
Forest, and desired him to return as fast as possiUe, 
while she went- to Helen's room to while away the time 
of anxious suspense as well as she could ; and she soon 
succeeded in talking herself into excellent spirits again. 

** Now, my dear Helen, if that unlucky mistake had 
not been made, — if you had not fancied that Granville 
was married already, — and if he had actually proposed 
for you — what woiud you have said t — in short — would 
you have accepted him !" 

" Oh ! Cecilia, I do hope he will understand how it 
all was ; I hope he will believe that I esteem hhn as I 
always did : as to love — ^" 

Helen paused, and Lady Cecilia went on : ** As to 
love, nobody knows any thing about it till it conies — 
and here it is coming, I do believe !" continued she, 
looking out of the window.— No ! not Mr. Beauclerc, but 
the man she had sent with her letter, galloping towards 
the house. Disappointed not to see Beauclerc himself. 
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she could only conclude that as he had not his haim 
Vith him, he was returning in the boat. 

The answer to her letter was brought in. At the 
first glance on the direction, her countenance changed. 
** Not Granville's hand I — ^what can have happened V 
She tore open the note. " He is gone ! — gone with 
Lord Beltravers ! — set off! — gone to Paris !*' 

Helen said~not one word, and Cecilia, in despair, re- 
peated, " Gone ! — gone ! — absolutely gone ! Nothing 
more can be done. Oh, that I had done nothing about 
it ! All has failed ! Heaven knows what may happen 
now ! Oh ! if I could but have let it all alone ! I never, 
never can forgive myself! My dear Helen, be angry 
Vith me — ^reproach me : pray— -pray reproach me as I 
deserve !'* 

But Helen could not blame (me who so blamed her- 
self—one who, however foolish and wrong she had been, 
had done it all from the kindest motives: In the agony 
of her penitence, she now told Helen all that had passed 
between her and the general ; that, to avoid the shame 
of confessing to him her first deception, she had ^ne 
on anotiier and another step in these foolish evasions^ 
contrivances, and mysteries ; how, thinking she couM 
manage it, she had written without his knowledge ; and 
now, to complete her punishment, not only had every 
thing which she had attempted failed, but a consequence 
which she could never have foreseen had happened. — 
" Here I am, with a note actually in my hand from this 
horrid Madame de St. Cymon, whom Clarendon abso- 
lutely would not hear of my even caHing upon ! Look 
what she writes to me. She just took advantage of this 
opportunity tp begin a correspondence before an ac- 
quaintance ; but I will never answer her. Here is what 
she says : — 

* * The Comtesse de St. C3nBon exceedingly regrets 
that Lady Cecilia Clarendon's servant did not arrive in 
time to deliver her ladyship's letter into Mr. Beauclere^ 
own hand. Mr. B. left Old Forest with Lord Behravers 
early to-d^ for Paris. 

" ' The Comtesse de St. Cymon, understanding that 
Lady Cecilia Clarendon is anxious that there should he 
as little delay as possible in forwarding her letter, and 
calculating that if returned by her ladyship's servant it 
must be too late for this day's post from Clarendon Fdxi^ 
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has Forwarded it immediately with her own letters to 
Paris, which camiot fail to meet Mr. Beauclerc directly 
on his arrival there.' 

" Oh !" cried Lady Cecilia, '* how angry the general 
would be if he knew of this !" She tore the note to the 
smallest bits as she spoke^ and threw them away ; and 
next she begged that Helen would never say a word 
about it. There was no use in telling the general what 
would only vex him, and what could not be helped ; and 
what could lead to nothing, for she should never answer 
this note, nor have any further communication of any * 
kind with Madame de St. Cymon. 

Helen, nevertheless, thought it would be much better 
to tell the general of it, and she wondered how Cecilia 
could think of doing otherwise, and just when she had 
80 strongly reproached herself, and repented of these 
' foolish mysteries ; and this was going on another step. 
"Jndeed, Cecilia," said Helen, "I wish— on my own 
account I wish you would not conceal any thing. It is 
hard to let the general suspect me of extreme folly and 
absurdity, or of some sort of double-deading in this busi- 
ness, in which I have done my utmost to do right and 
to go straightforward." 

Poor Helen, with her nervous headache beating worse 
and worse, remonstrated and entreated, and came to 
tears ; and Lady Cecilia promised that it should be all 
done as she desired; but again she changed, and besought 
Helen to say nothing herself about the matter to the 
general: and, this acceded to. Lady Cecilia's feeling 
being as transient as they were vehement, all her self- 
reproaches, penitence, and fears passed away, and, 
taking her bright view of the whole affair, she ended 
with the certainty that Beauclerc would return the mo- 
ment he received her letter ; that he would have it in a 
very few days, and all would end well, and quite as well 
as if she had not been a fool. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

Thb first tidings of Beauderc came in a letter frora 
him to the genend, written immediately after his arrival 
at Paris. But it was plain that it most have been 
written before Lady Cecilia's letter, forwarded by 
Madame de St. Cymon, could have reached him. It 
was evident that matters were as yet unexplained, from 
his manner of writing about ** the death-blow to all his 
hopes," and now he was setting off with Lord Beltravera 
for Naples, to foUow M. de St. CJymon, and settie the | 
business of the sister's divorce. Lady Cecilia could i'**^ 
only hope that her letter would follow him thither, en- ^ 
closed m this Madame de St. Cymon's despatches to 
her brother ; and now they could know nothing more 
till they could hear from Naples. 

Meanwhile, Helen perceived that, though the general 
continued to be as attentive and kind to her as usual, yet 
that there was something more careful and reserved in 
his manner than formerly, less of spontaneous regard 
and cordial confidence. It was not that he was dis- 
pleased by her having discouraged the addresses of his 
ward, fond as he was of Beauclerc, and well as he would 
have been pleased by the match. This he distinctly 
expressed the only time that he touched upon the sub- 
ject. He said that Miss Stanley was the best and the 
only judge of what would make her happy ; but he could 
not comprehend the nature of the mistake she had 
made ; Cecilia's explanations, whatever they were, had 
not made the matter clear. There was either some 
caprice or some mystery, which he determined not to 
inquire into, upon his own principle of leaving pec^le to 
settle their love-affairs in their own way. 

Helen's spirits were lowered : naturally of great sensi- 
bility, she depended more for her happiness on her iiv 
ward feelings than upon any external circumstances. A 
great deal of gayety was now going on constantly amon^ 
the young people at Clarendon Park, and this made her 
want of spirits more disagreeable to herself, more 
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obvious, and niore irt^erved by otltefjSj ^ Lady Katrine 
rallied her.unnvercifully. Not 8Uspec6B|fc3he truth, her 
ladyship presumed that Miss Stanley rcp^t^ of having, 
before she was. asked, said No instead of ^xes. to Mr. 
Churchill. Ever since his departure she haa^vidently 
worn the willow. ' '^•^^u* 

Lady Cepilia was excessively vexed by this ill-xiatured 
raillery: cpiji^idus that she had been the c^use of all 
this annoyance^to JHelen, and of much more serious evil 
to her, the aeal and tenderness 0f her affection now in- 
creased, and was shown upon every httle occasion in- 
voluntarily, in a mannef that contmually irritated her 
cousin Katrine's jealqujy, 

Helen had been used to live only, with those by wbom 
she was bneloved, and she was not at all prepared, for the 
sort of warfare which Lady Katrine carried on ; her 
perpetual sneers;, innuendoes, and bitter sfircaisms Helen- 
did not resent, but she suffered. The arrows^ Hl^aimed 
and weak, could not penetmte fai*; it was not with their 
point they wounded, but bf tlieii' venom-^wherever that 
touched it w o rk ed ui wa rd Mjs e h ig f , 

Often to escape from ou^»se imputation she exposed 
herself to anot h er m o re grie^us . p ne u ight , when the 
young people wished to danc*^, aivil the usual music was 
not to be had, Helefi pbiyed i^jtiadrilles and waltzes, for 
hours, with indefatigable g-ood-naturti, and whni some 
of the party returned Iheir covdia.1 thank^H^ Lady Katrine 
whispered, " Our musician has been well paid by Lord 
Estridge's admiration of her white hands." His lordship 
had not danced, and had beep stf^d^^ all the evening 
beside Helen, much to the disadmwre of Lady Katrine, 
who intended to have had him for Iter own partner. 

The next night Helen dia not play, but joined the 
dance, and with a boy partner, whom nobody could envy 
her. The general, who saw wonderfully quickly the 
by-play of society, marked all this, and now his eye foJ 
lowed Helen through the quadfille, and he said to somu 
one standing by, that Miss Stanley danced charmingly, 
to his taste, and in such a lady-like manner. He was 
glad to see her in good spirits again; her colour was 
raised, and he observed that she looked remarkably well. 

"Yes," Lady Katrine answered, " remarkably well ; 
and black td so becoming to that sort of complexion, no 
doubt this is the reason Miss Stanley wears it so much 
longer than is customary for an uncle. Short or long 
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monniings are, to be sure, just according to fashion, oi 
feeling, as some say. For my part, I hate long mourn- 
ings — so like ostentation of sentiment ; whatever I did, 
at any rate I would be consistent. I never would dance 
in black. Pope, you know, has such a good cut at that 
sort of thing. Do you recollect the lines ? 

* And beai about the mockery of wo 
To midnight dances and the public show.** 

Lady Castlefort took Mise Stanley aside, after the 
dance was over, to whisper to her so good-naturedly, 
how shockingly severe Katrine had been ; faithfully re- 
peating every word that her sister had said. " And so 
cruel, to talk of your bearing about the mockery of* wo !' 
— But, my sweet little lamb, do not let me distress you 

80." 

Helen, withdrawing from the false caresses of Lady 
Castlefort, assured her that she should not be hurt by 
any thing Lady Katrine could say, as she so httle under* 
stood her real feelings ; and at the moment her spirit 
rose against the injustice, and felt as much superior to 
such petty malice as even Lady Davenant could have 
desired. 

She had resolved to continue in moumii^ for the 
longest period in which it is worn for a parent, be- 
cause, in truth, her uncle had been a parent to her ; and, 
besides the motive of affection and respect to his mem- 
ory, she had other reasons — reasons of economy. 
Economy was necessary to enable her to carry into 
effect her generous determination to pay the dean's 
debts. The difficulty she would find in living in the 
society she was now with, upon the very small income 
which remained to her after what she hail given up, had 
been pointed out sufficiently by Mrs. Collingwo.od. 
Helen had replied that for the first year she should want 
nothing, as every thing that could be necessary for that 
mourning, which she should certainly continue to wear, 
had been most handsomely provided ; but the morning 
after Lady Katrine's cruel remarks, Cecilia begged that 
Helen would oblige her by laying aside black. " Let it 
be on my birthday." Lady Cecilia's birthday was to 
be celebrated the ensuing week. 

"Well, for that day certainly I will," Helen said; 
•* but only for that day." 

This would not satisfy Cecilia. Helen saw that Lady 
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Katrine's observations had made a serious impression, 
and, dreading to become the subject of daily observa- 
tion, perhaps altercation, she yielded. The mourning 
was thrown aside. Then every thing she wore must 
be new. Lad^ OeciUa and Mademoiselle Felicie, her 
waiting-maid, insisted upon taking the matter into their 
own hands, Helen' really intended only to let one 
dress for her friend's birthday be bespoken for her ; but 
from one thing she was led on to another. Lady Ce- 
cilia's taste in dress was exquisite. Her first general 
principle was admirable — "Whatever you buy, let it be 
the best of its kind, which is always the cheapest in 
the end." Her second maxim was, " Never have any 
thing but from such and such people, or from such and 
such places," naming those who were at the moment 
accredited by fashion. 

" These, of course, make you pay high, for the* name 
of the thing ; but that must be. The name is all," said 
Lady Cecifia. " Does your hat, your bonnet, whatever 
it be, come from the reigning fashionable authority ? 
then it is right, and you are quite right. You can put 
down all objections and objectors with the magic of a 
name. You need think no more about your dress; 
you have no trouble ; while the poor creatures who go 
. toiling and rummaging in cheap shops — what comes of 
it, but total exhaustion and disgrace ! 

" Yesterday, — now, my dear Helen, recollect, — when 
Lady Katrine, after dinner, asked little Miss Isdale 
where she bought that pretty hat, the poor girl was 
quite out of countenance. * Really she did not know ; 
she only knew it was very cheap.' You saw that no- 
body could endure the hat afterward ; so that, cheap as 
it might be, it was money to all intents and purposes 
absolutely thrown away, for it 'did not answer its pur- 
pose." 

Helen, laughing, observed, that if its purpose had 
been to look well, and to make the wearer look well, it 
had fully succeeded. 

" Sophistry, my dear Helen. The purpose was not 
to look'^ell, but to have a distinguished air. Dress, 
and what we call fashion and taste altogether, you 
know, are mere matters of opinion, association of ideas, 
and so forth. When will you leara to reason, as mamma 
says! Do not make me despair of you." 

Thus, half in jest, half in earnest, with truth and false- 
K2 
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hood, sense and nonsense, prettily blended togetheff 
Lady Cecilia prevailed in overpowering Helen's better 
judgment, and obtained a hasty submission. In econ^ 
omy, as in morals, false principles are far more danger- 
ous than any one single error. One false principle as 
to laying out money is worse than any bad bar^in that 
can be made, because it leads to bad bargains innu- 
merable. It was settled that all Helen wanted should 
be purchased, not only from those who sold the best 
goods, but from certain very expensive iKKtses of fash- 
ionably high name in London. And the next point 
Lady CecSia insisted upon was, that Helen's dress 
should always be the same as her own. •' You know 
it used to be so, my dear Helen, when we were chil- 
dren ; let it be so now.'^ 

" But there is such a difference «(h»," said Helen ; 
•* and I cannot afford-^" 

"Difference! Oh? don't talk of differences — ^let 
there be none ever between us. Not afford! — non- 
sense, my dear — ^the expense will be nothing. In these 
days you get the materials of dress s^solutely for no- 
thing — the fashion — the making-up is all, as Felicie and 
I, and everybody who knows any thing of the matter, 
can tell you. Now all that sort of thing we can save 
you — ^here is my wedding paraphernalia, all at your ser- 
vice — patterns ready-cut — and here is Felicie, whose 
whole French soul is in the toilette — ^and there is your 
own little maid, who has hands, and head, and heart, aU 
devoted to you — so leave it to us — ^leave it to us, my 
dear — take no thought what you shall put on — and you 
will put it on all the better." 

FeUcie was summoned. 

" Felkic, remember Miss Stanley's dress is always to 
be the same as my own. It must be so, my dear. It 
will be the greatest pleasure to me," and with her most 
persuasive caressing manner she added, " My own dear 
Helen, if you love me, let it be so." 

This was an appeal which Helen could not resist. 
She thought that she could not refuse withcuit vexing 
Ceciha ; and, from a sort of sentimental belieohat she 
was doing Cecilia " a real kindness," — ^that it was what 
Cecilia called " a sisterly act," she yielded to what she 
knew was unsuited to her circumstances — to what was 
tywte contrary to her better judgment. 

it often so happens, that our friends doubly guard oue 
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Obrious point of weakness, while another exists undis- 
covered by them, and unknown to ourselves. Lady 
Davepant had warned Helen against the dangers of in- 
decision and coquetry with her lovers, but this danger 
of extravagance in dress she had not foreseen — and into 
how much expense this one weak compliance would 
lead her Helen could not calculate. 

She had fancied that, at least, till she went to town, 
she should not want any thing expensive — this was a 
great mistake. Formerly in England, as still in every 
other country but England, a marked difference was 
made in the style of dress ia the country and in town. 
Formerly, overdressing in the country was reprobated 
as quite vulgar ; but now, even persons of birth and 
fashion are guilty of this want of taste and sense. They 
display almost as much expensive dress in the country 
as m town. 

It happened that, among the succession of compny 
at Clarendon Park this summer, there came, self-in- 
vited, from the royal party in the neighbourhood, a cer- 
tain wealthy lady, by some called " Golconda," by 
others " the Duchess of Baubleshire." She was pas- 
sionately fond of dress, and she eclipsed all rivals in 
magnificence and variety of ornaments. At imminent 
peril of being robbed, she brought to the country, and 
carried about everywhere with her, an amazing number 
of jewels, wearing two or three different sets at differ- 
ent times of the day — displaying them on the most 
absurdly improper occasions — at a f^te champltre, or 
a boat-race. 

Once, after a riding-party, at a pic-nic under the trees, 
when it had been resolved unanimously that nobody 
should change their dress at dinner-time, Golconda ap- 
peared in a splendid necklace, displayed over her riding- 
dress, and when she was reproached with having broken 
through the general agreement npt to dress, she replied 
that, " Really she had put the thin^ on in the greatest 
hurry, without knowing well what it was, just to oblige 
her htUe page, who had brought three sets of jewels for 
her choice — she had chosen the most undressed of the 
three, merely because she could not disappoint the poor 
little fellow." 

Every one saw the affectation and folly, and, above all, 
the vulgarity of this display, and those who were most 
envious were most eager to comfort themselves by 
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ridicule. Never was the " Golconda^ out of bearings 
but Lady Katrine was ready with some instance of her 
" absurd, vanity." " If fortune had but blessed her with 
such jewels," Lady Katrine said, "she trusted she 
should have worn them with better grace ;" but it did 
not appear that the taste for baubles was diminished by 
the ridicule thrown upon them — quite the contrary, it 
was plain that the laughers were only envious, and 
envious because they could not be envied. 

Lady Cecilia, who had no envy in her nature — who 
was really generous^-entered not into this vain compe- 
tition ; on tne contrary, she refrained from wearing any 
of her jewels, because Helen had none ; besides, sim- 
plicity was really the best taste, the general said so^ 
this was well thought and well done for some time, but 
there was a little lurking love of ornaments in Cecilia's 
mind, nor was Helen entirely without sympathy in that 
taste. Her uncle had early excited it in her mind by 
frequent fond presents of the prettiest trinkets imagina- 
ble ; the taste had been matured along with her love for 
one for whom she had such strong affection, and it had 
seea^ed to die with its origin. Before she left Cecil- 
hurst, Helen had given away every ornament she pos- 
sessed ; she thought she could never want them again, 
and she left them as souvenirs with those who had 
loved her and her uncle. 

Cecilia on her birthday brought her a set of forget- 
me-nots, to match those which she intended to wear 
herself, and which had been long ago given to Lady 
Cecilia by the dear good dean himself. This was irre- 
sistible to Helen, and they were accepted. 

But this was only the prelude to presents of more 
value, which Helen scrupled to receive ; yet — 

*• Oft to refuse and never once offend," 

was not so easily done as said, especially with Lady 
Cecilia ; she was so urgent, so caressing, and had so 
many plausible reasons, suitable to all occasions. On 
the general's birthday. Lady Cecilia naturally wished to 
wear his first gift to her — a pair of beautiful pearl brace- 
lets, but then Helen must have the same. Helen 
thought that Roman pearl would do quite as well for 
her. She had seen some such excellent imitations that 
no eye could detect the difference. 
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" No eye ! very likely ; but still your own conscience, 

my dear !** replied Lady Cecilia. ** And if people ask 

whether they are real, what could you say ? You know 

there are everywhere impertinent people; malicious 

Lady Katrines, who will ask questions. Oh ! positively 

I cannot bear to think of your being detected m passing 

off counterfeits. In all ornaments, it should be genuine 

or none — ^none or genuine." 

" None, then, let it be for me this time, dear Cecilia.*' 

Cecilia seemed to submit, and Helen thought she had 

• well settled it. But on the day of the general's flte, the 

pearl bracelets were on her dressing-table. They were 

from the general, and could not be refused. CeciHa 

declared she had nothing to do with the matter. 

"Oh, Cecilia r 

" Upon my word !" cried Lady Cecilia ; " and if you 
doubt me, the general shall have the honour of present- 
ing, and you the agony of refusing or accepting them 
in fiill salon." 

Helen sighed,hesitated, and submitted. The general, 
on her appearing with the bracelets, bowed, smiled, and 
thanked her with his kindest look ; and she was glad to 
see him look kindly upon her again. 

Having gained her point so pleasantly this time, Lady 
Cecilia did not stop there ; and Helen found there was 
no resource but to bespeak beforehand for herself what- 
ever she apprehended would be pressed upon her accept- 
ance. That one false principle which she had unwit- 
tingly — ^no — ^which she had weakly admitted, that their 
toilette should be always the same, led to endless dijffi- 
culties, for either Helen was to be dressed above her 
fortune and circumstances, or Lady Cecilia was not to 
wear the ornaments suited to her rank and taste. 

Fresh occasions for display, and new necessities for 

expense, continually occurred. Reviews, and races, 

and raceballs, and archery meetings, and archery balls, 

i^ had been, and a regatta was to be. At some of these 

the ladies had appeared in certain uniforms, new, of 

' course, for the day ; and now preparations for the 

! regatta had commenced, and were gomg on. It was to 

f last severad days : and after the boat-races in the mom- 

t ing, there were to be balls at night. The first of these 

Of was to be at Clarendon Park, and Mademoiselle Felicie 

li' considered her lady's dress upon this occasion as one of 

the objects of first importance in the universe. She had 
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often sijrhed over the lone unopened jewel-box. Hef 
lady migtit as well be nobody. Mademoiselle Felici© 
could no ways understand a lady well bom not wearing 
that which distinguished her above the common ; and 
if she was ever to wear jewels, the ball-room wa« 
surely the proper place. And the sapphire necklace 
would look a ravir with her lady's dress, which, indeed, 
without it, would have no eflfect ; would be quite mis- 
quine and manqu^ey 

Now Lady Cecilia had a great inclination to wear that 
sapphire necklace, which probably Felicie saw when 
she commenced her remonstrances, for it is part of the* 
business of the well-trained waiting-woman to give 
utterance to those thoughts which her lady wishes 
should be divined and pressed into accomplishment. 
Cecilia considered whether it would not be possible to 
divide the double rows of her sapphires, to make out a 
set for Helen as well as for herself; she hesitated only 
because they had been given to her by her mother, and 
she did not like to run the hazard of spoiling the set ; 
but still she could manage it, and she would do it. 
Mademoiselle Felicie protested the attempt would be 
something very like sacrilege ; to prevent which, she 
gave a hint to Helen of what was in contemplation. 

Helen knew that with Cecilia, when once she had set 
her heart upon a generous feat of this kind, remon- 
strance would be in vain ; she dreaded that she would, 
if prevented from the meditated division of the sapphires, 
purchase for her a new set : she had not the least idea 
what the expense was, but, at the moment, she thought 
any thing would be better than letting Cecilia spoil her 
mother's present, or put her under fresh obUgations of 
this sort. She knew that the sapphires had been got 
from the jewellers with whom her uncle had dealt, and 
who were no strangers to her name ; she wrote, and 
bespoke a similar set to Lady Cecilia's. 
• " Charmante I the very thing," Mademoiselle Felicie 
foresaw, " a young lady so well born would determine 
on doing. Aiid if she might add a little word, it would 
be good at the same opportunity to order a ruby brooch, 
the same as her lady's, as that would be the next object 
in question for the second day's regatta ball, when it 
would be indispensable for that night's appearance; 
positivement, she knew her lady would do it for Miss 
Stanley if Miss Stanley did not do it of her own head.** 
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Helen ^d not think that a brooch could be very ex- 
pensive ;^there was not time to consider about it — ^the 
post was goin^ — she was afraid that Lady Cecilia would 
come in and £id her writing, and prevent her sending 
the letter. She hastily added an order for the brooch, 
finished the letter, and despatched it. And when it was 
gone she told Ceciha what she had done. Cecilia looked 
startled ; she was well aware that Helen did not know 
the high price of what she had bespoken. But deter- 
mining that she would settle it her own way, she took 
care not to give any alarm, and shaking her head, she 
only reproached Helen playfully with having thus stolen 
a march upon her. 

" You think you have out-generalled me, but we shall 
see. Remember, I am the wife of a general, and not 
without resources." 
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Or the regatta, of the fineness of the weather, the 
beauty of the spectacle, and the dresses of the ladies, a 
full account appeared in the papers of the day, of which 
it would be useless here to give a repetition, and shame- 
ful to steal or seem to steal a description. 

We shall record only what concerns Helen. 

With the freshness of youth and of her naturally 
happy temper, she was delighted with the whole, to her 
a perfectly new spectacle, and everjrbody was pleased 
except Lady Katrine, who, in the midst of every amuse- 
ment, always found something that annoyed her, some- 
thing that " should not have been so." She was upon 
this occasion more cross than usual, because this morn- 
ing's uniform was not becoming to her, and was most 
particularly so to Miss Stanley, as all /the gentlemen 
observed. 

Just in time before the ladies went to dress for the 
hall at night, the precious box arrived, containing the 
8et of sapphires. Cecilia opened it eagerly, to sec that 
all was right. Helen was not in the room. liady Kat^ 
rine stood by, and when she found that these were for 
Helen, her envious indignation broke forth. 
K3 



226 HELEN. 

" The poor daughters of peers cannot indulge in ^ch 
things," cried she ; " they are fit only for rich heiresses! 
I understood," continued she, " that Miss Stanley had 
given away her fortune to pay her uncle's debts, but I 
.presume she has thought better of that, as I always 
prophesied she would — generosity is charming, but, after 
all, sapphires are so becoming !" 

Helen came into the room just as this speech was 
ended. Lady Katrine had one of the bracelets in her 
hand. She looked miserably cross, for she had been 
disappointed about some ornaments she had expected 
by the same conveyance that brought Miss Stanley's. 
She protested that she had nothing fit to wear to-night. 
Helen looked at Cecilia ; and though Ceciha's look gave 
no encouragement, she begged that Lady Katrine would 
do her the honour to wear these sapphires this night* 
smce she had not received what her ladyship had 
ordered. Lady Katrine suffered herself to be prevailed 
on, but accepted with as ill a grace as possible. 

The ball went on, and Helen at least was happier than 
if she had worn the bracelets. She had no pleasure in 
being the object of envy, and now, when she found that 
Cecilia could be and was satisfied, though their orna- 
ments were not exactly alike, it came full upon her 
mind that she had done foolishly in bespeaking these 
sapphires : it was at that moment only a transient self- 
reproach for extravagance, but before she went to rest 
this night it became more serious. 

Lady Davenant had been expected all day, but she did 
not arrive till late in the midst of the ball, and she just 
looked in at the dancers for a few minutes before she 
retired to her own apartment. Helen would have fol- 
lowed her, but that was not allowed. After the dancing 
was over, however, as she was going to her room, she 
heard Lady Davenant's voice, calling to her as she 
passed by ; and, opening the door softly, she found her 
still aws^e, and desiring to see her for a few minutes, 
if she was not too much tired. 

" Oh no, not in the least tired : quite the contrary ,'• 
said Helen. 

After affectionately embracing her, Lady Davenant 
held her at arms' length, and looked at her as the light 
of the lamp shone full upon her face and figure. Pleased 
with her whole appearance. Lady Davenant smiled, and 
»aidr.as she looked at her — " You seem, Helen, to have 
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shared the grateful old fairy^s gift to Lady Georgiana 
B., of the never-fading rose in the cheek. But what 
particularly pleases me, Helen, is the perfect simplicity 
of your dress. In the few minutes that I was m the 
ball-room to-night, I was struck with that over-dressed 
duchess : her figure. has been before my eyes ever since, 
hang round with jewelry, and with that auriole a foot 
and a half high on her head : like the Russian bride's 
hcjad-gear, which Heber so well called * the most costly 
deformity he ever beheld.' Really, this passion for 
baubles," continued Lady Davenant, " is the universal 
passion of our sex. I will give you an instance to what 
extravagance it goes. I know a lady of high rank, who 
hires a certain pair of emerald eamngs at fifteen hun- 
dred pounds per annum. She rents them in this way 
from some German countess in whose family they are 
an heir-loom, and cannot be sold." 

Helen expressed her astonishment. 

" This is only one instance, my dear ; I could pve 
you hundreds. Over the whole world, women of all 
ag-es, all ranks, all conditions, have been seized with 
this bauble insanity — from the counter to the throne. 
Think of Marie Antoinette and the story of her neck- 
lace ; and Josephine and her Cisalpine pearls, and all 
the falsehoods she told about them to the emiperor she 
reverenced, the husband she loved — and all for what % 
—a string of beads ! But I forget," cried Lady Dave- 
nant, interrupting herself, " I must not forget how late 
it is: and I am keeping you up, and you have been 
dancing : forgive me ! When once my minid is moved, 
I forget all hours. Good-night — or good-niorning, my 
dear child ; go, and rest." But just as Helen was with- 
drawing her hand. Lady Davenant's eye fixed on her 
pearl bracelets — ** Roman pearls, or real \ Real, I see, 
and very valuable ! — given to you, I suppose, by your 
poor dear extravagant uncle V 

Helen cleared her uncle's memory from this imputa- 
tion, and explained that the bracelets were a present 
from General Clarendon. She did not know they were 
80 ** very valuable," but she hoped she had not done 
wrong to accept of them in the circumstances ; and she 
told how she had been induced to take them. 

Lady Davenant said she had done quite right. The 
general was no present-maker, and this exception in 
his favour could not lead to any future inconvenience. 
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'^ But Cecilia,^' continued she, " is too much addicted to 
trinket giving, which ends often disagreeably even be- 
tween frien&, or at all events fosters a foolish taste, 
and moreover associates it i^ith feelings of affection in 
a way particularly deceitful and dangerous to such a * 
little tender-hearted person as I am speaking to, whose 
common sense would too ezsily give way to the plea- 
sure of pleasing or fear of offending a friend. . Kiss me, 
and don't contradict me, for your conscience tells you 
that what I say is true." 

The sapphires, the ruby brooch, and all her unsettled 
accounts, came across Helen's mind; and if the light had 
shone upon her face at that moment, her embarrassment 
must have been seen ; but Lady Davenant, as she finished 
the last words, laid her head upon the pillow, and she 
turned and settled herself comfortably to go to sleep. 
Helen retired with a disordered conscience. She could 
not rest, but, turning from side to side, she tried to 
recollect all that she had bought, to make out her ac- 
counts in her head, and to guess at the total amount of 
her debts ; but still, uncertain as to the price of the 
sapphires and the ruby brooch, she could come to no 
conclusion. The first thing she did in the morning was 
to look in the red case in which the sapphires came, to 
see if there was any note of their price : she recol- 
lected having seen some little bit of card — it was found 
on the dressing-table. When she beheld the price, fear 
took away her breath — it was nearly half her whole 
year's income ; still she could pay it. But the ruby 
brooch that had not yet arrived — what would that cost t 
She hurried to her accounts ; she had let them run on 
for months unlocked at, but she thought she must know 
the principal articles of expense in dress by li^i' actual 
possessions. 

There was a heap of little crumpled bills which, with • 
Felicie's griffonage, Helen had thrown into her table- 
drawer. In vain did she attempt to decipher the figures, 
like apothecaries' marks, linked to quarters and three 
quarters, and yards, of gauzes, silks, and muslins, alto- 
gether inextricably puzzling. They might have been 
at any other moment laudable, but now they were 
quite terrible to Helen ; the oidy thing she could make 
clearly out, was the total; she was astonished when 
she saw to how much little nothings can amount, an 
astonishment felt often by the most experienced — Itow 
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much more by Helen, all unused to the arithmetic of 
economy ! And there were divers articles yet unnamed, 
and, as Felicie said, unpaid for — charged to Lady Ce- 
cilia's account at various fashionable houses in town. 
In short, the total of her debt was overwhelming', con- 
siderably above her whole year's income, even without 
the ruby brooch. At this instant her maid came in 
smiling with a packet, as if sure of being the bearer of 
the very thing her young lady most wished for ; it was 
the brooch — the very last thing in the world she desired 
to see. With a tren^bling hand she opened the parcel, 
looked at the note of the price, and sank upon her chair 
half stupiiied, with her eyes fixed upon the sum. 

She sat she knew not how long, till roused by the 
opening of Cecilia's door, she hastened to put away the 
papers. 

" Let me see them, my dear, don't put away those 

Sapers," cried CeciUa; "Felicie tells me that you 
ave been at these horrid accounts these two hours, and 
—you look — my dear Helen, you must let me see how 
much it is !" She drew the total from beneath Helen's 
hand. It was astounding even to Cecilia, as appeared 
by her first unguarded look of suiprise. But, recover- 
ing herself immediately, she in a playfully scolding tone 
told Helen that all this evil came upon her in conse- 
qaence of her secret machinations. " You set about to 
counteract me, wrote for things that I might not get 
them for you, you see what has come of it ! As to 
these bills, they are all from tradespeople who cannot 
be in a hurry to be paid ; and as to the things Felicie 
has got for you, she can wait, is not she a waiting- 
woman by profession 1 Now, where is the ruby-brooch 1 
Have you nev^r looked at it ! I hope it is pretty — I 
am sure it is handsome," cried she, as she opened the 
case. " Yes ; I like it prodigiously, I will take it off 
your hands, my dear, will that do V' 

" No, Cecilia, I cannot let you do that, for you have 
one the same, I know, and you cannot want another — 
no, no." 

" You speak like an angel, my dear, but you do not 
look like one," said CecDia. " So wo-begone, so pale 
a creature, never did I see ! do look at yourself in the 
glass ; but you are too wretched to plague. Seriously 
I want this brooch, and mine it must be — it is mine : I 
have a use for it, I assure you." 
20 
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" Wen, if you have a use for it, really," said Heteni 
** I should indeed be very glad — " 

** Be glad then, it is mine," said Cecilia ; " spid now 
it is yours, my dear Helen, now, not a word ! pray, if 
you love me !" 

Helen could not accept of it; she thanked Cecilia 
with all her heart, she felt her kindness — ^her gene- 
rosity, but even the hitherto irresistible words, " If you 
love me," were urged in vain. If she had not been in 
actual need of money, she might have been overper- 
suaded, but now her spirit of independence strengthened 
her resolution, and she persisted in her refusal. 

Lady Davenant's bell rang, and Helen, slowly rising, 
took up the miserable accounts and said, ^* Now I must 
go—" 

" Where !" said Cecilia ; " you look as if you had 
heard a knell that summoned you — what are you going 
to dot" 

" To tell all my follies to Lady Davenant." 

" Tell your follies to nobocfy but me," cried Lady 
Cecilia. " I have enough of my own to sympathize 
with you, but do not go and tell them to my mother, of 
all people ; she, who has none of her own, how can you 
expect any mercy 1" 

** I do not ; I am content to bear all the blame I so 
richly deserve, but I know that after she has heard me, 
she wiU tell me what I ought to do, she will find out 
some way of settling it all rightly, and if that can but 
be, I do not care how much 1 suffer. So the sooner I 
go to her the better," said Helen. 

" But you need not be in such a hurry ; do not be 
like the man who said> * Je veux etre Penfant prodigue, 
je veux ^tre Tenfant perdu.' L'enfant prodigue, well 
and good, but why Fenfant perdu 1" 

" My dear Cecilia, do not play with me now — do not 
stop me," said Helen anxiously. " It is serious with 
me now, and it is as much as I can do — " 

Cecilia let her go, but trembled for her, as she looked 
after her, and saw her stop at her mother's door. 

Helen's first knock was too low, it was unheard, she 
was obliged to wait ; another, louder, was answered by 
" Come in." And in the presence she stood, and into 
the middle of things she rushed at once; the accoimts, 
the total, lay before Lady Davenant. There it v^as ; 



and the culprit, haying made her confession, stood 
waiting for the sentence. 

The first astonished change of look was certainly 
difficult to sustain. " I ought to have foreseen this," 
said Lady Davenant ; " my affection has deceived my 
judgment. Helen, I am sorry for your sake and for 
my own." 

" Oh, do not speak in that dreadful calm voice, as if— 
do not give me up at once," cried Helen. 

" What can I do for you 1 what can be done for one 
who has no strength of mind 1" 

Ihave some, thought Hefen, or I should not be here 
at this moment. 

" Of what avail, Helen, is your good heart— your 
good intentions, without the power to abide by them 1 
When you can be drawn aside from the right by the 
first paltry temptation — ^by that most contemptible of 
passions — the passion for baubles! You tell me it was 
not that, what then 1 a few words of persuasion from 
any one who can smile, and fondle, and tell you that 
they love you; — the fear of offending Cecilia! how 
absurd ! Is this what you both call friendship 1 But 
weaker still, Helen, I perceive that you have been led 
blindfold in extravagance by a prating French waiting- 
maid — to the brink of ruin, the very verge of dishonesty." 

** Dishonesty ! how V^ 

" Ask yourself, Helen : is a person honest who orders 
and takes from the owner that for which she cannot 
pay 1 Answer me, honest or dishonest 1" 

*' Dishonest ! if I had intended not to pay. But I 
did intend to pay, and I will." 

" You will ! The weak have no will — never dare to 
say I will. Tell me how you will pay that which you 
owe. You have no means — no choice, except to take 
from the fund you have already unlled to another pur- 
pose. See what good intentions come to, Helen, when 
you cannot abide by them !" 

" But I can," cried Helen ; " whatever else I do, I 
will not toucli that fund, destined for my dear uncle — I 
have not touched it." 

" Not yet, Helen, but you must, you cannot pay both 
your uncle's debts and your own. Justice may be, in 
the opinion of the dishonest sentimentalist, a slow* 
paced virtue, that cannot keep up with generosity ; but 
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I am no sentimentalist, I am plainly honest, and I re^ 
quire honesty in those whom I can continue to esteem." 

" I am plainly honest, too," said Helen, " only have 
patience with me, and I will pay all." 

"Howl" 

" Out of my allowance — my income — ill time — I only 
ask time." 

"And how long? Have you ever calculated — can 
you calculate ! How long do you think you would be 
m paying this debt ? Look at this total." 

Helen closed her eyes for one instant, but opening 
them, and fixing them on the sum to which Lady Dave- 
nant with stern steadiness pointed, she answered, " I 
could pay it in two years, and I will— I will give up my 
whole allowance." 

" And what will you live upon in the mean time 1" 

*' I should not have said my whole allowance, but I 
can do with very little, I will buy nothing new." 

" Buy nothing— hve upon nothing !" repeated Lady 
Davenant ; " how often have I heard these words i^d 
by the most improvident, in the moment of repentance, 
even then as blind and uncalculating as ever! And 
you, Helen, talk to me of your powers of forbearance, 
— ^yoii, who, with the strongest motive your heart could 
feel, have not been able for a few short months to resist 
the most foolish — the most useless fancies." 

Helen burst into tears. But Lady Davenant, unmoved 
at least to all outward appearance, coldly said, " It is 
not feeling that you want, or that I require from you ; 
I am not to be satisfied by words or tears." 

" I deserve it all," said Helen ; ** and I know you are 
not cruel. In the midst of all this, I know you are my 
best friend." 

Lady Davenant was now obliged to be silent, lest her 
voice should betray more tenderness than her counte- 
nance chose to show. 

" Only tell me what I can do now," continued Helen . 
" what can I do V* 

" What you can do, I will tell you, Helen. Who was 
the man you were dancing with last night ?" 

" I danced with several ; which do you mean t" 

" Your partner in the quadrille you were dancing when 
I came in." 

"Lord Estridge: but you know him — ^he has been 
often here." 
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" Is he rich f ' said Lady Davenant. 

" Oh yes, very rich, and very self-sufficient ; he is the 
man Cecilia used to call ^Le prince de mon miriteJ*^^ 

^' Did she ? I do not remember. He made no im- 
pression on me, nor on'you, I dare say." 

"Not the least, indeed." 

" No matter, he will do as well as another, since he is 
rich. You can marry him, and pay your present debts, 
and contract new, for thousands instead of hundreds :— ^ 
this is what you can do, Helen." 

" Do you think I can I" said Helen. 

" You can, I suppose, as well as others. You know 
that young ladies often marry to pay their debts." 

" So I once heard," said Helen ; " but is it possible V 

" Quite. You might have been told more — ^that they 
enter into regular partnerships, joint-stock companies 
with dress-makers and jewellers, who make their ven- 
tures and bargains on the more or less reputation of the 
young ladies for beauty or for fashion, supply them with 
finery, speculate on their probabilities of matrimonial 
success, and trust to being repaid after marriage. Why 
not pursue this plan next season in town 1 You must 
come to it like others, whose example you follow — why 
not begin it immediately V 

' There is nothing so reassuring to the conscience as 
to hear, in the midst of blame that* we do deserve, sup- 
positions of faults, imputations which we know to be un- 
merited — impossible. Instead of being hurt or alarmed 
by what Lady Davenant had said, the whole idea appeared 
to Helen so utterly beneath her notice, that the woi^s 
made scarcely any impression on her mind, and her 
thoughts went earnestly back to the pressing main 
question — ^** What can I do, honestly, to pay this money 
that I owe ?" She abruptly asked Lady Davenant if she 
thought the jeweller could be prevailed upon to take 
hiCk the sapphires and the brooch 1 

" Certainly not, without a considerable loss to you," 
rephed Lady Davenant ; but with an obvious change for 
the better in her countenance, she added, " Still, the de- 
termination to give up the bauble is good : the means, 
at whatever loss, we will contrive for you, if you are 
determined." 

"Determined !— oh yes." She ran for the bracelets 
and brooch, and eagerly put them into Lady Davenant's 
hand. And now another bright idea came into her 
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mind ; she had a carriage of her own — a very handsome 
carriage, almost new ; she could part with it — yes, she 
would, though it was a present from her dear uncle— 
his last gift : and he had taken such pleasure in having 
it made perfect for her. She was very, very fond of i^ 
but she would part with it ; she saw no other means of 
abiding by her promise, and paying his debts and her 
own. This passed rapidly through her mind ; and when 
she had expressed her determination, Lady Davenan^s 
manner instantly returned to all its usual kindness, and 
she exclaimed as she embraced her, drew her to her, 
and kissed her again and again — "You are my own 
Helen! These are deeds, Helen, not words: I am 
satisfied — I may be satisfied with you now ! 

" And about that carriage, my dear, it shall not go to 
a stranger, it shall be mine. I want a travelling chaise, 
—I will purchase it from you : I shall value it for my 
poor friend's sake, and for yours, Helen. So now it is 
settled, and you are clear in the world again. I will 
never spoil you, but I will always serve you, and a 
greater pleasure I cannot have in this world. My child, 
I deserve this pleasure for having withstood my first 
foolish impulse, when you told me of your folly. I 
longed to pay the money that instant, but I resisted ; I 
give myself infinite credit for that. I should have been 
a weak, unworthy friend, had I spared you the pain you 
have felt this last hour : it will make you wiser — better, 
I do believe, you cannot be." 

After this happy termination of the dreaded confes- 
sion, how much did Helen rejoice that she had had the 
courage to tell all to her friend. The pain was tran- 
sient — the confidence permanent. ^ 

As Helen was going into her own room^, she saw Cecilia 
flying up stairs towards her, with an open letter in her 
hand, her face radiant with joy. 

" I always knew it would all end well ! Churchill 
might well say that all the sand in my hour-glass was 
diamond sand. There, my dear Helen — there," cried 
Cecilia, embracing her as she put the letter into her 
hand. 

It was from Beauclerc, his answer to Lady Cecilia's 
letter, which had followed him to Naples. It was 
written the very instant he had read her explanation, 
and, warm from his heart, he poured out all the joy he 
felt on hearing the truth, and, in his transport of de- 
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light, he declared that he quite forffave Lady Cecilia, and 
would forget, as she desired, aU the misery she had 
made him feel. Some confounded quarantine, he feared, 
ffliglit detain him, but he would certainly be at Clarendon . 
Park in as short a time as possible. Helenas first smile, 
he said, would console him for all he had suffered, and 
make him forget every thing. 

Helen's first smile he did not see, nor the blush which 
spread and rose as she read. Ceciha was delighted. 
" Generous, affectionate Cecilia !" thought Helen ; ** if 
she has faults, and she really has but one, who could 
help lovinff her 1" 

Not Helen, certainly, or she would have been the 
most ungrateful of human beings. 

Besides her sympathy in Helen's happiness, Cecilia 
was especially rejoiced at this letter, coming, as it did, 
the very day after her mother's return ; for though she 
had written to Lady Davenant on Beauclerc's departure, 
and told her that he was gone only on Lord Beltravers's 
account, yet she dreaded that, when it came to speak- 
ing, her mother's penetration would discover that some- 
thing extraordinaiy had happened. Now all was easy. 
Beauclerc was coming back : he had finished his friend's 
business, and, before he returned to Clarendon Park, he 
wished to know if he might appear there as the acknow- 
ledged admirer of Miss Stanley — if he might with any 
chance of success pay his addresses to her. Secure 
that her mother would never ask to see the letter, con- 
sidering it either as a private communication to his 
guardian, or as a love-letter to Helen, Cecilia gave this 
version of it to Lady Davenant ; and how she settled it 
with the general Helen never knew, but it seemed all 
smooth and right. 

And now, the regatta being -at an end, the archery- 
meetings over, and no hope of further gayety for this 
season at Clarendon Park, the Castleforts and Lady 
'Katrine departed. Lady Katrine's last satisfaction was 
the hard haughty look with which she took leave of 
Miss Stanley — a look expressing, as well as the bitter 
smile and cold form of good breeding could express it, 
unconquered, unconquerable hate. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 



There is no better test of the strength of affection 
I than the ready turning of the mind to the little concerns 
of a friend, when preoccupied with important interests 
of our own. This was a proof of friendship which 
Lady Davenant had lately given to Helen, for, at the 
time when she had entered with so much readiness and 
zeal into Helenas little difficulties and debts, great politi- 
cal affairs and important interests of Lord Davenant^s 
were in suspense, and pressed heavily upon her mind. 

What might be the nature of these political embar- 
rassments had not been explained. Lady Davenant 
had only hinted at them. She said, " she knew from 
the terror exhibited by the inferior creatures in office 
that some change in administration was expected, as 
beasts are said to howl and tremble before storm, or 
earthquake, or any great convulsion of nature takes 
place." 

Since Lady Davenant's return from town, where 
Lord Davenant still remained, nothing had been said of 
the embassy to Russia but that it was delayed. 

Lady Cecilia, who was quick, and, where she was not 
herself concerned, usually right, in interpreting the 
signs of her mother's discomfiture, guessed that Lord 
Davenant had been circumvented by some diplomatist 
of inferior talents, and she said to Helen, 
r"When an ass kicks you, never tell it, /is a maxim 
which mamma heard from some friend, ana she always 
acts upon it ; 4)ut a kick, whether given by ass or not, 
leaves a bruise, which sometimes tells in spite of our- 
selves; and my mother should remember another maxim 
of that friend's, that the faults and follies of the great 
are the delight and comfort of the little. 
A3 
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" Now, my mother, though she is well suited, front 
her superior abilities and strength of mind, and all that, 
to be the wife of a great political leader, 3ret in some 
respects she is the most unfit person upon earth for the 
situation; for, though she feels the necessity of con^ 
ciliating, she cannot unbend with her inferior, that is, 
with hsdf the world. As Catalani said of singing, it is 
much more difficult to descend than to ascend well. 
Shockingly mamma shows in her manner sometimes 
how tired she is of the stupid, and how she despises the 
mean ; and all the underlings think she can undo them 
with papa, for it has gone abroad that she governs, while 
in fact, though papa asks her advice, to be sure, because 
she is so wise, she never interferes in the least : but, 
now it has once got into the world's obstinate head 
that she does, it cannot be put out again, and mamma 
is the last person upon earth to take her own part, or 
condescend to explain and set things right. She is 
always thinking of papa's glory and the good of the 

Eublic, but the pubUc will never thank him and much 
3ss her ; so there she is a martyr, without her crown : 
now, if I were to make a martjn: of myself, which, 
Heaven forbid ! I would at least take right good care to 
secure my crown, and to have my full glory round my 
head, and set on becomingly ! 

"But seriously, my dear Helen," continued Lady 
Cecilia, " I am unhappy about papa a^d mamma, I as- 
sure you. I have seen little clouds of discontent long 
gathering, lowering, and blackening, and I know they 
will burst over their heads in some tremendous storm 
at last." 

Helen hoped not, but looked frightened. 

" Oh, you may hope not, my dear, but I know it will 
be — ^we may not hear the thunder, but we shall: see the 
lightning all the more dangerous. We shall be struck 
down, unless — " she paused. 

" Unless what V said Helen. 

" Unless the storm be dispersed in time." 

" And how ?" 

" The lightning drawn off by some good conductor — 
such as myself; I am quite serious, and, though you 
were angry with me for laughing just now as if I was 
not the best of daughters, even though I laugh, I can tell 
you I am meditating an act of self-devotion for my mo- 
ther's sake — a grand coup cTitatr 
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" Coup d'etat f you, Cecilia ! my dear — " 

" I, Helen, little as you think of me.!' 

" Of your political talents you don't expect me to think 
much, do you ?" 

" My political talents I you shall see what they are. 
I am capable of a grand coup (TStat. I will have next 
week a three days' congress, anti-political, at Clarendon 
Paric, where not a word of politics shall be heard, nor any 
thing but nonsense if I can help it, and the result shall 
be, as you shall see, good-will between aU men, and all 
women— women ! yes, there's the grand point. Mamma 
has so affVonted two ladies, very influential, as they call 
it, each — Lady Masham, a favourite at court, and Lady 
Bearcroft, risen from the ranks, on her husband's shoul- 
ders ; he, * a man of law,' sir Benjamin Bearcroft, and 
very clever she is I hear, but loud and coarse : abso- 
lutely inadmissible she was thought till lately, and now, 
only tolerated for her husband's sake, but still have her 
here I must." 

'* I think you had better not," remonstrated Helen ; " if 
she is so very vulgar. Lady Davenant and the general 
will never endure her." 

" Oh, he will ! The general will bear a great deal for 
mamma's sake, and more for papa's. I must have her, 
my dear, for the husband's of consequence, and, though 
he is ashamed of her, for that very reason he cannot 
bear that anybody should neglect her, and terribly 
mamma has neglected her! Now, my dear Helen, do 
not say a word more against it." 

Very few words had Helen said. 

" I must ponder well," continued Cecilia, " and make 
out my list of worthies, my concordatum party." 

Helen much advised tjie con8ulting.4iady Davenant 
first ; but Lady Cecilia' feared her mother might be too 
proud to consent to any advance on her own part. 

Helen still feared that the bringing together such dis- 
cordant people would never succeed, but Lady Cecilia, 
always happy in paying herself with words answerable 
to her wishes, replied, "that discords well managed 
often produce the finest harmony." The only point she 
feared was, that she should not gain the first step, that 
she should not be able to prevail upon the general to let 
her give the invitations. In truth, it required all her 
persuasive words and more persuasive looks to accom- 
Msh this preliminary, and to bring General Clarendon 
31 
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to invite, or permit to be invited, to Clarendon Parki 
persons whom he knew but little and liked not at all. 

But as Lady Cecilia pleaded and urged that it would 
soon be over, " The whole will be over ih three days, — 
only a three days' visit; and for mamma ! — ^I am sure, 
Clarendon, you will^do any thing for her, -and for papa, 
and your own Cecilia !" 

The general smiled, and the notes were written, and 
the invitations were accepted, and when once General 
Clarendon had consented, he was resolutely polite in his 
reception of these to him unwelcome guests. His man- 
ner was not false ; it was only properly polite, not tend- 
ing to deceive any one who understood the tokens of 
conventional good-breeding. It however required con- 
siderable power over himself to keep the line of demark- 
ation correctly, with one person in particular to whom 
he had a strong political aversion : Mr. Harley. — His 
very name was abhorrent to General Clarendon, who 
usually designated him as " That genius, Cecilia — that 
favourite of your mother's !" — ^while to Lady Davenant 
Mr. Harley was the only person from whose presence 
she anticipated any pleasure, or who could make the 
rest of the party to her endurable. 

Helen, though apprehensive of what might be the ul- 
timate result of this congress, yet could not help re- 
joicing that she should now have an opportunity of 
seeing some of those who are usually considered " high 
as human veneration can look." 

It is easy, after one knows who is who, to determine 
that we should have found out the characteristic qusdi- 
ties and talents in each countenance. Lady Cecilia, 
however, would not tell Helen the names of the cele- 
brated unknown who were assembled when they went 
into the drawing-room before dinner, and she endeav- 
oured to guess from their conversation *the different 
characters of the speakers ; but only a few sentences 
were uttered, signifying nothing ; snuff-boxes were pre- 
sented, pinches taken and inclinations made with becom- 
ing reciprocity, but the physiognomy of a snufF-box 
Helen could not interpret, though Lavater asserts that 
every thing in nature, even a cup of tea, has a physiog- 
nomy. 

Dinner was announceiS^, and the company paired off, 
seemingly not standing on the order of their going ; yet 
all, especially as some were strangers, secretly mindful 
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of their honours, and they moved on in plrecedence 
just, ^ and found themselves in places due at the dinner* 
table. 

But Helen did not seem likely to obtain more insight 
into the characters of these great personages in the 
dining-room than she had done in the drawing-room. 
For it often happens that, when the most celebrated, and 
even the most intellectual persons are brought together 
expressly for the purpose of conversation, then it does 
not flow, but sinks to silence, Qgd ends at last in the 
stagnation of utter stupidity. Each seems oppressed 
with the weight of his own reputation, and, in the pride 
of high celebrity, and the shyness, real or affected, of 
high rank, each fears to commit himself by a single 
word. People of opposite parties, when thrown to- 
gether, cannot at once change the whole habit of their 
minds, nor without some effort refrain from that abuse 
of their opposites, in which they can indulge when they 
have it all to themselves. Now, every subject seems 
laboured — for in the pedantry of party spirit no parti- 
san will speak but in the slang or cant of his own craft. 
Knowledge is not only at one entrance, but at every en- 
trance, quite shut out, and even literature itself grows 
perilous, so that to be safe they must all be diunb. 

Lady Cecilia Clarendon was little aware of what she 
undertook when she called together this heterogeneous 
assembly of unCongenials and dissimilars round her 
dinner-table. After she had in vain made what efforts 
she could, and, well skilled in throwing the ball of con- 
versation, had thrown it again and again without rebound 
from either side, she felt that all was flat, and that the 
silence and the stupidity were absolutely invincible. 

Helen could scarcely believe, when she tried after- 
ward to recollect, that she had literally this day, 
during the whole of the first course heard only the 
following sentences, which came out at long intervals 
between each couple of questions and answers — or 
observations and acquiesceuces. 

*' We had a shower." 

" Yes, I think so." 

" But very fine weather we have had." 

" Only too hot." 

"Quite." 

" The new buildings at Marblemore— are they getting 
on, my lord V 

•* Do not know ; did not come that way." 
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" Whom have they now at Dunstanbury t" was the 
next question. Then in reply came slowly a list of 
fashionable names. 
. '* Sir John died worth a million they say." 

" Yes, a martyr to the gout." 

** Has Lady Rachel done any thing for her eyes ?" 

" Gone to Brighton, I believe." 

** Has any thing been heard of the North Pole ex- 
pedition !" 

" Not a word." 

" Crockley had got a capital cock, and English too." 

"English! ehl" 

** English — ^yes." 

Lord Davenant hoped this English cook would, with 
the assistance of several of his brother artistes of the 
present day redeem our country from one half of the 
Abb6 Gregoire's reproach. The abb6 has said that 
England would be the finest country in the world, but 
that it wants two essentials, sunshine and cooks, 

" Good ! Good ! Very !" voices from different sides of 
the table pronounced ; and there was silence again. 

At the dessert, however, after the servants had with- 
drawn, most people began to talk a little to their next 
neighbours ; but by this Helen profited not, for each pair 
spoke low,- and those who were beside her on eiUier 
hand, were not disposed to talk: she was seated be- 
tween Sir Benjamin Bearcroft and Mr. Harley — Sir Ben- 
jamin the man of law, and Mr. Harley the man of genius, 
each eminent in his kind ; but he of law seemed to have 
nothing in him but law, of which he was very full. In 
Sir Benjamin's economy of human life it was a whole- 
some rule, which he practised invariably, to let his un- 
derstanding sleep in company, that it might waken in the 
courts, and for his repose he needed not what some 
great men have professed so much to like — " the pillow 
of a woman's mind." 

Helen did not much regret the silence of this great 
legal authority, but she was very sorry that the man of 
genius did not talk ; she did not expect him to speak 
to her, but she wished to hear him converse with 
others. But something was the matter with him; 
from the moment he sat down to dinner Helen saw he 
deemed discomfited. He first put his hand across his 
eyes, then pressed his forehead : she feared he had a 
bad headache. The hand went next to his ear, with a 
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shrhikinflr, axcruciating gesture; it must be the ear- 
ache, thought Helen. Presently his jaws were pinched 
together ; toothache perhaps. At last she detected the 
disturbing cause. Opposite to Mr. Harley, and beside 
Lady Davenant, sat a person whom he could not endure ; 
one, in the first place, of an opposite party, but that was 
nothing ; a man who was, in Mr. Harley's opinion, a 
disgrace to any party, and what could brmg him here? 
They had had several battles in public, but had never 
before met in private society, and the aversion of Mr. 
Harley seemed to increase inversely as the squares of 
the distance. 

Helen could not see in the object adequate cause 
for this antipathy ; the gentleman look«d civil, smiling, 
rather mean and quite insignificant, and he really was 
as insignificant as he appeared — ^not of consequence in 
any point of view. He was not high in office, nor am- 
bassador, nor char ge-d^ affaires ; not certain that he was 
an attache even, but he was said to have the ear of 
somebody^ and was reputed to be secretly employed in 
diplomatic transactions of equivocal character; dis- 
claimed, but used by his superiors, and courted by his 
timid inferiors, whom he had persuaded of his great in- 
fluence somewhere. 

Lady Cecilia had been assured, from good authority, 
that he was one who ought to be propitiated on her 
father's account, but now when she perceived what sort 
of creature he was, sorely did she repent that he had 
been invited ; and her mother, by whom he sat, seemed 
quite oppressed and nauseated. 

So ended the dinner. And, as Lady Cecilia passed 
the general in going out of the room, she looked her 
contrition, her acknowledgment that he was perfectly 
right in his prophecy that it would never do. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

It was rather worse when the ladies were by them- 
selves. Some of the party were personally, strangers 
t9 Lady Davenant ! all had heard of her sufficiently^ ; 
most had formed a formidable and false opinion of her. 
V A3 
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Helen was quite astomshed at ^le awe her ladysl^ in- 
spired in strangers. 

Lady Davenant's appearance and manner at this 
moment were not, indeed, calculated to dispel this dread. 
She was unusually distant and haughty from a mistaken 
sort of moral pride. Aware that some of the persons 
now before her had, in various wayB, by their own or 
their husbands' means, power to serve or to injure Lord 
Davenant, she disdained to propitiate them by the 
slightest condescension. 

But how any persons in England — in London— could 
be strangers to Lady Davenant, was, to a foreign Jady 
who was present, matter of inexpressible surprise. She 
could not understand how the wives of persons high in 
poUticai life, some of opposite, but some of the same 
parties, should often be personally strangers to.each other. 

Foreigners are, on first coming to England, apt to 
imagine that all who act together in public life must be 
of the same private society ; while, on the contrary, it 
often happens that the ladies especially of the same 
party are in different grades of fashion — moving in dif- 
ferent orbits. The number of different circles and (or- 
bits in London is, indeed, astonishing to strangers, and 
the manner in which, though touching at tangents, these 
keep each tt^ir own path, attracted and repelled, or 
mutually influential, is, to those who have not seen 
and studied the planisphere, absolutely incomprehen- 
sible. 

And, as she pondered on this difficulty, the ambassa- 
dress, all foreigner as she was, and all unused to silence, 
spoke not, and no one spoke : and nought was heard but 
the cup on the saucer, or the spoon in the cup, or the 
buzzing of a fly in the window. 

In the midst of this awful calm it was that Lady Bear- 
croft blurted out with loud voice — " Amazing entertain- 
ing we are ! so many clever people got together, too, fcr 
whatl" 

It was worth while to have seen Lady Masham's face 
at that moment ! Lady Bearcroft saw it, and, fearing 
no mortal, struck with the comic of that look of Lady 
Masham's, burst into laughter uncontrolled, and the con- 
trast of dignity and gravity in Lady Davenant only made 
her laugh the more, till out of the room at last she ran. 
, Lady Masham, all the while, of course, never betrayed 
the slightest idea that she could by any possibility have 



HCLSN« 11 

been the object of Lady Bearcroft's mirth. ^ But Ladj 
Dayenant — ^how did she take it ? To her daughter's in- 
finite relief, quite quietly; she looked rather amused 
than displeased. She bore with Lady Bearcrofl, alto- 
gether better than could have been expected ; because 
she considered her only as a person unfortunately out of 
her place in society, and, wiUiout any fault of her own, 
dragged up from below to a height of situation for which 
nature had never intended, and neither art nor education 
had ever prepared her ; whose faults and deficiencies 
were thus brought into the flash of day at once, before 
the malice of party and the fastidiousness of fashion, 
which knows not to distinguish between manque tPespri^ 
and manque d*usage. 

Not so Lady Davenant : she made liberal and philo- 
sophic allowance for even those faults of manner which 
were most faring, and she further suspected that Lady 
Bearcroft purposely exaggerated her own vulgarity, 
partly for diversion, part^ to make people stare, arul 
partly to prevent their seeing what was habitual, and 
what involuntary, by hiding the bounds of reality. 

Of this Lady Masham had not the most distant con^ 
caption ; on the contrary, she was now prepared to tell 
a variety of odd anecdotes of Lady Bearcroft. She had 
seen, she said, this extraordinary person before, but had 
never met her in society, and delighted she was unex- 
pectedly to find her here — " quite a treat." 

Such characters are indeed seldom met with at a cer- 
tain hei^t in the atmosphere of society, and such were 
peculiarly and justly Lady M asham's deliffht, for they 
reUeved the ennui of her court life, and at the same time 
fed a sense of superiority insufficient to itself. Such a 
person is fair, privileged, safe game, and Lady Masham 
began, as a reviewer, determined to be especially severe, 
with a bit of praise. 

'* Really very handsome Jjady Bearcroft must have 
been ! Yes, as you say, Lady Cecilia, she is not out of . 
Wow yet, certainly, only too full blown rather for some 
tastes — fortunately not for Sir Benjamin ; he married 
her, you know, long ago, for her beauty ; she is a very 
correct person — always was; but they do repeat the 
strangest things she says — so very odd ! and they tell 
such curious stories, too, of the thm^ she does." 

Lady Masham then detailed a variety of anecdotes, 
which related chiefly to Lady Bearcroft's housel«)ld 
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cares, which never cQuld she with haste despatch; 
then came stories of her cheap magnificence and extra- 
ordinary toilette expedients. 

" I own,'^ continued Lady Masham, " that I always 
thought the descriptions 1 heard mu^t be exaggerated ; 
but one is compelled to acknowledge that there is here in 
reality a terrible want of tact. Poor Sir Benjamin ! I quite 
pity him ; he must so see it ! Though not of the first 
water himself, yet still he must feel, when he sees Lady 
Bearcroft with other people ! He has feeling, though 
nobody would guess it from his look, and he shows it 
too, I am told ; sadly annoyed he is sometimes by her 
mal-apropoisms. One day, she sat at one end of the 
table and he at the other ; her ladyship, in her loud voice, 
called out to him, " Sir Benjamin ! Sir Benjamin ! this 
is our wedding-day !" He, poor man, did not hear ; she 
called out again louder, " Sir Benjamin, my dear, this 
day fifteen years ago you and I were married !" " WeU, 
ray dear," he answered, " well, my dear, how can I pos- 
sibly help that now !" 

Pleased with the success of this anecdote, which raised 
a general smile. Lady Masham vouched for its perfect cor- 
rectness, " she had it from one, who heard itfrom a person 
who was actually present at the time it happened." Lady 
Davenant had not the least doubt of the correctness of 
the story, but she believed the names of the parties were 
different ; she had heard it years ago of another person. 
It often happens, as she observed, to those who make 
themselves notoriously ridiculous, as to those who be- 
come famous for wit, that all good things in their kinds 
are attributed to them ; though the one may have no 
claim to half the witticisms, and the other may not be 
responsible for half the absurdities for which they have 
the reputation. 

It required all Lady Masham^s politeness to look 
pleased, and all her candour to be quite happy to be set 
right as to that last anecdote. But many she had heard 
of Lady Bearcroft were really incredible. "Yet one 
would almost believe any thing of her." 

While she was yet speaking, Lady Bearcroft returned, 
and her malicious enemy, leaning back in her chair as 
in expectation of the piece beginning, waited for her 
puppet to play or be played off. 

All this time Lady Cecilia was not at ease ; she, well 
a^tare what her mother would feel, and had felt, while 
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Lady Masham was goinff on with this gossip-tdk, had 
stood between her ladyship and Lady Davenant, and, as 
Lady Masham did not speak much above her breath, Ce- 
cilia had for some time flattered herself that her lauda- 
ble endeavours to intercept the sound, or to prevent the 
sense from reaching her mother's ear, had succeeded, 
especially as she had made as many exclamations as 
she could of "Really r "Indeed!" "How extraordi- 
nary !" " You do not say so 1" which, as she pronounced 
them, might have excited the curiosity of common-place 
people, but which she knew would in her mother's mind 
deaden all curiosity to listen. However, Lady Masham 
had raised her voice, and from time to time had stretched 
her neck of snow beyond Lady Cecilia's intercepting 
drapery, so as actually to claim Lady D^ivenant's atten- 
tion. The consequences her daughter heard and felt. 

She heard the tap, tap, t^ of the ivory folding-knife 
upon the table ; and well interpreting, she knew, even 
before she saw her mother's countenance, that Lady 
Masham had undone herself, and, what was of more 
consequence^ had destroyed all chance of accomplish- 
ing that reconciliation with " mamma," that projected 
coaUtion which was to have been of such ultimate ad- 
vantage to " papa." 

Notwithstanding Lady Bearcroft's want of knowledge 
of the great world, she had considerable knowledge of 
human nature, which stood her wonderfully in stead. 
She had no notion of being made sport of for the ele- 
ganiesy and, with all Lady Masham's plausibility of per- 
siflage, she never obtained her end, and n^ver elicited 
any thing really absurd by all attempts to draw her out 
—out she would not be drawn. 

After an unconquerable silence and all the semblance 
of dead stupidity. Lady Bearcroft suddenly showed signs 
of Ufe, however, and she, all at once, began to talk — to 
Helen of all people! — And whyl — because she had 
taken, in her own phrase, a monstrous fancy to Miss 
Stanley ; she was not sure of her name, but she liked 
her nature, and it would be a pity that her reason should 
not be known and in the words in which she told it to 
Lady Cecilia. 

"Now I will just tell you why I have taken such a 
monstrous fancy to your friend here, Miss Hanley — " 

" Miss Stanley— give me leave to mention," said Lady 
Cecilia. ** Let me introduce you regularly." 
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" Oh ! by no means ; don't trouble yourself now, Ladyc 
Cecilia, for I hate regular introductions. But, as I am 
going to tell you how, before dinner to-day, as I came 
down the great staircase, I had an uncommon large, big, 
and, for aught I know, yellow corking-pin, which that most 
careless of all careless maids of mine — a good girl, too — 
had left sticking point foremost out of some part of me. 
Miss Hanley — Stanley (beg pardon) was behind, and 
luckily saw and stopped. Out she puUed it, begging my 
pardon ; so kindly too, I only felt the twitch on my 
sleeve, and turned, and loved the first sight I had of that 
pretty face, which need never blush, I am sure, though 
It's very becoming the bhish too. So good-natured, you 
know, Lady Cecilia, it was, when nol^y was looking, 
and before anybody was wiser. Not like some young 
ladies, or old even, that would have showed one m?, rather 
than help one out in any pin's point of a difficulty." 

Lady Cecilia herself was included in Lady Bearcroft's 
good graces, for she liked that winning way, and saw 
there was real good-nature there, too. She opened 
to both friends cordially, a propos to some love of a lace 
trimming. Of lace she was a famous judge, and she 
went into details of her own good bargains, with histo- 
ries of her expeditions into the extremity of the city in 
search (k cheap goods and unheard-of wonders at prime 
cost, in regions unknown. She told how it was her 
clever way to leave her carriage and her people^ and go 
herself down narrow streets, " where the gilt chariot 
never marked the way," — alleys, where only wheel-bar- 
rows and herself could go ; she boasted of her feats in 
diving into dark dens in search of run goods, charming 
things — French warranted — that could be had for next 
to nothing, and in exemplification, she showed the fine- 
ness of her embroidered cambric handkerchiefs, and 
told their price to a farthing ! 

Lady Masham's " Wonderful !" was worthy of any 
Jesuit, male or female, that ever existed. 

From her amazing bargains, the lady of the law-knight 
went on to smuggling ; and, as she got into spirits, talk- 
ing loudly, she told of some amber satin, a whole piece 
capitally got over in an old gentleman's " Last Will and 
Testament," tied up with red tape so nicely, and sealed 
and superscribed and all, got through untouched ! 

" But a better thing I did myself," continued she ; 
** the last trip T made to Paris— coming back, I set at 
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defiance all the searchers, and stabbers, and custom- 
house officers of both nations. I had hundreds of pounds 
worth of Valenciennes and Brussels lace hid — ^you would 
never guess where. I never told a servant — ^not a mor- 
tal maid even ; that's the only way ; had only a confi- 
dante of a coachmaker. But when it came to packing- 
up time, my own maid smelt out the lace was missing ; 
and gave notice, I am confident, to the custom-houso 
people to search me. So much the more glory to me. 
1 got off clear ; and, when they had stabbed the cush- 
ions, and torn the inside of of my carriage all to pieces, 
I very coolly made them repzur the mischief at their own 
cost. Oh, I love to do things bravely! and away I 
drove triumphant with the lace, well stuffed, packed, and 
covered within the pole leather of the carriage they had 
been searching all the time.'' 

At this pericKl of her narrative the gentlemen came into 
the drawing-room. " But here comes Sir Benjamin ! mum, 
mum ! not a word more for my life ! You understand 
Lady Cecilia ! husbands must be minded. And, let me 
whisper a favour — a whist-party 1 must beg ; nothing 
keeps Sir Ben in good-humour so certainly as whist — 
when he wins, I mean." 

The whist-party was made, and Lady Cecilia took 
care that Sir Benjamin should win, while she lost with 
the best grace possible. By her conciliating manners 
and good manageitient in dividing to govern, all parties 
were arranged to general satisfaction. Mr. Harley's 
antipathy, ihe^attachi, she settled at ecart6 with Lady 
Masham, who found him " quite a well-mannered, plea- 
sant person." Lady Cecilia explained to Mr. Harley, 
that it was her fault— her mistake entirely — that this 
person had been invited. Mr. Harley was now himself 
again, and happy in conversation with Lady Davenant, 
beside whom he found his place on the sofa. 

After Helen had done tier duty at harp and piano- 
forte, Cecilia r^ieved her, andlS^hispered that she might 
now go to her mother's sofa, and rest and be happy. 
^ Mamma's work is in some puzzle, Helen ; you must 
go and set it to rights, my dear." 

Lady Davenant welcomed her with a smile, made 
room for her on the sofa, and made over to her the tam- 
bour-frajae ; and now that Helen saw and heard Mr. 
Harley m his natural state, she could scarcely believe 
that he ws^s the same person who had sat beside her at 
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dinner. Animated and delightful he was now, and, what 
she particularly liked in him, there was no display — ^no- 
thing in the Churcliill style. Whenever any one came 
near, and seemed to wish to hedr or speak, Mr. Harley 
not only gare them fair play, but helped them in their 
play. Helen observed that he possessed the art which 
she had often remarked in Lord Davenant, peculiar to 
good-natured genius — ^the art of drawing something 
good out of everybody: sometimes more than they 
' knew they had in them tiU it was brought out. 

Even from Lord Masham, insipid and soulless though 
he was, as any courtier lord in waiting could be, some- 
thing was extracted ; Lord Masham, universally be- 
lieved to have nothing in him, was this evening surpris- 
ingly entertaining. He gave Lady Davenant a descrip- 
tion of what he had been so fortunate as to see — the 
first public dinner of the King of France on his restora- 
tion, served according to all the ci-devant ceremonials, 
and in the etiquette of Louis the Fourteenth's time. 
Lord Masham represented in a lively manner the Mar- 
quis de Dreux in all his antiquarian glory, going through 
the whole form prescribed: first, knocking with fis 
cane at the door ; then, followed by three guards with 
shouldered carbines, marching to butter}r and hall, each 
and every officer of the household making reverential 
obeisance as they passed to the Nef— the Nef being, as 
Lord Masham explained to Miss Stanley, a piece of gilt 
plate in the shape of the hull of a ship, in which the 
napkins' for the king's table are kept. ' 

But why the hull of a ship should be appropriated to 
the royal napkins was asked ? 

That was beyond Lord Masham, he confessed, imniA- 
diateiy to recollect, but he looked amazingly consid- 
erate—delicately rubbed his polished forehead with the 
second finger of the right hand, then regarded his ring, 
and turned it thrice slowly round, but the talismanic 
action produced nothing:, and he received timely relief 
by a new turn given to the conversation, in which he 
was not, he thought, called upon to take any share — the 
question indeed appeared to him irrelevant, and retiring 
to the card-table, he ** left the discussion to abler heads. 

The question was, why bow to the Nef at all ?— This 
led to a discussion. upon ij^ Advantages of ceremonials 
in preserving respect &r order and rev^nce for 
authority, and then came an inquiry into the abuses of 
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ibis real good. It was observed that the sinis of the 
times shmild alwsnrs be consulted, and should guide us 
in these things. — How far \ was next to be considered. 
All agreed on the principle that ' order is Heaven's fint 
la^,' yet there were in the application strong shadeaof 
di£[brence between those who took part in the conver- 
sation. 

On one side, it was thought that overturning the 
tabouret at the court of France had been the signal for 
the overthrow of the throne ; while, on the other hand, 
it was suggested that a rigid adherence to forms unsuited 
to the temper of the times only exasperates, and that, 
wherever reliance on forms is implicit, it is apt to lead 
princes and their counsellors to depend too much on the 
strength of that fence which, existing only in the imagi- 
nation, is powerless when the fashion changes. 

In a court quite surrounded and enveloped by old 
forms, the light of day cannot penetrate to the interior 
of the palace, the eyes long kept in obscurity are weak- 
ened, so that light cannot be borne : when suddenly it 
breaks in, the royal captive is bewildered, and if obliged 
to act, he gropes, blunders, injures himself, and becomes 
incapable of decision in extremity of danger, reduced 
to the helplessness wluch marks the condition of the 
Eastern despot, or les rois fainians of any time or 
country. 

As Helen sat by, listening to this conversation, what 
struck and interested her most was, the manner in which 
it went on and went off without leading to any unplea- 
sant consequences, notwithstanding the various shades 
of opinion between the parties. This she saw depended 
gpqfuch on the good sense andt^ents, but far more on the 
^ood-breeding and temper, of those who spoke and 
those who listened. Time in the first place was allowed 
and taken for each to be understood, and no one was 
urged by exclamation, or misconception, or contradic- 
tion, to say more than just the thing he thought. 

Lady Cecilia, who had now joined the pa5ty, was a 
little in pain when she heard Louis the Fourteenth's 
love for punctuality alluded to. She dreaded, when the 
general quoted " Punctuality is the virtue of princes," 
that Mr. Harley, with the usual impatience of genius, 
would have ridiculed so soitiquated a notion; but, to 
Lady (%cilia's surprise, he even took the part of punctu- 
ality • in a very edifying manner he distinguished it from 



18 BELBK. 

mere ceremonial etiquette — ^the ceremcmial of the Ger* 
man courts, where "they lose time at breakfast, at 
dinner, at supper ; at court, in the ante-chamber, on the 
stairs, everywhere:" — punctuality was, he thought, a 
habit worthy to be ranked with virtues, by its effects 
upon the mind, the power it demands and gives of self- 
control, raising in us a daily, hourly sense of duty, of 
something that ought, that must be done, one of the best 
habits human creatures can have, either for their own 
sake or the sake of those with whom they live. And 
to kings and courtiers more particularly, because it gives 
the idea of stabiUty — of duration ; and to the aged, 
because it gives a sort of belief that life wiH last for 
ever. 

The general had often thought this, but said he had 
never heard it so well expressed; he afterward ac- 
knowledged to Cecilia that he found Mr. Harley was 
quite a different person from what he had expected— 
** He has good sense, as well as genius and good breed- 
ing. I am glad, my dear Cecilia, that you asked him 
here." This was a great triumph. 

Towards the close of the evening, when mortals are 
beginning to think of bed-chamber candles. Lady Cecilia 
looked at the ecart^ table, and said to her mother, *' How 
happy they are, and how comfortable we are ! A card- 
table is really a necessary of life — not even music is 
more universally useful." 

Mr. Harley said, " I doubt," and then arose betweea 
Lady Davenant and him an argument upon the compara- 
tive power in modem society of music and cards. Mr. 
Harley took the side of music, but Lady Daveijant in- 
clined to think that cards, in their day, and their day^iA 
not over yet, have had a wider range of influenee.-^^ 
" Nothing like that happy board of green cloth ; it brings 
all intellects to one level," she said. 

Mr. Harley pleaded the cause of music, which, hs 
said, hushes all passions, ^alms even despair. 

Lady Davenant urged the silent superiority of cards, 
which rests the weary talker, and reheves the perplexed 
courtier, and, in support of her opinion, she mentioned * 
an old ingenious essay on cards and tea, by Pinto, she 
thought ; and she begged that Helen would some time 
look for it in the library. Helen went that insjant. 

She searched, but could not find ; where it ought to 
have been, there it of course was not. While she was 
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«tni on the book-ladder, the dooir opened, and enter Lady 
Bearcroft. 

" Miss Hanley !'* cried she, " I have a word to say to 
you, for, though you are a stranger to me, 1 see you are 
a dear good creature, and I think I may take the liberty 
of asking your advice in a little matter." 

Helen, who had by this time descended from the 
ladder, stood and looked a little surprised, but said all 
that was properly civil, " gratified by Lady Bearcroft's 
good opinion — ^happy to ^ of any service," — &c. &c, 

" Well, then — sit ye down one instant, Miss Hanley." 
Helen suggested that her name was Stanley* 

" Stanley ! — eh ? — Yes, I remember. But I want to 
consult you, since you are so kind to allow me, on a 
little matter — but do sit down, I never can talk of 
business standing. Now I just want you, my dear Miss 
Hanley, to do a Sttle job for me with Lady Davenant, 
who, with half an eye I can «ee, is a great friend of 
yours. — Arn't I right 1" 

Helen said Lady Davenant was indeed a very kind 
friend of hers, but still what it could be in which Lady 
Bearcroft expected her assistance she could not imagine. 

" You need not be frightened at the word job ; if that 
is what alarms you," continued LMy Bearcroft, " put 
your heart at ease, there is nothing of that sort here. 
It is only acomfdiment that I want to make, and nothing 
in the world expected in return for it — as it is a return 
in itself. But in the first place look at this cover." 

She produced the envelope of a letter. 

" Is this Lady Davenant^s hand- writing, think you.?" 

She pointed, to the word "M*-j6/i^" written on the 
gpomer of the cover. Helen said it was Lady Davenant'w 
'writing. 

"You are certain! — ^Well, that is odd! — Mis-sent f 
when it was directed to herself^ and nobody else on 
earth, as you see as plain as possible — Countess Dave- 
nant, surely that is right enough ?" 

Then opening a red tnorrocco case she showed a 
magnificent diamond Sevign6. 

" Observe now," she continued, " these diamonds are 
so big, my dear Miss Hanley — Stanley, they would have 
been quite out of my reach, only for that late French 
invention, which maybe you may not have heard of, nor 
should I, but for the hint of a friend at Paris, who is in 
th0 jewelry line. The French, you must know, have 
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I^ot the art of sticking small di*inbnds together so as to 
make little worthless ones into large, so that, as yon 
see, you would never tell the difference ; and as it was 
a new discovery, and something ingenious and scientific, 
and Lady Davenant being reported to be a scientific 
lady, as well as political and influential, and all that, I 
thought it a good opportunity, and a fine excuse for 
paying her a compliment, which I had long wished to 
pay, for she was once on a time very kind to Sir Ben, 
and got him appointed to his present station ; and thou^ 
Lord Davenant was the ostensible person, I considered 
her as the prime mover behind the curtain. Accordingly, 
I sat me down, and wrote as ipretty a note as I could 
pen, and Sir Ben approved of the whole thing ; but I 
don't say that I'm positive he was as off-handed and 
clean-hearted in the matter as I was, for between you 
and I, his gratitude, as they say of some people's, is apt 
to squint with one eye to the future as well as one to 
the past — ^you comprehend 1" 

Helen was not clear that she comprehended all that 
had been said; still less had she any idea what she 
could have to do in this matter ; she waited for further 
explanation. 

" Now all I want from you then. Miss Hanley — Stanley 
I would say, I beg pardon, I'm the worst at proper names 
that lives— but aU I want of you. Miss Hanley, is — first, 
your opinion as to the validity of the hand- writing, — 
well, you are positive then, that this mis-sent is her 
hand. Now then, I want to know, do you think Lady 
Davenant knew what she was about when she wrote it V* 

Helen's eyes opened to their utmost power of dis- 
tension, at the idea of an}^ody's questioning that Ladyt 
Davenant knew what she was about. "^ 

"La! my dear,'* said Lady Bearcroft; "spare the 
whites of your eyes, I didn't mean she didnt know what 
she was about in'that sense." 

" What sense ?" said Helen. 

" Not in any particular sense," replied Lady Bearcroft. 
" But let me go on, or we shall never come to an under- 
standing; I only meant that her ladyship might have 
just sat down to answer my note, as I often do myself, 
without having read the whole through, or before I have 
taken it in quite." 

Helen thought this very unlikely to have happened 
with Lady Davenant. 
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*' But still it might have happened,'' continued Lady 
Bearcroft, *' that her ladyship did not notice the delicacy 
of the way in which the thing was im/ — f6r it really was 
put so that nohody could take hold of it against any of 
us — ^you understand ; and after all, such a curiosity of a 
Seyign6 as this, and such fine ' diamonds,' was too pretty, 
and too good a thing to be refused faand-oyer-head m that 
way. Besides, my note was so respectable, and respect- 
ful, it surely required and demand^ something more of 
an answer, methinks, from a person of my birth or edu- 
cation, than the single bald word '^ mis- sent," like the 
postman ! Surely, Miss Hanley, now, putting your friend- 
ship apart, candidly you must think as I do ? And, whe- 
ther or no, at least you will be so obliging as to do me 
the favour to find out from Lady Davenant if she really 
made the reply with her eyes open or not, and reaUy 
meant what she said." 

Helen being quite clear that Lady Davenant always 
meant what she said, and had written with her eyes 
open, declined, as perfectly useless, making the pro- 
posed inquiry. It was plain that Lady Davenant had 
not thought proper to accept of this present, and to 
avoid any unpleasant explanations, had presumed it was 
not intended for her, but had been sent by mistake. 
Helen advised her to let the matter rest. 

" Well, well !" said Lady Bearcroft, " thank you, Miss 
Hanley, at all events for your good advice. But, neck 
or nothing, I am apt to go through with whatever I once 
take into my head, and since you cannot aid and abet, I 
will trouble you no farther, only not to say a word of 
what I have mentioned. But all the time 1 thank you, 
ray dear young lady, as much as if I took your dictum. 
So, my dear Miss Hanley — Stanley — do not let me 
interrupt you longer in your book-hunt. Take care of 
that step-ladder, though ; it is coggledy, as I observed 
when you came down — Good-night, good-night." 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

" My dear Helen, there is an end of every thing !• 
cried Lady Cecilia, the next day, bursting into Helen's 
room, and standing before her with an air of conster- 
nation. *' What has brought things to this sad pass, I 
kno^ not," continued she, ^* for, but an hour before, I 
left everybody in good-humour with themselves — all in 
good train. But now—*' 

"What?" said Helen, "for you have not given me 
the least idea of what has happened." 

'* Because I have not the least idea myself, my dear. 
All I know is, that something has gone wrong, dread- 
fully ! between my mother and Lady Bearcroft. Mamma 
would not tell me what it is ; but her indignation is at 
such a height she declares she will not see that woman 
again : — ^positively will not come forth from her cham- 
ber as long as Lady Bearcroft remains in the house. 
So there is a total break-up — and I wish,! had never 
meddled with any thing. O that I had never brought 
together these unsuitabilities, these incompatibilities! 
Oh. Helen ! what shaU I do ?" 

Quite pale, Lady Cecilia stood, really in despair ; and 
Helen did not know what to advise. 

" Do you know any thing about it, Helen, for you look 
as if you did 1" 

An abrupt k^ock at the door interrupted them, and, 
without waiting for permission, in came Lady Bearcroft, 
as if blown by a high wind, looking very red : half angry, 
half frightened, and then laughing, she exclaimed — " A 
fine boggle-de-hotch I have made of it !" But seeing Lady 
Cecilia, she stopped short — " Beg pardon — ^thougnt you 
were by yourself. Miss Hanley." 

Lady Cecilia instantly offered to retire, yet intimated, 
as she moved towards the door, a wish to stay, and, if it 
were not too much, to ask what was meant by— 

" By boggle-de-botch, do you mean V said Lady Bear- 
croft. " I am aware it is not a canonical word— classical, 
I mean ; nor in nor out of any dictionary perhaps — but 
when people are warm, they cannot stand picking 
terms." 
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'' Certainly not," said Lady Cecilia ; " but what is tiie 
matter t I am so sorry any thing unpleasant hat oc« 
curred." 

" Unpleasant indeed !^' cried Lady Bearcrolt ; *' I have 
been treated actually like a dog, while paying a com- 
I^iment too, and a very handsome comphment, beyond 
contradiction. Judge for yourself, ^ady Cecilia, if this 
Sevign^ is to he jzi££z§d aU^^ ^-^ ^^ ' ' vi ^ 

She opened the case ; Lady Cecilia ss^d the diamonds' 
were certainly very handsome, but — i^^^^ . , 

" But I** repeated Lady Bearcroft, " I grant you there^ ^ * 
may be a but to every thing in life ; still it might be said ^?iC^ 
civilly, as you say it, Lady Cecilia, or looked civilly, as ^^'V? 
you look it, Miss Hanley : and if that had been done, *^*Ji ^* 
mstead of being affronted, I might after all have been /'' 

well enough pleased to pocket my diamonds ; but nobody 
can without compunction pocket an affront." 

Lady Cecilia was sure her mother could not mean any 
affront. 

"Oh, I do not know what she could or could not 
mean ; but I will tell you what she did — all but threw 
the diamonds in my face." 

" Impossible !" cried Helen. 

** Possible — and I will show you how, Miss Hanley. 
This way : just shut down the case — snap ! — and across 
the table she threw it, just as you would deal a card in 
a passion, only with a Mrs. Siddons' air to boot. I beg 
your pardons, both, ladies, for mimicking your friend and 
your parent, but flesh and blood could not stand that sort 
of style, you know, and a little wholesome mimicry 
breaicB no bones, and is not very offensive, I hope 1" 

The mimicry could not indeed be veiy offensive, for 
the imitation was so utterly unlike the reality, that Lady 
Cecilia and Helen with difficulty repressed tiheir smiles 

" Ladies may smile, but they would smile on the wronff 
sides of their pretty little mouths if they had been treated 
as I have been — so ignominiously. I am sure I wish I 
had taken your advice, Miss Hanley ; but the fact was, 
last night I did not quite believe you : I thought you 
were only saying the best you could to set off a friend ; 
for, since I have been among the great, and indeed even 
when I lived with the little, I have met with so many 
fair copies of false couhtenances, that I could not help 
suspectii^g there might be something of that sort with 
your LaSy Davenant ; but I am entirely convinced all 
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you told me is true, for I peeped quite close at her, 
lifted up the hood, and found there were not two faces 
under it — only one very angry one for my pains. But I 
declare I would rather see that than a double one, like 
my Lady Masham's, with her spermaceti smile. And 
after all, do you know," continued Lady Bearcroft in a 
right vulgarly-cordial tone — " Do you know now, really, 
the first anger over, I like Lady Davenant — ^I protest ^m. 
vow, even her pride I like — it well became her — birl^ 
and all, for I hear she is straight from Charlemagne ! 
But I was going to mention, now my recollection is 
coming to me, that when I began talking to her ladyship 
of Sir Ben's gratitude about that place she got for him, 
she cut me short with her queer look, and said she was 
sure that Lord Davenant (if he had been the king himself, 
instead of only her husband, and your father. Lady Ce- 
ciha, she could not have pronounced his name with more 
distinction) — she was sure, she said, that Lord Davenant 
would not have been instrumental in obtaining that place 
for Sir Benjamin Bearcroft. if he had known any man 
[more worthy of it, which indeed I did not think at the 
I time over and above civil — for where, then, was the par- 
• ticular compliment to Sir Ben !" 

But when Lady Bearcroft saw Lady Cecilia's anxiety 
and real distress at her mother's indignant resolution, 
she, with surprising good-humour, said — 

" I wish I could settle it for you, my dear. I cannot 
go away directly, which would be the best move, be- 
cause Sir Benjamin has business here to-day with Lord 
Davenant-7-some.job of his own, which must take place 
of any movements of mine, he being the more worthy 
gender. But I will tell you what I can do, and will, 
and welcome. I will keep my room instead of your 
mother keeping hers ; so you may run and tell Lady 
Davenant that she is a prisoner at large, with the range 
of the whole house, without any danger of meeting me, 
for I shall not stir till the carriage is at the door to- 
morrow morning, when she will not be up, for we will 
have it at six. I will tell Sir Benjamin he is in a hurry 
back to town, and he always is. So all is right on my 
part. And go you to your mother, my dear Lady Ce- 
cilia, and settle heh I am glad to see you smile again ; 
it is a pity you should ever do any thing else." 

It was not long before Cecilia returned, proclaioiing 
" Peace, peace." 
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She had made such an amusing report to her mother 
of sdl that Lady Bearcroft had said and done, and pur- 
posed to do, that Lady Davenant could not help seeing 
the whole in a ludicrous light, felt at once that it was 
beneath her serious notice, and that it would be unbe- 
coming to waste indignation upon such a person. The 
result was, that she commissioned Helen to release 
Lady Bearcroft as soon as convenient, and to inform 
her that an act of oblivion was passed over the whole 
transaction. 

There had been a shower, and it had cleared up. 
Lady Cecilia thought the sky looked bluer, and birds 
sung sweeter, and the air felt pleasanter than before 
the storm. " Nothing like a storm," said she, ** for 
bearing the air ; notlmig like a little honest hurricane 
But with Lady Masham there never is any thing Uke a 
Uttle honest hurricane. It is all still and close with an 
indescribable volcano-like feeling ; one is not sure of 
what one is standing upon. Do you know, Helen," con- 
tinued she, " I am quite afraid of some explosion be- 
tween mamma and Lady Masham. If we came to any 
difficulty with her, we could not get out of it quite so 
well as with Lady Bearcroft, for there is no resource of 
heart or frankness of feeling with her. Before we all 
meet at dinner, I must sound mamma, and hee if all is 
tolerably safe." And when she went this day at dress- 
ing time with a bouquet, as was her custom, for her 
mother, she took Helen with her. 

At the first hint of Lady Cecilia's fears that Lady 
Masham could do her any mischief, Lady Davenant 
smiled in scorn. 

" The will she may have, my dear, but she has not 
the power." 

" She is very foolish, to be sure," said Lady Cecilia ; 
^ still she might do mischief, and there is something 
monstrously treacherous in that smile of hers. 

" Monstrously !" repeated Lady Davenant. " No, no, 
my dear Cecilia; nothing monstrous. Leave to Lady 
BearcroA the vulgar belief in court-bred monsters; 
we know there are no such things. Men and women 
there, as everywhere else, are what nature, education, 
and circumstances have made them. Once an age, 
once in half-a-dozen ages, Nature may make a Brinvil- 
liers, or Art allow of a Zeluco ; but, m general, mon- 
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sters are mere fabulous creatures — mistakes often, 
from bad drawings, like the unicorn.'* 

" Yes, mamma, yes ; now I feel much more comfort- 
able. The unicorn has convinced me," said Lady Ce- 
cilia, laughing and singing 

" * Tis all a mere liable ; there's nothing to fear.' 

And I shall think of her henceforth as nothing but 
what she appears to be, a well-dressed, well-bred, fine 
lady. Ay — every inch a fine lady ; every, word, look 
motion, thought, suited to that metier.^ 

" That vocation," said Lady Davenant ; ** it is above 
a trade ; with her it really is a sacred duty, not merely 
a pleasure, to be fine. She is a fine lady of the first 
order ; nothing too professional in her manner — no ob- 
vious affectation, for affectation in her was so early 
wrought into habit as to have become second nature, 
scarcely distinguishable from real — all easy." 

" Just so, mamma ; one gets on so easily with her." 

"A curious illusion," continued Lady Davenant, 
^* occurs with eveiy one making acquaintance with such 
persons as Lady Masham, I have observed ; perhaps it 
IS that some sensation of the tread-mill life she leads, 
communicates itself to those she is talking to ; which 
makes you fancy you are always getting on, but you 
never do get beyond a certain point." / 

" That is exactly what I feel," said Helen/^* while 
Lady Masham speaks, or while she listens, I almost 
wonder how she ever existed without me !" 

" Yes, and though one knows it is all an illusion," 
said Lady Cecilia, ** still one is pleased, knowing all the 
time that she cannot possibly care for one in the least ; 
but then one does not expect everybody to care for one 
really ; at least I know I cannot like all my acquaint- 
ance as much as my friends, much less can I love all my 
neighbours as myself—" 

" Come, come ! Cecilia !" said her mother. 

" By come, come ! mamma means don't go any fur- 
ther, Cecilia," said she, turning to Helen. " But now, 
mamma, I am not clear whether you really think her 
your friend or your enemy, inclined to do you mischief 
or not. Just as it may be for her interest or not, I 
suppose." 

''And just as it may be the fashion or not," said 
Lady Davenant. " I remember hearing old Lady M*»**, 
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one of tho cleverest women of the last centiny, and 
one who had seen much of the world, say, * If it was 
the fashion to bum me, and I at the stake, 1 hardly 
know ten persons of my acquaintance who would re- 
fuse to throw on a fagot.' " 

"Oh, mamma! — Oh, Lady Davenant!" exclaimed 
Helen and Cecilia. 

" It was a strong way of putting the matter," said 
Lady Davenant, laughing : — " But fashion has, I assv 
you, more influence over weak minds, such as Lady 
Masham's, than either party or interest. And since you 
do. not like my illustration by fire, take one by water — 
She is just a person to go out with, on a party of 
pleasure, on the smooth surface of a summer sea, and 
if a slight shower comes on, would pity your bonnet 
sincerely ; but if a serious squall arose, and all should be 
in danger — ^" 

" Then, of course, everybody would take, care of 
themselves," interrupted Lady Cecilia, ** excepting 
such a simpleton as Helen, who would take care of 
you first, mamma, of me next, and of herself last." 

" I believe it — I do believe it," cried Lady Davenant, 
and, her eyes and thoughts fixing upon Helen, she quite 
forgot what further she was going to say, of Lady 
Masham. 

The perfectly unimpassioned tone in which her 
mother had discussed this ladjr's character, even the 
candour, convinced Lady Cecilia as well as Helen, that 
nothing further could be done as to drawing them to- 
gether. No condescension of manner, no conciliation 
could be expected from Lady Davenant towards Lady 
Masham, but at the same time there was no fear of any 
rupture. And to this humble consolation was Lady 
Cecilia brought. She told Helen that she gave up all 
hope of doing any good, she would now be quite content 
if she avoided doing harm, and if this visit ended with- 
out coming to any further outrage on the part of Lady 
Bearcroft, and without her mother's being ^titZ/y of con- 
tempt to Lady Masham. She had done some little ser- 
vice, however, with respect to the ambassadress, and 
her mother knew it. It was well known that the am- 
bassadress governed the ambassador, and Lady Cecilia 
had quite won her heart, " so that he will be assuredly 
a friend to papa. Indeed, this has been almost prom« 
B 3 
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ised. Madame PAmbassadrice assured me that hef 
husband looks upon Lord Davenant as one of the first 
sages of England, that is to say of Europe ; and she 
says he is well acquainted with all Lord Davenanf s 
works — and it is my belief," concluded Lady Cecilia, 
" that all Sir William Davenant's works go with her to 
papa's credit, for as she spoke she gave a polite glance 
towards the bookcase where she saw their gilded backs, 
and 1 found the ambassador himself, afterward, with 
* Davenant on Trade' in his hand ! Be it so ; it is not 
after all, you know, robbing the dead, only inheriting 
by mistake from a namesake, which with foreigners is 
allowable, because impossible to avoid, from the time 
of ' Monsieur Robinson parent apparemment de M, Cru^ 
soe ?' to the present day." 

By dint of keeping well asunder those who would not 
draw well together, Lady Cecilia did contrive to ^et 
through the remaining morning of this operose visit ; 
some she sent out to drive with gallant military out- 
riders, to see places in the neighbourhood famed for this 
or that ; others walked or boated, or went through the 
customary course of conservatories, pheasantry, flower- 
garden, pleasure-grounds, and best views of Clarendon 
Park — and billiards always. 

The political conferences were held in Lord Dave- 
nant's apartment: to what these conferences tended 
we never knew and never shall ; we consider them as 
matters of history, and leave them with due deference 
to the historian ; we have to do only with biography. 
Far be it from us to meddle with politics — we have 
quite enough to do with manners and morahty. 
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The next day, as Helen was going across the hall, she 
saw the members of the last political conclave coming 
out of Lord Davenant's room, each looking as if the 
pope had not been chosen according to his wish— dark 
and disappointed; even Mr. Harley's radiant counte- 
nance was dimmed, and the dry symptomatic cough 



which he gave after taking leave of Lady Darenant 
convinced Helen that all was not well within. 

He departed, and there seemed to be among those 
who remained a greater constraint than ever. There 
appeared to be in each an awakened s^ise that there 
were points on which they could never agree; all 
seemed to feel how different it would have been if Bfr. 
Harley had remained. 

True, the absence or presisnce of a person of genius 
makes as much difference in the whole appearance of 
things as sunshine or no sunshine on the landscape. 

Dinner, however, was got through, for time and the 
hour, two hours, or three, will get through the roughest 
dinner or the smoothest. 

** Never saw a difficult dinner-party better bothered !" 
was Lady BearcroA's compliment, whispered to Cecilia 
as they went into the drawing-room ; and Helen, not- 
withstanding Lady Bearcroft's vulgarity, could not help 
beginning absolutely to likfe her for her good-nature and 
amazingly prompt sympathy ; but, after all, good-nature 
without good-manners is but a blundering aBy, danger- 
ous to its best friend. 

This evening. Lady Cecilia felt that every one was 
uncomfortable, and, flitting about the room, she touched 
here and there to see how things were going on. They 
were not going on well, and she could not make them 
better : even her efforts at conciliation were ineffectual : 
she had stepped in between her mother, some of the 
gentlemen, and the general, in an argument in which 
she heard indications of strife, and she set about to ex- 
plain away contradictions, and to convince everybody 
that they were really all of the same opinion. 

With her sweet voice and pretty persuasive look, tliis 
might have done for the general, as a relaxing smile 
seemed to promise ; but it would not do at sdl with 
Lady Davenant, who, from feehngs foreign to the pres- 
ent matter, was irritated, and spoke, as Helen thought, 
too harsthly. 

" Cecilia, you would act Harmony in the comedy to 
perfection ; but, unfortunately, I am not one of those 
persons who can be persuaded that when I say one 
thing I mean quite another — ^probably, because it is not 
my practice so to do. That old epigram. Sir Benjamin, 
do you know it,'* continued she, " which begins with a 
bankrupt's rogiush ' Wh«reas V 
23 
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'Whereas the religion and faXe of three nations 
Depend on th' importance of our conversations : 
Whereas some objections are thrown in our way, 
And words have been construed to mean what they say — 
Be it known from henceforth to each friend and each brother. 
Whene'er we say ojie thing we mean quite another.' " 

Sir Benjamin gravely remarked that it was good law 
practice. The courts themselves would be shut up if 
some such doctrine were not understood in the practice 
there, subaudito, if not publicly proclaimed with an ab- 
solute " Whereas, be it known from henceforth." 

Whether this was dry humour of Sir Benjamin's, or 
plain matter of fact and serious opinion, the gravity 
with which it was delivered indicated not ; but it pro- 
duced the good effect of a smile, a laugh, at him or ipth 
him. Lady Cecilia did not care which, the laugh was 
good at adl events; her invincible good-nature and 
sweetness of temper had not been soured or conquered 
even by her mother's severity; and Lady Davenant, 
observing this, forgave fjid wished to be forgiven. 

" My dearest Cecilia," said she, " clasp this bracelet for 
me, will you ? It would be a national blessing if, in the 
present times, all women were as amiable as you, 

* Fond to spread friendships, but to cover heats.' " 

Then, turning to a French gentleman, she spoke of the 
change she had observed when she was last at Paris, 
from the overwhelming violence of party spirit on all 
sides. 

*' Dreadfully true," the Frenph gentleman replied — 
" party spirit, taking every Proteus form, calling itself 
by a hundred names and with a thousand devices and 
watchwords, which would be too ridiculous, if they 
were not too terrible — domestic happiness destroyed, 
all society disordered, disorganized — ^literature not able 
to support herself, scarcely appearing in company — all 
precluded, superseded by the politics of the day." 

Lady Davenant joined with him in his regrets, and 
added, that she feared society in England would soon 
be brought to the same condition. 

" No," said the French gentleman, English ladies will 
never be so vehement as my countrywomen ; they will 
never become, I hope, like some of our lady politicians, 
' qui heurlent comme des demons J* '.' 

Lady Cecilia said that, from what she had seen at 
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Paris, she was persuaded that if the ladies did bawl too 
loud, it was because the gentlemen did not listen to 
them; that above half the party-violence which ap- 
peared in the Parisian belles was merely dramatic, to 
produce a sensation, and draw the gentlemen, from the 
black pelotons in which they gathered, back to their 
proper positions round thefauteuils of the fair ladies. 

The foreigner, speaking to what he saw passing in • 
Lady Davenant*s mind, went on ; — " Ladies can do much, 
however, in this as in all other dilemmas, where their 
power is, and ought to be, omnipotent." ^ 

" Female influence is ana ought to be potent^'*'' said the 
general, with an emphasis on influence, contradistin- 
guishing it from power, and reducing the exaggeration - 
of omnipotent by the short process of lopping off" two "•. 
syllables. v^% 

" So long as ladies keep in their own proper character," \ * 
said Lady Davenant, " all is well ; but, if once thejr cease 
to act as women, that instant they lose their privilege, 
4— their charm ; they forfeit their exorcising power ; they 
can no longer command the demon of party nor them- 
selves, and he transforms them directly, as you say," 
said she to the French gentleman, " into actual furies." 

" And, when so transformed, sometimes unconscious 
of their state," said the general, dryly, his eye glancing 
towards the other end of the room, and lighting upon 
Lady Bearcroft, who was at the instant very red and 
very loud ; and Lady Cecilia was standing, as if watch- 
ful for a moment's pause, in which to interpose her 
word of peace. She waited for some time in vain, for 
when she hastened (rem the other end of the room to 
this — the scene of action, things had come to such a 
pass between the ladies Masham and Bearcroft, that 
mischief, serious mischief must have ensued, had not 
Lady Cecilia, at utmost need, summoned to her aid the 
happy genius of Nonsei^s^'^the genius of Nonsense — 
that little western, eastern, southern, northern sprite, 
in whose elfin power even love delights; on whom 
Reason herself condescends often to smile"; even when 
Logic frowns, and chops him on his block : but, cut in 
twain, the ethereal spirit soon unites again, and lives, 
and laughs, and cheats even Hate of a grim smile, and 
with party-spirit in utmost fury prevents many a deadly 
Wow. 

But mark him well— this little happy genius of Non- 
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sense; see that he be the true thing — the genuine 
. spirit. You will know him by his well-bred air and 
tone, which none can counterfeit ; and by his smile ; 
for while most he makes others laugh, the arch little 
rogue seldom goes beyond a smile himself! Graceful 
in the midst of all his pranks, he never goes too far — 
though far enough he has been known to go — ^he has 
crept into the armour of the grgat hero, convulsed the 
senate in the wig of a chancellor, and becomingly, 
decorously, put on now and then the mitre of an arch- 
bishop. 

"If good people," said Archbishop Usher, "would 
but m^e goodness agreeable, and smile, instead of . 
frowning in their virtue, how many they would win to 
the good cause !"/ 
Y^ Lady Cecilia in this was good at need, and, at h^r ut- 
^v«' most need, obedient to herwell-bred call, cameihis happy 
little genius, and brought with him song and dance, riddle 
and charade, and comic prints ; and on a half-opened 
parcel of books Cecilia darted, and produced a Comic 
Annual; illustrated by him whom no risible muscles 
can resist. All smiled who understood, and mirth ad- 
mitted of her crew all who smiled, and party-spirit fled. 
But there were foreigners present. Foreigners cannot 
well understand our local allusions ; our Cruikshanks is 
to them unintelligible ; arid Hood's " Sorrows of Num- 
ber One" quite lost upon them. Then Lady Bearcroft 
thought she would do as much as Lady Cecilia and 
more — that she would produce what these poor for- 
eigners could comprehend. But not at her call came the 
genius of lively Nonsense, for she called not in well- 
bred tone, and he heard her not. 

In his stead came that counterfeit who thinks it witty 
to be rude : — 

" And placing raillery in railing, 
Will tell aloud your greatest failing" — 

that vulgar imp yclept Fun — known by his broad grin, 
by. his loud tone, and by his rude banter. Head fore- 
most forcing himself in, came he, and brought with him 
a heap of coarse caricatures, and they were party carica- 
tures. 

" Capital !*' Lady Bearcroft, however, pronounced 
them, as she spread all upon the table for applause— 
but no applause ensued. 



Not such, these, as real good English humour pro- 
duces and enjoys, independently of party — these were 
all too broad, too coarse. Lady Davenant despised, the 
general detested, Helen turned away, and Lady Cecilia 
threw them under the table, that they might not be seen 
by the foreigners. " For the honour of England, do not 
let them be spread abroad, pray, Lady Bearcroft." 

•* The world is grown mighty nice !" said Lady Bear- 
croft ; " for my pjurt, give me a good laugh "when it is to 
be had." 

*' Perhaps we shall find one here,'* said Lady Cecilia, 
opening a portfolio of caricatures in a different style, 
but they were old, and Lady Bearcroft would have 
thrown them aside ; but Lord Davenant observed that, 
if they have lasted so long, they must be good, because 
their humour only can ensure their permanence; the 
personality dies with the person : for instance, in the 
famous old print of the minister rat-catcher, in the 
Westminster election, the likeness to each rat of the 
day is lo^t to us, but the ridicule on placemen ratters 
remains. The whole, however, is perfectly incompre- 
hensible to foreigners. 

"Rats! rat!" repeated one of the foreigners, as he 
looked at and studied the print. It was amusing to see 
the gravity with which this foreign diplomatist, quite 
new to England, listened to Lady Bearcroft's explana- 
tion of what is meant in English by a rat political. She 
was at first rather good on this topic, professing a super- 
natural acuteness of the senses, ansing from an un- 
conquerable antipathy, bom with her, to the whole race 
of rats. She declared that she could see a rat a mile 
off in any man — could, from the moment a man opened 
his mouth in Parliament, or on the hustings, prophesy 
whether he would turn into a rat at last or not. She, 
moreover, understood the language of rats of every de- 
gree, and knew, even when they said " No," that they 
meant "Yes" — two monosyllables, the test of rats, 
which betray them aU sooner or later, and transform 
the biped into the quadruped, who then turns tail, and 
runs always to the other side, from whatever side he 
may be of. 

The chargS-eT affaires stood in half bow, lending de- 
ferential ear and serious attention the whole time of 
this lecture upon rats, without being able from begin- 
ning to end to compass its meaning, and at the close* 
B3 
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with a disconsolate shrugs he exclaimed, ^^Ah! Je re 
nounce d qa — " 

Lady Bearcroft went on — " Since I cannot make your 
exceUency understand by description what I mean by 
an English rat-pohtical, I must give you an examine or 
two, dead and living— liring best, and I have more than 
one noted and branded rat in my eye." 

But Lady Cecilia, anxious to interrupt this perilous 
business, hastily rang for wine and water; and as the 
gentlemen went to help themselves she gave them a 
general toast, as sitting down to the piano-forte, to the 
tune of— • 

" Here's to the maiden of blushing fifteen :'* — 

She sang — ! 

" Here's to rats and rat-catchers of every degree, 

The ra( that is trapped, and the rat that is &ee, 

The rat that is shy, sir, the rat that is bold, sir, 

The rat upon sale, sir, the rat that is sold, sir. 

Let the rats rat ! Success to them all, 

And well off to the old ones before the wall fall !" 

And thus the evening ended playfully. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

Sir Benjamin and Lady Bearcroft departed at six 
o'clock the next morning, and all the rest of the political 
and diplomatic corps left immediately after breakfast. 

Lady Davenant looked relieved, the general satisfied, 
and Lady Cecilia consoled herself with the hope that, 
if she had done no good, she had not done any harm. 
This was a bad slide, perhaps, in the magic-lantern, but 
would leave no trace behind. 

She began now to be Very impatient for Beauclerc's 
appearance ; always sanguine, and as rapid in her con- 
clusions as she was precipitate in her actions, she felt, 
no doubt, no anxiety as to the future ; for, though she 
refrained from questioning Helen as to her sentiments 
lor Beauclerc, she was pretty well satisfied on that sub- 
ject. Helen was particularly grateful to Lady Cecilia 
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for this forbearance, being almost ashamed to own, erea 
to herself, how exceedingly happy ^he felt ; and now 
that it was no longer wrong in her to love, or dis- 
honourable in him to wish to be loved, she was sur- 
prised to find how completely the idea of Beauclero 
was connected with and interwoven through all her 
thoughts, pursuits, and sentiments. He had certainly 
' been constantly in her company for several months, a 
whole summer, but she could scarcely believe that 
during this time he could have become so necessary to 
her happiness. While, with still increasing agitation* 
she looked forward to his arrival, she felt as if Lady 
Davenant's presence was a sort of protection, a some- 
thing to rely on, in the new circumstances in which she 
was to be placed. Lord Davenant had returned to 
town, but Lady Davenant remained. The Russian 
embassy seemed still in abeyance. 

One morning, as Helen was sitting in Lady Davenant's 
room alone with her, she said suddenly : — 

*' At your age, Helen, I had as httle taste for what 
are called pohtics as you have, yet you see what I am 
come to, and by the^ same road you may, you will, 
arrive at the same point." 

" I ! oh, 1 hope not,'* cried Helen, almost before she 
felt the 'Whole inference that might be drawn from this 
exclamation. 

"You hope notV repeated her ladyship, calmly. 
*'Let us consider this matter rationally, and put our 
hopes, and our fears, and our prejudices out of the 
question, if possible. Let me observe to you, that the 
position of women in society is somewhat different 
from what it was a hundred years ago, or as it was 
sixty, or I willsay thirty years since. Women are now 
so highly cultivated, and political subjects are at pres- 
ent of so much importance, of such high interest, to all 
human creatures who live together in society, you can 
hardly expect, Helen, that you, as a rational being, can 
go through the world as it now is, without forming any 
opinion on points of pubUc importance. You cannot, I 
conceive, satisfy yourself with the common namby- 
pamby httle missy phrase, ' ladies have nothing to do 
with politics.' " 

Helen blushed, for she was conscious that, wrong or 
right, namby-^amby, Uttle missy, or not, she had hith^ 
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erto satisfied herself very comfortably with some such 
thought. 

" Depend upon it, Helen," resumed Lady Davenant, 
•* that, when you are married, your love for a man of 
superior abilities, and of superior character, must ele- 
vate your mind to sympathy with all his pursuits, with 
all the subjects which claim his attention." 

Helen felt that she must become strongly interested 
in every subject in which the man she loved was in- 
terested ; but still she observed that she had not abilities 
or information, like Lady Davenant's, that could justify 
her in attempting to follow her example. Besides, 
Helen was sure that, even if she had, it would not suit 
her taste ; and besides, in truth, she did not think it 
well suited to a wom^n — she stopped when she came to 
that last thought. But what kindness and respect sup- 
pressed was clearly understood by her penetrating friend. 
Fixing her eyes upon Helen, she said with a smile, the 
candour and nobleness of her character rising above all 
little irritation of temper. 

" I agree with you, my dear Helen, in all you do not 
say; and were I to begin life over again, my conduct 
should in some respects be different. Of the public 
dangers and private personal inconveniences that may 
resist from women becoming politicians, or, as you bet- 
ter express our meaning, interfering with public ^airs, 
no one can be more aware than I am. Interfering, ob- 
serve I say, for I would mai^ and keep the line between 
influence and interference. Female influence must, 
will, and ought to exist on political subjects as on all 
others ; but this influence should always be domestic, 
not public — ^the customs of society have so ruled it. 
Of the thorns in the path of ambitious Qien all moral- 
ists talk, but there are little scarcely visible thorns of 
a peculiar sort that beset the path of an ambitious wo- 
man, the venomous prickles of the domestic bramble, a 
plant not perhaps mentioned in Withering's Botany, or 
the Hortus Kewensis, but it is too well known to many, 
and to me it has been sorely known." 

At this instant General Clarendon came in with some 
letters, which had been forwarded to him express. One, 
for Lady Davenant, he had been desired to put into her 
hands liimself : he retired, and Lady Davenant opened 
the leUer. By the first glance at her countenance, 
Helen saw that there was something in it which had 
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surprised and given her great concern. Helen with* 
drew her eyes, and waited till she should speak. 

But Lady Davenant was quite silent, and Helen, Ipok- 
ing at her again, saw her put her hand to her heart, as 
if from some sense of violent bodily pain, and she sank 
on the sofa, fell back, and became as pale as death, and 
motionless. Excessively frightened, Helen threw open 
the window, rang the bell for Lady Davenant's own wo- 
man, and sent the page for Lady CeciUa. 

In a few moments Lady Cecilia and Elliott came. 
Neither was as much alarmed as Helen had expected 
they would be. They had seen Lady Davenant under 
similar attacks — ^they knew what remedies to apply. 
Elliott was a remarkably composed, steady person. She 
now went on doing all that was necessary without speak- 
ing a word. The paroxysm lasted longer than usual, as 
Lsuly Cecilia observed ; and, though she continued her 
assurances to Helen that '* it was all nervous— only 
nerves," she began evidently to be herself alarmed. At 
length symptoms of returning; animation appeared, and 
then Cecilia retired, beckoning to Helen to follow her 
into the next room. 

'* We had better leave mamma to Elliott, she will be 
happier if she thinks we know nothing of the matter." 
Then, recollecting that Helen had been in the room 
when this attack came on, she added — " But no, you 
must go back, for mamma will remember that you were 
present — ^take as little notice, however, as possible of , 
what has happened." 

Cecilia said that her mother, when they were abroad, 
had been subject to such seizures at intervals, " and in 
former times, b^ore I was born, I believe," said Lady 
CeciUa, ** she had some kind of extraordinary disease 
in the heart ; but she has a particular aversion to being 
thought nervous. Every physician who has ever pro- 
nounced her nervous has always displeased her, and has 
been dismissed. She was once quite vexed with me for 
barely suggesting the idea. There," cried Cecilia, " I 
hear her voice, go to her." 

Helen followed Lady Cecilia's suggestion, and took 
as little notice as possible of what had happened. El- 
hott disappeared as she entered — the page was waiting 
at the do^r, but to Helen's satisfaction Lady Davenant 
did not admit him. 
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•* Not yet ; tell him I will ring when I want him,* 
said she. 

The door closed; and Lady Davenant, turning to 
Helen, said, 

'^ Whether I Uve or die is a point of some conseqaepce 
to the friends who love me ; but there is another ques- 
tion, Helen, of far more importance to me, and, I trust, 
to them. That question is, whether I continue to live 
as 1 have hved, honoured and respected, or live and die 
dishonoured and despised,'' — ^her eye glanced towards 
the letter she had been reading. 

" My poor child," continued Lady Davenant, looking 
at Helen's agitated countenance,—'* My poor child, I 
will not keep you in suspense." 

She then told Helen that she was suspected of having 
revealed a secret of state that had been confided to her 
husband, and which it was supposed, and truly supposed, 
that Lord Davenant had told to her. Beyond its politi- 
cal importance, the disclosure involved a charge of base- 
ness, in her having betrayed confidence, having suffered 
a copy of a letter from an illustrious personage to be 
handed about and read by several people. 

" Lord Davenant as yet knows nothing of this, the 
effect upon him is what I most dread. I cannot show 
you this," continued she, opening again the letter she 
had just received, *^ because it concerns others as well 
as myself. I am, at all events, under obligations 
that can never be forgotten to the person.who gave me 
this timely notice, which could no otherwise have 
reached me, and the person to whom I am thus obliged 
is one, Helen, whom neither you nor I like, and whom 
CeciUa particularly dislikes — Miss Clarendon ! Her 
manner of doing me this service is characteristic: she 
begins, 

** * Miss Clarendon is aware that Lady Davenant has 
no liking for her, but that shall not prevent Miss Clar- 
endon from doing what she thinks an act of justice to- 
wards a noble character falsely attacked.' " Lady Dave- 
nant read no more. 

** Had you not better wait till you are stronger, my 
dear Lady Davenant," said Helen, seeing her prepare 
to write. 

**It was Bnce said, gloriously well," replied Lady 
Davenanty^' that the duties of life are more than life it* 
self— so I think." 
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WhUe she wrote, Helen thoagfat of what she had just 
heard, and she ventured to interrupt Lady Davenant to 
ask if she had formed any idea of the means by which 
the secret could have been betrayed— -or the copy of the 
letter obtained. 

Yes, she had a suspicion of one person, the diplo- • 
matist to whom Mr. Harley had shown such a mortal 
antipathy. She recollected that the last morning the 
Canffress had sat in Lord Davenant's cabinet, she had 
left her writing-desk there, and this letter was in it ; she 
thought that she had locked the desk when she left 
the room, it certainly was fast when she returned, but it 
had a spring Bramah lock, and its being shut down would 
have fastened it. She had no proof one way or other, 
her suspicion rested where was her instinctive dishke. 
It was remarkable, however, that she at once did jus- 
tice to another person whom she did not like, Mr. Maple- 
tofft. Lord Davenant's secretary. *' His manners do not 
please me,*^ she said, *^ but I have perfect confidence in 
his integrity." 

Helen felt and admired this generous candour, but. 
her suspicions were not of the diplomatist alone : she 
thought of one who might perhaps have been employed 
by him — Carlos the page. And many circumstances, 
which she recollected and put together, now strength- 
ened this suspicion. She wondered it had not occurred 
to Lady Davenant ; she thought it must, but that she 
did not choose to mention it. Helen had of^en heard 
Lady Davenant's particular friends complain that it was 
extremely disagreeable to them to have this boy con- 
stantly in the room, whatever might be the conversation. 
There was the page, either before or behind a screen, 
always within hearing. 

Lady Davenant said that, as Carlqs was a Portuguese, 
and had never been in England till she had brought him 
over, a few months before, he could not understand Eng^ 
lish well enough to comprehend what was going on. 
This was doubted, especially by Helen, who had watched 
his countenance, and had represented her doubts and 
her reasons for them to Lady Davenant, but she was not 
convinced. 

It was one of the few points on which she could 
justly be reproached with adhering to her fancy instead 
of listening to reason. The more Carlos was attacked, 
the more she adhered to him. In fact, it was not so 
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much because he was a fayourite, as because he was a 
protege ; he was completely dependent upon her protec- 
tion : she had brought him to England, had saved him 
from his mother a profligate camp-follower, had fireed 
him from the most miserable condition possible, and 
had raised him to easy, happy, confldentiad life. To the 
generous, the having conferred an obligation is in itself 
a tie hard to sever. All noble-minded peo^de believe in 
fidelity, and never doubt of gratitude ; they throw their 
own souls into those they oblige, and think and feel for 
them, as they, in their situation, would think and feeL 
Lady Davenant considered it an injustice to doubt the 
attachment of this boy, and a cruelty she deemed it to 
suspect him causelessly of being the most base of 
human creatures — ^he, a young defenceless orphan. 
Helen had more than once offended, by attempting to 
stop Lady Davenant from speaking imprudently before 
Carlos ; she was afraid, even at this moment, to irritate 
her by giving utterance to her doubts ; she determined, 
therefore, to keep them to herself till she had some pos- 
itive grounds for her suspicions. She resolved to watch 
the boy very carefully. Presently, having finished 
her letters, Lady Davenant rang for him. Helen's eyes 
were upon Carlos the moment he entered, and her 
thoughts did not escape observation. 

*' You are wrong, Helen," said Lady Davenant, as she 
lighted the taper.to seal her letters. 

** If I am not right," said Helen, keeping her eyes 
upon the boy's changii^ countenance, *' I am too suspi- 
cious — but observe, am I not right, at this instant, in 
thinking that his countenance is bad .?" 

Lady Davenant could not but see that countenance 
ch^ge in an extraordinary manner, in spite of his efforta 
to keep it steady. 

" You cause that of which you coihplain," said she, 
going on sealing her letters deliberately. " In courts 
of public justice, and in private equity," the word equtty 
she pronounced with an austere emphasis, '* how often 
is the change of countenance misinterpreted. The 
sensibility of innocence, that cannot bear to be sus- 
pected, is often mistaken for the confusion worse con* 
founded of guilt." 

Helen observed, that, as Lady Davenant spoke, and 
spoke in his favour, the boy's countenance cleared up ; 
that vacillating expression of fear, and consciousnesf 
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of having something within him nnwhipt of justice com- 
pletely £sappeared, and his whole air was now bold and 
open — ^towards Helen, almost an air of defiance. 

** What do you think is the cause of this change in 
his countenance— you observe it, do you not ?** ^ed 
Helen. 

" Yes, and the cause is as plain as the change. He 
sees I do not suspect him, though you do ; and seeing, 
Helen, that he has at least one friend in the world, who 
will do him justice, the orphan boy takes courage." 

'* I wish I could be as good as you are, my dearest 
Lady Davenant," said Helen ; *^ but I cannot help still 
feeling, and saying, — I doubt. Now observe him, while 
I speai ; I will turn my eyes away, that my terrible 
looks may not confound him. You say he knows that 
you do not suspect him, and that I do. bow does he 
Smow it ?" 

" How !" said Lady Davenant. " By the universal 
language of the eyes." 

" Not only by that universal language, I think," said 
Helen. " But I suspect he understands every word we 
say." 

Helen, without ever looking up from a bunch of seals 



which she was iaiW>ipg J?rigbti slowly and very dis- 
- 'nctly added, alTfuih NL 2 Z .f 
" 1 think that he can speak, read, and write English." 



A change in the countenance of Carlos appeared, not- 
withstanding all his efforts to hold his features in the 
same position ; instead of placid composure, there was 
now grim rigidity. 

" Give me the great seal with the coat of arms on it," 
said Lady Davenant, dropping the wax on her letter, and 
watching the boy's eye as she spoke, without herself 
looking towards the seal she had described. He never 
stirred, and Helen began to fear she was unjust and 
suspicious. 

But again her doubts, at least of his disposition, oc- 
curred : as she was passing through Lady Davenant's 
dressing-room with her, when they were going down to 
dinner, the page followed them, Helen caught his figure 
in a mirror, and saw that he was making a horrible 
grimace at her behind her back, his dark countenance 
expressing extreme hatred and revenge. Helen touched 
Lady Davenant's arm, but before her eye could be di- 
rected to the glass, Carlos, perceiving that he was ob» 
24 
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served, pretended to be suddenly seized with cramp in 
his foot, which obliged him to make these frightful con- 
tortions. Helen was shocked by his artfulness, but it 
succeeded with Lady Davenant ; it was in vain to say 
more about it to her, so Helen let it pass. 

When she mentioned it afterward to Lady Cecilia, she 
said — " I am sorry, for your sake, Helen, that this hap- 
pened, depend upon it, that revengeful little Portuguese 
gnome will wort you mischief some time or other." 

Helen did not think of herself— indeed she could not 
imagine any means by which he could possibly work 
her wo ; but the face was so horrible, that it came again 
and again before her eyes, and she was more and more 
determined to watch Carlos constantly. 
! This was one of the^ public days at Clarendon Park, 
on which there was a good deal of company ; many of 
the neighbouring gentry were to be at dinner. When 
Lady Davenant appeared, no inquiries concerning her 
health were made by her daughter or by the general— - 
no aUusion to her having been unweU. She seemed 
quite recovered, and Helen observed that she particu- 
larly exerted herself, and that her manner was more 
gracious than usual to common-place people — ^more 
present to every thing that was passing. She retired 
however early, and took Helen with her. The depres- 
sion of her spirits, or rather the weight upon her mind, 
appeared again as soon as they were alone together. 
She took her writing-desk, and looked over some let- 
ters which she said ought to be burned. She could not 
sleep in peace, she said — she ought not to sleep, till this 
was done. Several of these^ as she looked over them, 
seemed to give her pain, and excited her indignation or 
contempt as she from time to time exclaimed — ** Mean- 
ness ! — corruption ! — ingratitude too ! — all favours forgot- 
ten ! To see — to feel — this is the common fate of aU 
who have lived the hfe I have lived ; of this I am not 
so inconsistent as to complain. But it is hard that my 
own character— the integrity of a whole life — should 
avail me nothing ! And yet," added she, after a moment's 
pause of reflection, " to how few can my character be 
really known ! Women cannot, like men, make their 
characters known by public actions. I have no right to 
complain ; but if Lord Davenant's honour is to be — ^" 
She paused ; her thoughts seeming too painful for utter- 
ance. She completed the arrangement of ttie papers, 
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and, as she pressed down the lid of her writing-box, and 
heaord the closing sound of the lock, she said— ^ Now I 
may sleep in peace." She put out the lamp, and went 
to her bed-room, carrying with her two or three books 
which she intended to read after she should be in bed ; 
for, though she talked of sleeping, it was plain she 
thought she should not. Helen prevailed upon her to let 
her remain with her, and read to her. 

She opened first a volume of Shakspeare, in which 
was Lady Davenant's mark. " Yes," said she, read that 
speech of Wolsey's ; read that whole scene, the finest 

gicture of ambition ever drawn." And, after she had 
eard the scene, she observed that there is no proof 
more certain of the truth of poetic description, than its 
recurring to us at the time we strongly feel. *' Those 
who tell us," continued she, *' that it is unnatural to 
recollect poetry or eloquence at times of powerful emo- 
tion, are much mistaken ; they have not strong feelings 
or strong imaginations. I can affirm from my own 
experience, that it is perfectly natural." 

Lady Davenant rapidly mentioned some instances of 
this sort which ghe Recollected, but seeing the anxiety 
of Helenas look, she added, '* You are afraid that I am 
feverish ; you wish me to rest ; then go on reading to 
me." 

Helen read on, till Lady Davenant declared she would 
not let her sit up any longer. Go she must, now — 
" Only, before you go, my dear child, look here at what 
I have been looking at while you have been reading." 

She made Helen place herself so as to see exactly in 
the same direction and light in which she was looking, 
and she pointed out to her, in the lining of the bed, a 
place where, from the falling of the folds and the crinkles 
m the material, a figure with the head, head-dress, and 
perfect profile of an old woman with a tumed-up chin, 
appeared. At first Helen could not see it ; but at last 
she caught it, and was struck with it. " The same sort 
of curious effect of chance resemblance and coincidence 
which painters, Leonardo da Vinci in particular, have 
observed in the moss and stains on old stones," observed 
Lady Davenant. •*But it struck me to-night, Helen, 
perhaps because I am a little feverish — it struck me in 
a new point of view — moral, not picturesque. If such 
be the effects of chance, or of coincidence, how cautious 
wo should be in deciding from appearances, or pro- 
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nouncing fVoni circumstantial eyidence upontlie gwli 
of evil design in any human creature." 

" You mean this to apjdy to me about Carios f* said 
Helen. 

'* I do. But not only of him and you was I thinking, 
but of myself and those who judge of me falsely from 
coincidences, attributing to me designs which I never 
had and actions of which I am Incapable." She sud- 
denly raised herself in her bed, and was going to say 
more, but the pendule striking at that instant two 
o'clock, she stopped abruptly, kissed Helen, and sent 
her away. 

Helen gathered together and carried away with her 
all the books, that Lady Davenant might not be tempted 
to look at them more, ^s she had several piled on one 
arm, and had a taper in her hand, she was somewhat 
encumbered, and, though she managed to open the bed- 
room door, and to shut it again without letting any of 
the books fall, and crossed the little ante-room between 
the bed-chamber and dressing-room safely, yet, as she 
was opening the dressing-room door, and taking too 
much or too little care of some part of her pyramid of 
books, down came the whole pile with a noise which, 
in the stillness of the night, sounded tremendous. She 
was afraid it would disturb Lady Davenant, and was 
going back to tell her what it was, when she was startled 
by hearing, as she thought, the moving of a chair or 
table in the dressing-room ; she stopped short to listen 
— all was silent; she thought she had mistaken the 
direction in which the noise came. 

She softly opened the dressing-room door, and looked 
in — all was silent — no chair, or stool, or table over- 
turned, every thing was in its place exactly as they had 
left it, but thece was a strong smell of a half-extinguished 
lamp. On examining, she found that the smeU came 
from the lamp they had left on the writing-table in the 
dressing-room ; she thought it had been put out when 
they hjd left the room, she now supposed it had not 
been sufficiently lowered, she turned the screw, and 
took care now to see it completely extinguished ; then 
went back for the books, and as people sometimes will, 
when most tired and most late, be most orderly, she 
would not go to bed without putting every volume in 
its place in the book-case. After reaching to put one 
book upon the highest shelf, as she was getting down 
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she laid her hand on the top of Lady Darenant^s writ* 
ing-box, and, as she leaned on it, was surprised to hear 
the chck of its lock closing. The sound was so pecuhar 
she could not be mistaken ; besides, she thought she 
had felt the lid give way under her pressure. There 
was no key left in the lock — she perfectly recollected 
the yery sound of that click when Lady Davenant shut 
the lid down before leaving the room this night. She 
stood looking at the lock, and considering how this 
could be, and as she remained perfectly still, she heard, 
or thought she heard some one breathing near her. 
Holding in her own breath, she Ustened and cautiously 
looked round without stirring from the place where she 
stood^-one of the window curtains moved, so at least 
she thought — ^yes, certainly there was some living thing 
behind it. It might be Lady Davenant's great dog which 
sometimes came in here ; but looking again at the bot- 
tom of the curtain she saw a human foot. The page 
Carlos ! was her instant suspicion, and his vengeful face 
came before her, and a vision of a stiletto ! or she did not 
well know what. She trembled all over ; yet she had 
presence of mind enough to recollect that she should 
not seem to take notice. And, while she moved about 
the books on the table, she gave another look, and saw 
that the foot was not withdrawn. She knew she was 
safe still, it had not been perceived that she had seen 
it ; now what was she to do 1 '* Go up to that curtain 
and draw it back and face the boy"--but she did not 
dare ; yet he was only a boy — ^But it might be a man, 
and not the page. Better go and call somebody — tell 
Lady Davenant. She must go through the antecham- 
ber, and pass close to that curtain to'open the door. 
All this was the thought of one moment, and she went 
on holding up the light to the book-shelves as if in quest 
of some book, and kept coasting along to gain the door ; 
she was afraid when she was to pass the window-cur- 
tain, either of touching it, or of stumbling over that foot. 
But she got past without touching or stumbling, opened 
the door, wwsked throujfh — that was done too quickly, 
but she could not help it, — she shut, bolted the door, 
and ran across the antechamber to Lady Davenant's 
bed-room. She entered softly, aware of the danger to 
her of sudden alarm. But Lady Davenant was not 
asleep, was not alarmed* but was effective in a moment. 
First jhe asked; * 
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•' Did you' lock the door after you!" 

" Yes, bolted it." 

« That is weU." 

Neither of them said " Who do you think it is 1" But 
each knew what the other thought They returned 
through the antechamber to the dressing-room. But 
when they opened the ^oor, all was quiet — ^no one be- 
hind the curtain, no one in the room — they searched 
under the sofas, everywhere; there was no closet or 
hiding-place in which any one could be concealed. The 
window fastenings were unstirred. But the door into 
the gallery was unlocked, and the simile thing appeared 
—that Helen, in her confusion, had thought only of 
fastening the door into the antechamber, which also 
opened on the gallery, but had totally forgotten to lock 
that from the £essing-room into the gallery, by which 
whoever had been in the room had escaped without any 
difficulty. 

Lady Davenant rather inclined to believe that no one 
had been there, and that it was all Helen's imagination. 
But Helen persisted that she had seen what she had 
seen, and heard what she had heard. They went into 
the gallery — all silence, no creature visible, and the 
doors at the ends of the gallery locked outside. 

After a fruitless search they retired, Lady Davenant 
to her own room, and Helen to hers, fuU of shame and 
regret that she had not had the courage to open the 
curtain at the right moment. Nothing could stir her 
belief, however, in the evidence of her senses ; the boy 
must have been there, and must be still concealed some- 
where in the gallery, or in some of the rooms opening 
into it. Some of these were unocdupied, but they were 
all locked up, as Lady Davenant had told her when she 
had proposed searching them ; one or two they tried 
and found fastened. She stood at her own door, after 
having put down the candle on her table, still giving a 
lingering look-out, when, through the darkness in the 
gallery at the farther end, she saw a ray of light on the 
floor, which seemed to come from under the door of a 
room unoccupied — Mr. Mapletoffl's room ; he had gone 
to town with Lord Davenant. Helen went on tiptoe 
veiy softly along the gallery, almost to this door, and 
still she saw this ray of light, and it did come from 
under that door, and she stood still and considered what 
die should do now — " Go again to Lady Davenant I"— 
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But at that moment ^e door opened, and the page 
stood before ber, the lamp in his hand shining full on 
his face and on hers* Both started — then both were 
motionless for one second — but he, recoverinif in- 
stantly, shot back again into the room, flung to the door, 
and locked it. 

" Seen him !" cried Lady Davenant, when Helen flew 
to her room and told her ; '< seen him ! do you say V' and 
then ringing her bell, she bade Helen run and knock at 
the general's door, while she went herself to Mr. Ma- 
pletofll's room, commanding Carlos to open the door 
immediately. But he would not open it, nor make any 
answer; the servants came, and the general ordered 
one to go round to the windows of the room lest the 
boy should escape that way. It was too late, he had 
escaped ; when the door was forced, one of the windows 
was found open ; Carlos was not in the room ; he must 
have swung himself down from the height by means of 
a tree which was near the window. The lamp was 
still burning, and papers half burnt smouldering^ on the 
table. There were sufllcieut remains to tell what they 
had been. Lady Davenant saw, in the hand- writing of 
Carlos, copies of letters taken from her desk. One 
half unburnt cover of the packet he had been making 
up, showed by its direction to whom it was to have been 
sent, and there were a few lines in the boy's own writ- 
ing withinside, addressed to his employer, which re- 
vealed the whole. His employer was, as Lady Dave- 
nant had suspected — the diplomatist \^ 

A duplicate Bramah key was found under the table, 
and she recollected that she had some months ago 
missed this duplicate key of her desk, and supposed she 
had dropped it from her watch-ring while out walking ; 
she recollected, farther, that Carlos had with ffreat zeal 
assisted her in the search for it all through the shrub- 
bery walks. The proofs of this boy's artifice and long- 
premeditated treachery, accumulating upon Lady Dave- 
nant, shocked her so much that she could not think of 
any thing else. 

"Is it possible? is it in human nature?" she ex- 
claimed. " Such falsehood, such art, such ingratitude !" 

As she fixed her eyes upon the writing, scarcely yet 
dry* she repeated. *' It is his writing— -I see it, yet can 
scarcely believe it ! I, who taught him to write myself 
—guided that little hand to make the first letters that 
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he ever fonned ! And this is in hnman nature ! I could 
not have conceived it — ^it is dreadful to be so convinced, 
it lowei*s one's confidence in one's fellow-creatures. 
That is the worst of all !" 

She sighed deeply, and then, turning to Helen, said, 
" But let us think no more of it to-night, we can do no 
more, they are in pursuit of him ; I hope I may never, 
never, see him more." 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

Some people value their friends most for active 
service, some for passive kindness. Some are won by 
tender expressions, some convinced by solid proofs of 
regard ; others of a yet nobler kind, and of this sort was 
Lsuly Davenant, are apt to be best pleased, most touched, 
by proofs that their own character has been thoroughly 
understood, and that thev have justly appreciated the 

food qualities of their friend. More than by all the 
indness and sympathy Helen had ever before shown 
her was she now pleased and touched by the respect 
for her feelings in this affair of the page. Helen never 
having at the moment of his detection nor afterward, 
by word or look, indulged in the self-triumph of " You 
see how right I was !" which imphes, " You see how 
wrong you were !" 

On the contrary, she gave what comfort she honestly 
could by showing that she knew from what humane 
motives and generous feelings Lady Davenant had per- 
sisted in supporting this boy to the last. 

As to thelittle wretch himself, he appeared no more. 
Search was made for him in every direction, but he was 
not to be found, and Helen thought it was well that 
Lady Davenant should be spared the pain of seeing or 
hearing more about him. 

The whole mystery was now solved, the difficulty for 
Lady Davenant in a fair way to be ended. She had felt 
an instinctive aversion to the fawning tone of the diplo- 
matist, whom she had suspected of caballing against 
Lord Davenant secretly, and it was now proved that he 
had been base beyond what she could hare conceived 



possible ; had been in confederacy with this boy, whom 
he had corrupted, purchasing from him copies of private 
letters, and bribing him to betray his benefactress. The 
cc^y of that letter from an illustrious personage had 
been thus obtained. The proofs now brought home to 
the guilty person, deprived hini at once of all future 
means of injuring Lord Davenant. Comfdetely in their 
power, he would be ready to ensure silence at any price, 
and, instead of caballing farther, this low intriguer would 
now be compelled to return whence he came, too happy 
to be permitted to retreat from his situation, and quit 
England without being brought to public disgrace. No 
notice of the report that had been in private circulation 
against Lady Davenant having yet appeared in the public 
prints, it was possible to prevent the mischief that even 
the mention of her name in such an affair must have 
occasioned. It was necessary, however, that letters 
should be written immediately to the different persons 
whom the private reports had reached ; and Helen and 
her daughter tremUed for her health in consequence 
of this extreme hurry and fatigue, but she repeated her 
flavourite maxim — ^*' Better to wear out, than to rust 
out," — and she accomplished all that was to be done. 
Lord Davenant wrote in triumph that all was settled, all 
difficulties removed, and they were to set out for Rus- 
sia immediately. 

And now Lady Davenant breathed freely. Relieved 
from the intolerable thought that the base finger of sus- 
picion could point at her or at Lord Davenant, ner spirits 
rose, her whole appearance renovated, and all the fears 
that Helen and her daughter had felt lest she should not 
be able to sustain the hardships of a long voyage and 
the rigour of a northern climate, were now completely 
dispeUed. 

The day of departure was fixed— Lady Davenant re- 
mained, however, as long as she possibly could with 
her daughter ; and she was anxious, too, to see Granville 
Beauclerc before she left Clarendon Park. 

The number of the days of quarantine were gone over 
every morning at breakfast by Lady Cecilia and the 
general; they looked in the papers carefully for the 
arrivals at the hotel which Beauclerc usually frequented. 
This morning, in reading the list aloud, the general came 
to the name of Sir Thomas D'Aubigny, brother to the 
colonel. The paragraph stated that CJolonel D'Aubigny 
Vol, XX.— C 



M RBLBM. 

had left some manuscripts to his brother, which waM 
soon be published, and then followed some puffin the 
ususd style, which the general did not think it necessary 
to read. But one of the officers, who knew some of 
the D'Aubignys, went on talking of the colonel, and re- 
lating various anecdotes to prove that his souvenirs 
would be amusing. 

Helen, who was conscious that she always blushed 
when Colonel D'Aubigny's name was mentioned, and 
that the general had observed it, was glad that he never 
looked up from what he was reading, and when she had 
courage to turn towards her, she admired Cecilia's per- 
fect self-possession. 

Beauclerc's name was not among the arrivals, and it 
was settled consequently that they should not see him 
this day. 

Some time after they had left the breakfast-room, 
Helen found Lady Davenant in her own apartment, sit- 
ting, as it was very unusual with her, perfectly unem- 
ployed — ^her head leaning on her hand, and an expres- 
sion of pain in her countenance. 

" Are not you well, my dear Lady Davenant V Helen 
asked. 

** My mind is not well," she replied, " and that always 
affects my body, and I suppose my looks." 

After a moment's silence, she fixed her eyes on Helen, 
and said, " You tell me that Colonel D'Aubigny never 
was a lover — never was an admirer of yours V 

" Never !" said Helen, low, but very decidedly. Lady 
Davenant sighed, but did not speak. 

After a longer continuance of silence than had almost 
ever occurred when they two were alone together, Lady 
Davenant looked up, and said, 

"I hope in God that I am mistaken. I pray that I 
may never live to see it !" 

" To see what ]" cried Helen. ' 

• " To see that one little black spot, invisible to you, 
Helen, the speck of evil in that heart— my daughter's 
heart — spread and taint, and destroy all that is good. It 
must be cut out — at any pain it must be cut away ; if 
any part be unsound, the corruption will spread." 

" Corruption in Cecilia J" exclaimed Helen. " Oh ! I 
know her— I know her from dear childhood 1 there is 
nothing corrupt in her, no, not a thought !" 

*• My dear Helen, you see her as she has been— as sho 
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fo. ( see her as she may becomen— very— frightfulljr 
different. Helen ! if truth fail, if the principle of truth 
fail in her character, all will fail ! All that charming na- 
ture, all that fair semblance, all that fair reality, all this 
bright summer's dream of happiness, even love, — ^thfe 
supreme felicity of her warm heart — even love will fjul 
her. Cecilia will lose her husband's affections !" 

Helen uttered a faint cry. 

"Worse!" continued Lady Davenant. "Worse! she 
will lose her own esteem, she will sink, but I shall be 
gone," cried she, and, pressing her hand upo» her heart, 
she faintly repeated " Gone !" And then abruptly added, 
^ Call Cecilia ! I must see Cecilia. I must speak to her. 
But first I will tell you, from a few words that dropped 
this morning from General Clarendon, I suspect — I fear 
that Cecilia has deceived him !" 

" Impossible ! — about what — about whom !" 

** That Colonel D'Aubigny," said Lady Davenant 

" 1 know all about it, and it was all nothing but non- 
sense. Did you look at her when the general read that 
paragraph this morning — did you see that innocent coun- 
tenance 1" 

" I saw it, Helen, and thought as you did, but I have 
been so deceived — so lately in countenance ! " 

" Not by hers — ^never !" 

" Not by yours, Helen, never. And yet, why should 
I say so 1 This very morning, yours, had I not known 
you, yours would have misled me." 

" Oh, my foolish absurd habit of blushing, how I wish 
I could prevent it !" said Helen ; " I know it will make 
me betray somebody some time or other." 

"Betray! What have you to betray?" cried Lady 
Davenant, leaning forward, with an eagerness of eye and 
voice that startled Helen from all power of immediate 
reply. After an instant's pause, she answered firmly, 
"Nothing, Lady Davenant, and that there is nothing 
wtong to be known about Cecilia, I as firmly believe as 
that I stand here at this moment. Can you suspect any 
thing really wrong 1" 

"Suspect! — ^wrong!" cried Lady Davenant, starting 
up, with a look in her eyes which made Helen recoil. 

" Helen, what can you conceive that I suspect wrong? 

— Cecilia 1 — Colonel D'Aubigny ? — What did you mean ? 

Wrong did you say?— K)f Cecilia! Could you mean-- 

could you conceive, Helen, that 1, having such a suspi- 

C2 
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cion, could be here — ^living with her — or — ^living any- 
where — ^ and she sank down on the sofa again, seized 
with sudden spasm — in a convulsion of agonizing pain. 
But she held Helen's hand fast grasped, detaining her— 
^)reyenting her from pulling the bell ; and by degrees the 
pain passed off, the livid hue cleared away, the colour 
of life once more returned, bnt more tardily than before, 
and Helen was excessively alarmed. 

" Poor child ! my poor, dear child, I feel — ^I hear your 
heart beating. You are a coward, Helen, but a sweet 
creature • and I love you — and I love "toy daughter. 
What were we saying 1" 

" Oh, say no more ! say no more now, for Heaven's 
sake," said Helen, kneeling beside her ; and, yielding to 
that imploring look, Lady Davenant, with a fond smile, 
parted th^ hair on her forehead, kissed her, and remained 
perfectly quiet and silent for some time. 

*'I am quite well again now,** said she, and quite 
composed. 

" If Cecilia has told her husband the whole truth, she 
will continue to be, as she is, a happy wife ; but if she 
have deceived him in the estimation of a single word- 
she is undone. With him, of all men, never will confi- 
dence once broken unite again. Now General Clarendon 
told me this morning — would I had known it before the 
marriage ! — that he had made one point with my daugh- 
ter, and only one, on the faith of which he married : the 
point was, that she should tell him if she had ever loved 
any other man. And she told him — I fear from some 
words which he said afterward — I am sure, he is in the 
belief— the certainty, that his wife never loved any one 
breathing but himself." 

" Nor did she," eaid Helen. " I can answer for it- 
she has told him the truth — and she has nothing to fear, 
nor have you." 

*' You give me new life !" cried Lady Davenant, her 
face becoming suddenly radiant with hope ; " but how 
can you answer for this, Helen 1 You had no part in 
any deceit, I am sure, but there was something about a 
miniature of you, which I found in Colonel D'Aubigny's 
hands one day. That was done, I thought at the time, 
to deceive me,, to make me believe that you were his 
object. — ^Deceit there was." 

*♦ On his part," said Helen, " much and always ; bat 
on Cecilia's there was only from her over awe of you. 
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some little concealment ; but the whole was broken off 
and repented of, whatever little there was, long since. 
And as to loving him she never did; she told me so 
then, and often and often she has told me so since." 

" Convince me of that," said Lady Davenant; "con- 
vince me that she thought what she said. I believe, 
indeed, that till she met General Clarendon she never 
felt any enthusiastic attachment, but I thought she liked 
that man — ^it was all coquetry, flirting nonsense perhaps. 
Be it so — I am willing to believe it. Convince me but 
that she is true — there is the only point of consequence. 
The man is dead and gone, the whole in oblivion, and 
all that is of importance is her truth : convince me Init 
of that, and I am a happy, mother." 

Helen brought recollections, and proofs from conver- 
sations at the time and letters since, confirming at least 
Cecilia's own belief that she had never loved the many 
that it was all vanity on her part and deception on his : 
Lady Davenant listened willing to be convinced. 

** And now," said she, " let us put this matter out of 
our minds entirely — I want to talk to you of yourself." 

She took Helen out with her in her ponjr-phaeton, and 
spoke of Granville Beauclerc, and of his and Helen's 
prospects of happiness. 

Lady Cecilia, who was riding with her husband in some 
fields adjoining the park, caught a glimpse of the phaeton 
as it went along the avenue, and, while the general was 
giving some orders to the wood-ranger about a new 
plantation, she telling him thfit she would be back in two 
minutes, cantered off to overtake her mother, and, 
making a short cut across the fields, she leaped a wide 
ha-ha which came in her way. But she was an excel- 
lent horse-woman, and Fairy carried her lightly over : 
and when she heard the general's voice in dismay and 
indignation at what she had done, she turned and laughed, 
and cantered on till she overtook the phaeton. 

The breeze had blown her hair most becomingly, and 
raised her colour, and her eyes were joyously bright, 
and her light figure, always well on horseback, now 
locked so graceful as she bent to speak to her mother, 
that her husband could not find it in his heart to scold 
her, and he who came to chide remained to admire. 
Her mother, looking up at her, couWnot help exclaiming, 

"Well! certamly, you are an excessively pretty 
creature!" ^^ 

25 
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** Bearers of good news alwa3rs look well, I befieve^** 
said she, smiling ; ** so there is now some goodness in 
my face." 

** That there certainly is," said her mother, fondly. 

** But TOO certainly |^t know what it is — ^you cannot 
know till i teQ you, my dearest Helen — my dear mother,. 
I mean. Granville Beanclerc will be here to^ay — ^I am 
sure of it. So pray do not go far from home— do not go 
out of the groimds : this is what I was in such a hurry 
to say to you.'* 

" But how do you know, Cecilia!" 

*' Just because I can read," replied she ; *' because I 
can read a newspaper through, which none of your 
newspaper-readers by profession could do this morning. 
After all of you laid them down I took them up, ami 
found in that eyening paper which your Stupid aid-de> 
camp had been poring and boring over, a fresh list of 
arrivals, and Mr. Granville Beauclerc among them at full 
length. Now he would not stay a moment longer in 
town than was absolutely necessary, you know, or else 
he ought to be excommunicated. But it is not in his 
nature to delay : he will be here directly — ^I should not 
be surprised—" 

" You are right, Cecilia," interrupted the general. •* I 
see a caleche on that road. — It is he." 

Hie caleche turned into the park, and in a few mm- 
Qtes they met. — Carriages, horses, and servants v? ei<t» 
sent off to the house, while the whole party wa^eu, 
and talked, and looked. 

Lady Cecilia was iix delightful spirits, and so affec- 
tionately, so delicately joyful— so kind, that if Helen 
and Beauclerc had ever blamed, or had reason to blame 
her, it must now be for ever forgotten. 

As, in their walk, they came near that seat where the 
lovers had parted, CeciUa whispered something to her 
mother, and mstantly it was " done as desired." Beau- 
clerc and Helen were left to their own explanation, and 
the rest of the party pursued their walk home. 

Of what passed in this explanatory scene no note has 
been transmitted to the biographer, and we must be 
satisfied with the result 
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CHAPTER XXX. 



•* All is rigrht 1" cried Lady Cecilia. " O my dear 
mother, I am the happiest creature in the world, if you 
were not going away ; could not you stay— a little, a 
very little longer— just till — '\ 

'' No, my dear, do not urge me to stay," said Lady 
Davenant ; " I cannot— your father expects me to-mor- 
row." 

All her preparations were made — in short, it must be 
80, and Lady Dayenant begged her daughter would not 
spend the short remaining time they were to have 
together in entreaties, distressing and irritiiting to the 
feelings of those who ask and of those who must re- 
fuse. 

'* Let us enjoy in peace," said she, *' all that is to be 
enjoyed this day before I go." 

When Helen entered the drawing-room before dinner, 
knowing that she was very late, she found assembled 
Lady Davenant, Beauclerc, and the officers, but Cecilia 
was not there, nor did the punctual general make his 
appearance : the dinner hour was past, a servant had 
twice looked in to announce it, and, seeing neither my 
lady nor the general, had in surprise retired. 

Sileiice prevailed — what comd be the matter! So 
unusual for the general to be \diie. 

The genersd came in, hurried— very uncommon in him, 
and, after saying a few words in a low voice to Lady 
Davenant, who immediately went up stairs, he begff^ 
pardon, was very sorry he had kept dinner waiting, out 
Lady Cecilia had been taken ill— had fainted — she was 
better — ^he hoped it was nothing that would signify — she 
was lying down — ^he begged they would go to dinner. 

And to dinner they went, and when Lady Davenant 
returned she put Helen's mind at ease by saying that it 
was only a little faintishness from over-fatigue. She 
had prescribed rest, and CeciUa had herself desired to 
be left quite alone. 

After dinner Lady Davenant went up again to see her, 
fimnd her not % well — feverish ; she would not let 
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Helen go to her — they would talk if they were together, 
ancf she thought it necessary to keep Cecilia very quiet.- 
If she would but submit t.o this, she would be well again 
probably in the morning.'* 

The general made some reflections low and deep upon 
Cecilia's imprudence — her little care of herself; he 
must insist upon her being more cautious. This seemed 
to Helen to relate to the leap she had taken. 

At tea-time, and in the course of the evening twice, 
Cecilia sent to beg to speak to Helen ; but Lady Dave- 
nant and the general joined in requesting her not to go. 

The gener^ went himself to Lady Cecilia to enforce 
obedience, and he reported that she had subniitted with 
a good grace. 

Helen was happily engaged by Beauclerc's conversa- 
tion during the rest of the evening. It was late before 
they retired, and when she went up stairs, Felicie said 
that her lady was asleep, and had been asleep for the 
last two hours, and she was sure that after such good 
rest her ladyship would be perfectly well in the mornings 

Without further anxiety about her friend, therefore* 
Helen went to her own room. It was a fine moonlight 
night, and she threw open the shutters, and stood for a 
long time looking out upon the moonlight, which she 
loved: and even after she had retired to bed it was 
long before she could sleep. The only painful thought 
in her mind was of Lady Davenant's approaching de- 
parture; without her, all happiness would be incom- 
plete ; but still, hope and love^had much that was de- 
lightful to whisper, and, as she at last sank to sleep^ 
Beauclerc's voice seemed still speaking to her in soft 
sounds. 

Yet the dream which followed was uneasy; she 
thought that they were standing together in the library^ 
at the open door of the conservatory, by moonlight, and 
he asked her to walk out, and when she did not comply, 
all changed, and she saw him walking with another — 
with Lady Castlefort ; but then the figure changed to 
one younger — more beautiful — it must be, as the beating 
of Helenas heart in her dream told her — it must be Lady 
Blanche. Without seeing Helen however, they seemed 
lo come on, smiling and talking low to each other along 
the matted alley of the conservatory, almost to the 
very door where she was still, as she thought, standing 
with her hand upon the lock, and then they stopped, aiui 
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Beaoclerc pulled from an orange-tree a blossom whick 
seemed the very same which Helen had given to him 
that evening, he offered it to Lady Blanche, and some- 
thing he whispered ; but at this instant the handle of the 
lock seemed to slip, and Helen awoke with a start ; and 
when she was awake, the noise of her dream seemed to 
continue ; she heard the real sound of a lock turning, — 
her door slowly opened, and a white figure appeared. 
Helen started up in her bed, and awaking thoroughly, saw 
that it was only Cecilia in her dressing-gown. 

*' Cecilia! What's the matter, my dear? are yo« 
worse !" 

Lady Cecilia put her finger on her lips, closed the 
door behind her, and said, '' Hush ! hush ! or yoAll 
waken Felicie; she is sleeping; in the dressing-room 
to-night. Mamma ordered it, in case I should want 
her." 

" Ajid how are you now 1 What can I do for jpou t" 

'* My dear Helen, you can do something for me ii»- 
deeo! But don't get up. Lie down and listen to me. 
I want to speak to you." 

" Sit down, then, my dear Cecilia, sit down here 
beside me." 

" No, no, I need not sit down, I am very well, stand- 
ing. Only let me say what 1 have to say. I am quite 
weU." 

** Quite well! indeed you are not. I feel you all 
trembling. You must sit down, indeed, my 9^," said 
Helen, pressing her. 

She sat down. " Now listen to me, — do not waste 
time, for I can't stay. Oh ! if the general should awake 
and find me gone !" 

"What is the matter, my dear Cecilia? Only tell 
me what I can do for you.'* 

'^ That is the thing ; but I am afraid, now it is come 
to the point." Lady Cecilia breathed quick and short. 
** I am almost afraid to ask you to do this for me." 

^ Afraid ! my dear Cecilia, to ask me to do any thinff 
in this world for you ! How can you be afraid % TeU 
me only what it is at once." 

** I am very foolish — ^I am very weak. I know you 

love me — would do any thing for me, Helen. And this 

is the simplest thing in the world, but the greatest 

favour — the greatest service. It is oiiy just to receive a 

C3 
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packet, which the general will give you in the mommg. 
He will ask if it is for you. And you will just accept 
of it. I don't ^ ask you l^o say it is yours, or to say 
a word about it — only receive it for me." 

" Yes, 1 win, to be sure. But why should he give it 
to me, and not to yourself V'-' 

" Oh, he thinks, and you must let him think, it is for 
you, that's all. Will you promise me?" But Helen 
made no answer. "Oh, promise me, promise me, 
sp6ak, for 1 can't stay. I will explain it all to you in 
the morning." She rose to go. 

"Stay, stay! Cecilia," cried Helen, stopping her; 
** stay ! — ^you must, indeed, explain it all to me now— 
you must indeed !" 

Lady Cecilia hesitated — said she had not time. 
" You said, Helen, that you would take the packet, and 
you know you must ; but I will explain it all as fast as 
I can. You know I fainted, but you do not kno w-.why ? 
T will tell you exactly how it all happened :— you ^col- 
lect my coming into the hbrary after I was dressed, 
before you went up stairs, and giving you a sprig of 
orange-flowers 1" 

" Oh yes, 1 was dreaming of it just now when you 
came in," said Helen. " Well, what of that V 

'* Nothing, only you must have been surprised to hear 
so soon afterward that I had fainted." 

" Yes," Helen said, she had been very much surprised 
and alarmed ; and again Lady Cecilia paused. 

" Well, I went from you directly to Clarendon, to 
give him a rose, which you may remember I had in my 
hand for him. I found him in the study, talking to cor- 
poral somebody. He just smiled as I came in, took 
the rose, and said, ' I shall b^ ready this moment ;' and 
looking to a table on which were heaps of letters and 
parcels which Granville had brought from town, he 
added, * I do not know whether there is any thing there 
for you, Cecilia V I went to look, and he went on talk- 
ing to his corporal. He was standing with his back to 
the table." 

Helen felt that Lady Cecilia told all these minute 
details as if there was some fact to which she feared to 
come. Cecilia went on very quickly. " I did no&find 
any thing for myself ; but in tossing over the ^pers I 
sawa packet directed to General Clarendon. I thought 
it was a feigned hand— and yet that I knew it — that I 



had seen it somewhere lately. There was one little 
flourish that I recollected ; it was like the writing of 
that wretched Carlos." 

" Carlos !" cried Helen ; " well !" 

" The more I looked at it," continued Lady Cecilia, 
" the more like 1 thought it ; and I was going to say so 
to the general, only I waited till he had done his busi- 
ness : but as 1 was examining it, through the outer 
cover, of very thin foreign paper, I could distinguish 
the writing of some of the inside, and it was like your 
hand, or like mine. You know, between our hands 
there is such a great resemblance, there is no telhng 
one from the other." 

Helen did not think so, but she remained silent. 

" At least," said Cecilia, answering her look of doubt, 
" at least the general says so ; he never knows our 
hands asunder. Well! I perceived that there was 
something hard inside — more than papers; and as I 
felt jt, there came from it an imcommon perfume — a 
particular perfume, like what I used to have once, at the 
time — that time that I can never bear to think of, you 
know — " 

" I know," said Helen, and in a low voice she added, 
•* you mean about Colonel D'Aubigny." 

** The perfume, and altogether I do not know what, 
quite overcame me. I had just sense enough to throw 
the packet from me : I made an eflfort, and reached the 
window, and I was trying to open the sash, I remember; 
but what happened immediately after that, I cannot tell 
you. When I came to myself, I was in my husband^s 
arms; he was carrying me up stairs — and so much 
alarmed about me he was ! Oh, Helen, I do so love 
him ! He laid me on the bed, and he spoke so kindly, 
reproaching me for not taking more care of myself-^ 
but so fondly ! Somehow 1 could not bear it just then 
and I closed my eyes as his met mine. He, I knew, 
could suspect nothing — ^but still ! He staid beside 
me, holding my hand : then dinner was ready ; he had 
been twice summoned. It was a relief to me when he 
left me. Next, I believe my mother came up and felt 
my pulse, and scolded me for over-fatiguing myself, and 
for that leap ; and I pleaded guilty, and it was all very 
well. I saw she had not an idea there was any thing 
else» Mamma really is not suspicious, with all her penr 
etration— she is not suspicious." 
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" And why did not you tell her all the little yon had 
,to tell, dear Cecilia! If you had, long ago, when I 
begged of you to do so — ^if you had told your mother all 
about—" 

*• Told her !" interrupted Cecilia ; " told my mother !— 
oh no, Helen !" 

Helen sighed, and feebly said, " Go on." 

"Well! when you were at dinner, it came into my 

r)or head that the general would open that parcel before 
could see you again, and before I could ask your ad- 
vice and settle with you — before I could know what 
was to be done. 1 was so anxious, I sent for you twice." 

" But Lady Davenant and Uie geiferal forbade me to 
go to you." 

** Yes," — Lady Cecilia said she understood that, and 
she had seen the danger of showing too much impatience 
to speak to Helen ; she thought it mig^t excite suspicion 
of her having something ;iar^tcu^r to say, she had there- 
fore refrained from asking again. She was not asleep 
when Helen came to bed, though Felicie thought she 
was; she was much too anxious to sleep till she had 
seen her husband again ; she was awake when he came 
into his room ; she saw him come in with some letters 
and packets in his hand ; by his look she knew sdl was 
still safe— *he had not opened that particular packet — he 
held it among a parcel of military returns in his hand as 
he came to the side of the bed on tiptoe to see if she 
was asleep — to ask how she did; "He touched my 
pulse," said Lady Cecilia, — " and I am sure he might 
well say it was terribly quick. 

" Every instant I thought he would open that packet. 
He threw it, however, and all the rest, down on the 
table, to be read in the morning, as usual, as soon a» he 
awoke. After feeUng my pulse again, the last thing, and 
satisfying himself that it was better — * Quieter now,' 
said he, he fell fast asleep, and slept so soundly, 
and I—" 

Helen looked at her with astonishment, and was silent. 

" Oh speak to me !" said Lady Cecilia, " what do you 
say, Helen ?" » 

" I say that I cannot imagine why you are so much 
alarmed about this packet." 

" Because I am a fool, I believe," said Lady Cecilia, 
trying to laugh.. " I am so afraid of his opening it.^' 
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" But why V^ said Helen, " what do you thmk there is 
initr' 

" I have told you, surely ! Letters — foolish letters of 
mine to that D'Aubigny. Oh how I repent I ever wrote 
a line to him ! And he told me, he absolutely swore, 
he had destroyed every note and letter 1 ever wrote to 
him. He was the most false of human beings !" 

" He was a very bad man — ^I always thought so," said 
Helen ; " but, CeciUa, I never knew that he had any 
letters of yours." 

** Oh yes, you did, my dear, at the time ; do not you 
recollect I showed you a letter, and it was you who 
made me break off the correspondence 1" 

" I remember your showing me several letters of his," 
said Helen, " but not of yours — only one or two notes — 
asking for that picture back again which he had stolen 
from your portfolio." 

" Yes, and about the verses ; surely you recollect my 
showing you another letter of mine, Helen !" 

** Yes, but these were all of no consequence ; there 
must be more,. or you could not be so much afraid, 
Cecilia, of the general's seeing these, surely." 

At this moment Lady Davenant's prophecy, all she 
had said about her daughter, flashed across Helen's 
mind, and with increasing eagerness she went on. 

" What is there in those letters that can alarm you 
so much V 

" I declare I do not know," said Cecilia, " that is the 
plain truth; I cannot recollect — I cannot be certain 
what there is in them." 

" But it is not so long ago, Cecilia,— only two years!" 

"That is true, but so many great events have hap- 
pened since, and such new feelings, all that early non^ 
sense was swept out of my mind. I never really loved 
that wretch — " 

A gleam of joy came across Helen's face. 

" Never, never," repeated Lady Cecilia. 

"Oh 1 am happy still," cried Helen. "I told your 
mother 1 was sure of this." 

" Good heavens ! — Does she know about this packet?" 

** No, no ! — how could she 1 But what frightens you, 
my dear Ceciha? you say there is nothing wrong in the 
letters 1" • 

" Nothing— nothing." 

" Tfien make no wrong out of nothing," cried Helen 
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'* If you break confidence with your husband, that confi- 
dence will never, never unite again — your mother 
^says 80." 

"My mother!" cried Cecilia: " Good heavens ! — so 
1^ does suspect ?— tell me, Helen, tell me what she 
suspects." 

" That you did not at first— before you Were married, 
tell the general the whole truth about Colonel D'Au- 
bigny." 

Cecilia was silent. 

*'But it is not yet too late," said Helen, earnestly; 
" you can set it all right now — this is the moment, my 
dearest Cecilia. Do, do," cried Helen, " do tell him all 
— bid him look at the letters." 

"Look at them! Impossible! Impossible!" said 
Lady CeciUa. " Bid me die rather." 

She turned quite away. 

"Listen to me, Cecilia;" she held her fast. "You 
must do it, CeciUa." 

" Helen, I cannot." 

" You can, indeed you can," said Helen ; " only have 
courage now, and you will be happijer all your life after- 
ward." 

" Do not ask it — do not ask it — ^it is all in vain, you 
are wasting time." 

"No, no — ^not wasting time; and in short, CeciUa, 
you must do what I ask of you, for it is right : and I will 
not do what you ask of me, for it is wrong." 

" You will not ! — You will not I" cried Lady Ceciha, 
breathless. "After all! You will not receive the 
packet for me ! you will not let the general believe the 
letters to be yours ! Then I am undone ! You will not 
do it ! Then do not talk to me — do not talk to me — ^you 
do not know General Clarendon. If his jealousy were 
once roused, you have no idea what it would be." 

" If the man were alive," said Helen, " but since he is 
dead—" 

" But Clarendon would never forgive me for having 
loved another — " 

" You said you did not love him." 

" Nor did I ever really love that man ; but still 
Clarendon, from even seeing those letters, might think 
1' did. The ve^ fact of having written such betters 
would be destruction to me with Clarendon. You do 
not know Clarendon. How can T convince you it is 
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impossible for me to tell him 1 At the time he first po- 
posed for me — oh ! how I loved him, and feared to lose 
him. One day my moUier, when I was not by, said 
something— 1 do not know what, about a first love, let 
fall something about that hateful D'Aubigny, and the 
general came to me in such a state ! Oh, Helen, in such 
a state ! I tliought it was all at an end. He told me he 
never would marry any woman on earth who had ev^r 
loved another. 

'* I told him I never had, and that was truer you know ; 
but then I went a little beyond, perhaps. I said 1 had 
never thought of anybody else, for he made such a point, 
of that. In short, I was a coward — ^a fool ; I little fore- 
saw — I laughed it off, and told him that what mamma 
had said was all a mistake, all nonsense ; that Colonel 
D'Aubigny was a sort of universal flirt — and that was 
very true, I am sure ; that he had admired us both, both 
you and me, but you last, you most, Helen, I said." 

" Oh, Cecilia, how could you say so, when you knew 
he never cared for me in the least!" 

" Forgive me, my dear, for there wafe no other way ; 
and what harm did it do you, or what harm can it ever 
do you ? It only makes it the easier for you to help 
me— to save me now. And GranviUe," continued Lady 
Cecilia, thinking that was the obstacle in Helen's mind, 
" And Granville need never know it." 

Helen's countenance suddenly changed — " Granville ! 
1 never thought of that !" and now she did think of it 
she reproached herself with the selfishness of that fear. 
Till this moment, she knew her motives had been all 
singly for Cecilia's happiness ; now the fear she felt of 
this some way hurting her with Beauclerc made her 
less resolute. Lady Cecilia saw her giving way, and 
hurried on — 

" Oh, my dear Helen ! I know I have been very 
wrong, but you would not quite give me up, would you 1 
— Oh ! for my mother's sake ! Consider now it would 
be with my mother, so ill as you saw her — ^" 

All the motives together pressed in confusion on 
Helen's mind ; Cecilia saw her yieldingf, and hurried 
on — 

** I am sure if any thing broke out mw in my mother's 
stata. of health it would be fatal." • 

Helen became excessively agitated. 

" Oh, Helen ! would you make me the death of that 
mother t— Oh, Helen, save her ! and do what you will 
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with me afterward. It will be only for a few hours- 
only a few hours !'' repeated Lady Cecilia, seeing that 
these words made a great impression upon Helen,—' 
" Save me, Helen ! save my mother." 

She sank upon her knees, clasping her hands in an 
agony of supplication. Helen bent down her head and 
was silent — she could no longer refuse. " Then I 
must," said she. 

"Oh thank you! bless you!" cried Lady Cecilia, in 
an ecstasy — ** you will take the letters V 

" Yes," Helen feebly said ; " yes, since it must be so." 

Cecilia embraced her, thanked her, blessed her, and 
hastily left the room, but in an instant afterward she 
returned and said, 

•* One thing I forgot, and I must tell you. Think of my 
forgetting it ! The letters are not signed with my red 
name, they are signed Emma ! — Henry and Emma ! — Oh 
folly, foUy ! My dear, dear friend ! save me but now, 
and I never will be guilty of the least deception again 
during my whole hfe ; believe me, believe me ! When 
once my mother is safely gone, I will tell Clarendon all. 
Look at me, dear Helen, look at me and believe me." 

And Helen looked at her, and Helen believed her. 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

Helen slept no more this night. When alone, in the 
stillness of the long hours, she went over and over 
again all that had passed, what Cecilia had said, what 
she had at first thought and afterward felt, all the per- 
suasions by which she had been wrought upon, and on 
the contrary, all the reasons by which she ought to be 
decided ; backward and forward her mind vibrated, and 
its painful vacillation could not be stilled. 

" What am- 1 going to do ? To tell a falsehood ! 
That cannot "be right ; but in the circumstances — ^yet 
this is Cecilia's own way of palliating the fault that 
her mother so fe^ in her — ^that her mother trusted to 
me to guard her ^^nst ; and now, already, even before 
Lady Davenant has left us, I am going to assist Ceciha 
in deceiving her husband, and on that very dangerous 
point — Colonel D'Aubigny.'' 
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Lady Dayenanfis foreboding having already been so 
far accomplished struck Helen fearfuQy, and her wam^ 
ing voice m the dead silence of that night sounded, and 
her look was upon her, so strongly, that she for an 
instant hid her head to get rid of her image. 

'* But what can I do 1 her own Ufe is at stake ! No 
less a motive could move me, but this ought — must 
— shall decide me. Yet if Lady Davenant were to 
know it ! — and I, in the last hours I have to pass with her 
— the last I ever may have with her, shall I cl^ceive her ? 
But it is not deceit, only prudence — necessary pru- 
dence; what a physician would order, what even 
humanity requires. I am satisfied it is quite right, quite, 
and 1 will go to sleep that I may be stroi^ig, and calm, 
and do it all well in the morning. After all, I have 
been too cowardly ; frightening myself about nothing ; 
too scrupulous — for what is it I have promised 1 only to 
receive the letters as if they were mine. Not to say 
that they are mine ; he will not ask me, Ceciha thinks 
he will not ask me. But how can she tell ! if he should, 
what can I do 1 I must then answer that they are mine. 
Indeed it is the same thing, for I should lead him to be- 
lieve it as much by my receiving them in silence; it 
will be telling or acting an absolute falsehood, and can 
thai ever be right V 

Back it came to the same point, and in vain her 
cheek settled on the pillow and she thought she could 
sleep. Then with closed eyes she considered how the 
general would look, and speak, or not speak. ** What 
wilt he think of me when he sees the picture — the let- 
ters ? for he must open the papket. But he will not 
read them, no, he is too honourable. I do not know 
what is in them. There can be nothing, however, but 
nonsense, Cecilia says; yet even so, love-letters he 
must know they are, and a clandestine correspondence. 
I heard him once express such contempt for any clan- 
destine affair. He, who is so nice, so strict, about 
women's conduct, how I shall sink in ^is esteem! 
Well, be it so, that concerns only myself; and it is for 
his own sake too, to save his happiness ; and Ceciha, 
my dear Ceciha, oh I can bear it, and it will be a pride 
to me to bear it, for I am grateful ; my gratitude shall 
not be only in words ; now, when I tim put to the trial 
I can dOxSomething for my friends. Yes, tod I will, let 
the consequences be what they may." 

Yet Beauclerc ! that thoiisht was at the bottom of 
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her heart ; the fear, the tdmost certainty, that some 
way or other—every way in which she could think of 
it, it would lead to difficulty with Beauclerc. But this 
fear was mere selfishness, she thought, and to counter 
act it came all her generous, all her grateful, sdl her 
long-cherished, romantic love of sacrifice^a belief that 
she was capable of self-devotion for the frieiKls she 
loved ; and upon the strength of this idea she fixed at 
last. Quieted, she soothed herself to repose, and, worn 
out with reasoning or trying to reason in vain, she at 
last, in spite of the morning light dawning upon her 
through the unclosed shutters, in a soft sort of enthusi- 
astic vision fading away, fell asleep. 

She slept long ; when she awoke it was with that in- 
describable feeling that something painful had happened 
— that something dreadful was to be this day. She re- 
collected, first, that Lady Davenant was to go. Then 
came all that had passed with Cecilia. It was late, she 
saw that her maid had been in the room, but had re- 
frained from awakening her \ she rose, and dressed as 
fast as she could. She was to go to Lady pavenant, 
when her bell rang twice. How to appear before one 
who knew her countenance so well, without showing 
that any thing had happened, was her first difficulty.^ 

She looked in her glass to see whether there was any 
alteration in her face ; none that she could see, but she 
was no judge. " How foolish to think so much about it 
all !'' She dressed, and between times inquired from 
her maid if she had heard of any change in Lady Daven- 
ant's intentions of going. Had any counter-orders 
about the carriage been given ? None ; the packing of 
the carriage was going on ; ordered to be at the door by 
twelve o'clock. 

" That was well," Helen said to herself. « It would 
all soon be over. Lady Davenant would be safe, then 
she could bear all the rest ; next she hoped, that any 
perturbation or extraordinary emotion in herself would 
not be observed in the hurry of departure, or would bo 
thought natural at parting with Lady Davenant." 

" So then, I come at every turn to some little deceit," 
thought she, " and I must, I must !" and she sighed. 

" It is a sad thiijg for you, ma'am. Lady Davenant'a 
going away," said her maid. 

Helen sighed again. '• Very sad indeed.** 

Suddenly a thought darted into her mind, that tho 
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whole danger might be avoided. A hope came that the 
general might not open the packet before Lady Daven- 
ant's departure, in which case CeciUa could not expect 
that she should abide by her promise, as it was only 
conditional. It had been made really on her mother's 
account ; Cecilia had said that if once her mother was 
safe out of the house, she could then, and she would the 
very next day, tell the whole to her husband. Helen 
sprang from under the hands of her maid as she was 
putting up her hair behind, and ran to Cecilia's*dressing- 
room,' but she was not there. It was now her usual 
time for coming, and Helen left open the door between 
them, that she might go to her before Felicie should be 
rung for. She waited impatiently, but no Cecilia came. 
The time, to her impatience, seemed dreadfully long. 
But her maid observed, that as her ladyship had not 
been well yesterday, it was no wonder she was later 
this morning than usual. 

" Very true, but there is somebody coming along the 
gallery now, see if that is Lady Cecilia." . 

" No ma'am, Mademoiselle Felicie." 

Mademoiselle Felicie said ditto to Helen's own maid, 
-and, moreover, supposed her lady might not have slept 
well. Just then, one little peremptory knock at the 
door was heard. 

" Bon Dieu ! C'est Monsieur le G^n^ral !" exclaimed 
Felicie. 

' It was so— Felicie went to the door and returned with 
the general's compliments to Miss Stanley, and he begged 
to see her as soon as it might suit her convenience 
in the library, before she went into the breakfast-room, 
and after she should have seen Lady Cecilia, who wished 
to see her immediately. 

Helen found Lady Cecilia in bed, looking as if she 
had been much agitated, two spots of carnation colour 
high up in her cheeks, a well-known sign in her of great 
emotion. 

" Helen !" she cried, starting up the moment Helen 
came in, " he has opened the packet, and you see me 
alive. But I do believe I should have died, when it 
came to the point, but for you— dearest Helen, I should 
have been, and still but for you 1 must be, undone — and 
my mother — oh ! if he had gone to her !" 

" What has happened, tell me clearly, my dear Cecilia, 
and quickly, for I must go to General Clarendon ; he 
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has desired to see me as soon as I can after aeetag 
you." 

•' I know, I know," said Cecilia, " but he will allow 
time, and you had better be some time with me, for he 
thinks I have all to explain to you this morning — and so 
I have, a great deal to say to you ; sit down— quietly — 
Oh if you knew how I have been agitated, I am hardly 
able yet to teU anything rightly." 

She threw herself back on the pillows, and drew a 
long breath, as if to relieve the oppression of mind and 
body. 

" Now I think I can tell it you." 

'* Then do, my dear Cecilia — all — ^pray do ! and ex- 
actly — oh, CeciUa, tell me all." 

" Every word, every look, to the utmost, as far %s I 
can recollect, as if you had been pres^it. Give me 
your hand, Helen, how cool you are— deUghtful ! but 
how you tremble !" 

" Never mind," said Helen ; " but how burning hot 
your hand is !" 

" No matter. If ever I am well or happy again in 
this world, Helen, I shall owe it to you. After I left 

Sou I found the general fast asleep, I do not believe he 
ad ever awoke — I lay awake for hou^s, till past five 
o'clock in the morning, I was wide awake — ^feverish* 
But can you conceive it ? just then, when 1 was most 
anxious to be awake, when I knew that there was but 
one hour — ^not so much, till he would awake and read 
that packet, I felt an irresistible sleepiness come over 
me ; 1 turned and turned, and tried to keep my eyes 
open, and pulled and pinched my fingers. But all would 
not do, and I fell asleep, dreaming that I was awake, 
and how long 1 slept I cannot tell you, so deep, so dead 
asleep I must have been ; but the instant I did awake, I 
started up and drew back the curtain, and I saw— oh, 
Helen! there was Clarendon, dressed^standing with 
his arms folded— a letter open, hanging from his hand. 
" His eyes were fixed upon me, waiting, watching for 
my first look : he saw me glance at the letter in his 
hand, and then at the packet on the table near the bed. 
For an instsmt neither of us spoke : I could not, nor 
exclaim even ; but surprised, terrified, he must have seen 
I was. As 1 leaned forward, holding by the curtains, he 
pulled one of them suddenly back, threw open the shut- 
ters, and the full glare Was upon my face. 1 shut my 
eyes— I could not help it — and shrank ; but, gathering 
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fttren^h from absolute terror of his silence, I spoke : I 
asked, 'for Heaven's sake! Clarendon, what is the 
matter % Why do you look so V 

'* Oh, that look of his ! still fixed on me— the same as 
I once saw before we were married — once, and but once, 4 
when he came from my mother to me about this man. ^ 
WeU ! I put my hands before my eyes ; he stepped for- 
ward, drew them down, and placed the open letter ^,_ 
before me, and^then asked me, m a terrible sort of sup- • ^ 
pressed voice, * Cecilia, whose writing is this V v^' 

" The writing was before my eyes, but I literally 
could not see it— it was all a sort of maze. He saw I 
could not read it, and calmly bade me * Take time — 
examine— 'is it a forgery V 

, " A forgery ! — ^that had never crossed my mind, and 
for an instant I was tempted to say it was ; but quickly 
1 saw that would not do : there was the miniature, and 
that could not be a forgery. ' No,' I answered, * I do 
not think it is a forgery.' - ^ 

'* * What then V said he, so hastily that I cotild not 

hear ; and before I could think what to answer, he said, 

' I must see Lady Davenant.' He stepped towards the 

bell ; I threw myself upon his arm — * Good Heavens ! 

do not, Chirendon, if you are not out of your senses.' 

' 1 am not out of my senses, Cecilia, I am perfectly calm ; 

answer me, one word only— is this your writing V Oh ! 

my dear Helen, then it was that you saved me." 
it 1 1»» 

" Yes, forgive me, Helen, I answered, * There is a 
hand-writing so like, that you never can tell it from 
mine. Ask me no more. Clarendon,' I said. 

*^ I saw a flash of light, as it were, come across his 
face — ^it was hope — but still it was not certainty. I saw 
this : oh ! how quick one sees. He pointed to the first 
words of the letter, held his finger under them, and his 
hand trembled — think of his hand trembling ! ' Read,' he 
said, and I read. How I brought myself to pronounce 
the words, I cannot imagine. I read what, as I hope for 
mercy, I had no -recollection of ever having written — 
* My dear, too dear Henry.' * Colonel D'Aubigny V said 
the general. 1 answered, * Yes.' He looked astonished 
at my self-possession— and so was I. For another 
instant his finger rested, pressing down there under the 
words, and his eyes on my face, as if he would have read 
into my soul. * Ask me no more,' I repeated, scarcely 
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able to speak ; and something I i^d, I beUeve, aboni 
honour and not betraying you. He turned to the signa* 
ture, and, putting his hand down*upon it, asked, ' What 
name is signed to this letter V I answered, 1 have seen 
—I know — I -believe it is ' Emma.' 

" ' You knew then of this correi^pondence V was his 
next question. I confessed I did. . He said that was 
wrong, ' but quite a different affair' from having been 
engaged in it myself, or some such word. His coun- 
tenance cleared ; that pale look of the forehead, the 
fixed purpose of the eye, changed. Oh ! I could see — 
I understood it all with half a glance — saw the natural 
colour coming back, and tenderness for me returning— 
yet some doubt hngering still. He stood, and 1 heard 
some half-finished sentences. He said that you must 
have been very young at that time ; I said, ' Yes, very 
•-young ;' — * And the man was a most artful man,' he ob- 
served ; I said, * Yes, very artful.' That was true, 1 am 
sure. CSlalrendon then recollected, that you showed 
some emoiion one day when Colonel D'Aubigny was 
first mentii$ned — at that time, you know, when we heard 
of his death. I said nothing. The general went on : 
' I could hardly have believed all this of Helen Stanley,' 
he said. He questioned no farther : — and oh ! Helen, 
what do you think I did next ? but it >was the only thing 
left me to put an end to doubts, which, to. me, must have 
been fatal — Forgive me, Helen !" 

" Tell me what you did," said Helen. 

* * Cannot you guess 1 " 

" You told him positively that I wrote the letters ?" 

*' No, not so bad, I never said that downright false- 
hood — ^no, I could not, but I did almost as bad." 

" Pray tell me at once, my dear Cecilia." 

" Then, in the first place, 1 stretched out my hand 
for the whole packet of letters which lay on the table 
untouched." 

"WelH" 

" Well, he put them into my hands and said, * There 
was no direction on these but to myself, I have not 
looked at any of them except this, which in ignorance I 
first opened ; I have not read one word of any of the 
others.'* 

" WeU," said Helen ; ** and what did you do ?" 

" I said I was not going to read any of the letters, 
that I was only looking for— now, Helen, you know— I 
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told yoit there was something hard in the parcel, some- 
thing moi^e than papers, I was sure what it most be— the 
miniature — the miniature of you, which I painted, you 
know, that I might have it when you were gone, and 
which he stole, and ]»retended before*my mother to be 
admiring as your likeness, but he kept it only because 
it was my painting. I opened the paper in which it was 
folded ; Clarendon darted upon it — ' It is Helen !' and 
then he said, * How like ! how beautiful ! how unworthy 
of that man !* 

" But, oh, Helen, think of what an escape I had next 
There was my name — my initials CD. at the bottom of 
the picture, as the painter ; and HxaX horriUe man, not 
content with his initials oj^site to mine, had on the 
back writt^ at full length, * For Henry D'Aubigny.' — 
Clarendon looked at it, and said between his teeth, * He 
is dead.'—* Thank God !' said I. 

** Then he asked me how I came to paint ^s picture 
for that man ; I answered — oh how happy thmi it was 
for me that I could tell the whole truth about that at 
least! — I answered that I did not do- the picture for 
Colonel D'Aubigny ; that it never was given to him ; 
that he stole it from my portfolio, and tluit we both did 
what we eould to get it back again from him, but could 
not. And that you even wanted me to tell my mother, 
but of that I was afraid ; and Clarendon said, • you were 
wrong Hiere, my dear Cecilia.' " 

** I was so touched when 1 heard him call me his dear 
Cecilia again, and in his own dear voice, that I burst into 
tears, liiat was a great relief to me, and I kept saying 
over and over again, that I was wrong — very wrong in- 
deed ! and then he kneeled down beside me, and I so 
felt bis tenderness, his confiding love for me — for me, 
unwortiiy as I am." 

The tears streamed from Lady Cecilia's eyes as she 
spoke — " Quite unworthy I" 

" No, no, not quite imworthy," said Helen ; " my poor 
dear CeciUa, what you must have felt !" 

" Once !" continued Cecilia — " once ! Helen, as my 
head was lying on his shoulder, my face hid, I felt so 
much loVe, so much remorse, and knowing I had done 
nothing really bad, I was tempted to whisper all in his 
car. i felt I should be so much happier for ever— ever 
—if I could!" 
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** Oh that you had ! my dear Cecilia, I wcrald give any 
tiling upon earth (or your sake, that you had." 

" Helen, I could not — I could not. It was too late, I 
should have been undone if I had breathed but a word. 
When he even "suspected the truth! that look — ^that 
voice was so terrible. To see it — ^hear it again ! I could 
not — oh, Helen, it would have been utter ruin — mad- 
ness. I grant you, my dear Helen, it might have been 
done at tot, before I was married ; oh would to heaven 
it had ! but it is useless thinking of tiiat now. Helen, 
my whole earthly happiness is in your hands, this is all 
I have to say, may I— may I depend on you 1" 

"Yes, yes, depend upon me, my dearest Cecilia," 
said Helen ; " now let me go." 

Lady CeciUa held her one instant longer/ to say that 
she had asked Clarendon to leave it to her to return the 
letters, " to save you the embarrassment, my dearest 
Helen ; but he answered he must do this himself, and I 
did not dare to press the matter ; but you need not be 
alarmed, he will be all gentleness to you, he said * it is 
80 different.' Do not be afraid." 

"Afraid for myself?" said Helen; "oh no—Rest, 
dear Cecilia, and let me go." 

"Go then, go," cried Cecilia; "but for you, what' 
would become of my mother ! — of me ! — ^you save us 
all." 

Believing this, Helen hastened to accomplish her pur- 
pose ; resolved to go through with it, whatever it might 
cost, her scruples vanished, and she felt a i§ort of Mum- 
phant pleasure in the courage of sacrificing herself. 



CHAPTER XXXn. 

Gbnbrax Clarendon was sitting in the music-room, 
within the library, the door open, so that he coidd see 
Helen the moment she came m ; and that moment he 
threw down his book as he rose, and their eyes met : 
hers fell beneath his penetrating glance ; he came for- 
ward immediately to meet her, with the utmost gentie- 
ness and kindness in his whole appearance and manner, 
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took her hand, and, dramng her arm within his, said in 
the most encouraging voice, 

^ Consider me as your brother, Helen ; you know you 
have allowed me so to feel for you, and so, believe me, I 
do feel." 

This kindness quite overcame her, and she burst into 
tears. He huxried her across the library, into the inner 
room, seated her, and when he had closed the door, 
stood beside her, and began, as if he had been to blame, 
to apologize for himself. 

" You must have been surprised at my having opened 
letters which did not belong to me, but there was no 
direction, no indication that could stop me. They were 
simply in a cover directed to me. The purpose of who- 
ever sent them must have been to make me read them ; 
the ulMmate purpose was, I doubt not, to ruin Lady Ce- 
c»l'<» /"larendon in my opinion." 

"Or me," said Helen. 

*< No, Miss Stanley, no, that at all events cannot be," 
said the general. '^ Supposing the letters to be acknow- 
ledged by you, still it would be quite a different affair. 
But in the first place look at them, they may be for- 
geries. You will tell me if they are forgeries ?" 

And he placed the packet in her hands. Scarcely 
lookmg at the writing, she answered, 

" No, forgeries I am sure they are not." 

The general looked again at the direction of the cover, 
and observed, 

I *' This is a feigned hand. Whose can it be ?" 
' Helen was on the brink of saying that Cecilia had told 
her it was like the writing of Carlos. Now this cover 
had not, to the general's knowledge, been seen by Ce- 
cilia, and that one answer might have betrayed aU that 
she was to conceal, for he would instantly have asked 
how and when did Cecilia see it, and the cause of her 
fainting would have been then understood by him . Such 
hazards in every, even the first, least step m falsehood ; 
such hazard in this first moment 1 But she escaped this 
peril, and Helen answered r 

'* It is something like the writing of the page Carlos : 
but I do not think all that direction is his. There seem 
to be two different hands. I do not know, indeed, how 
it is." 

1 ** Some time -or other it will come out," -said the gen* 
aral. '' I will keep this cover, it will lead to the deteo* 
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« 
tion of that boy, or of whoever it was that employed 
him." 

To give her further time, the general went en looki]^ 
at the miniature, which he held in his hand. ^' This is 
a beautiful likeness,'* said he, *' and not ill painted — by 
Cecilia, was not it 1" 

Helen looked at it, and answered, " Yes, by Cecilia." 

" I am glad it is safe," said the general, '* restored-^ 
Cecilia told me the history. I know that it was stolen, 
not given by you.'* 

" Given !" said Helen. " Oh no, stolen." 

'* Base !" said the general. 

" He was base," answered Helen. 

General Clarendon held in his hand, along with the 
picture, one letter separated from the rest, open ; he 
u>oked at it as if embarrassed, while Helen spoke the 
last words, and he repeated, ^' Base ! yes, he certainly 
was, or he would have destroyed these letters." 

Again Helen was on the point of sa3dng that Colonel 
D'Aubigny had told Cecilia he had done so, but fortu- 
nately her agitation, in default of presence of mind, 
kept her silent. 

" This is the first letter I opened," said the general, 
** before I was aware that they were not what I should 
read. I saw only the first words, I thought then that I 
had a right to read them. When these letters met my 
eyes, I conceived them to have been written by my wife. 
I had a right to satisfy myself respecting the nature of 
the correspondence ; that done, I looked no farther. I 
bore my suspense — I waited till she awoke." 

'* So she told me, Cecilia has told me all ; but even if 
she had not, in any circumstances Who could doubt your 
honour. General Clarendon V 

'* Then trust to it, Miss Stanley, for the past, for the 
future, trust to it. You gratify me more than I can ex- 
press — ^you do me justice. I wished to return thesb let- 
ters to you with my own hand," continued he, " to sat- 
isfy myself, in the first place, that there was no mistake^ 
Of that, your present candour, indeed the first look of 
that ingenuous countenance, was sufficient." 

Helen felt that she blushed all over. 

" Pardon me for distressing you, my dear Helen. It 
was a matter in which a man must be selfish, must in 
point of honour, must in point of feeling. I owe to 
your candour not merely relief from what I could not 
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endure and live, but relief from suspicion, suspicion of 
the truth of one dearer to me than life." 

Helen sat as if she had been transfixed. 

" I owe to you," continued he, ** the happiness of my 
future life." 

" Then I am happy," cried Helen, " happy in this, at 
all events, whatever may become of me." 

She had not yet raised her eyes towards the general i 
«he felt as if her Arst look must betray jCecilia ; but she 
now tried to fix her eyes upon him as he looked anx- 
iously at her, and she said, *' Thank you, thank you, 
General Clarendon ! Oh, thank you, for all the kind- 
ness you have shown me ; but I am the more grieved, 
it makes me more sorry to sink quite in your esteem." 

" To sink ! You do not : your candour, your truth 
raises you — ^" 

«0h1 do not say that— " 

** I do," repeated the general, " and you may believe 
me. I am incapable of deceiving you — this is no mat- 
ter of compliment. Between friend and friend I should 
count a word, a look of falsehood, treason." 

Helen's tears stopped, and, without knowing what she 
did, she began hastily to gather up the packet of letters 
which she had let fall ; the genersu assisted her in put- 
ting them into her bag, and she closed the strings, 
thanked him, and was rising, when he went on — ** I beg 
your indulgence while I say a few words of myself." 

She sat down again immediately. ^* Oh ! as many as 
you please." 

" I believe I may say I am not of a jealous temper." 

" I am sure you are not," said Helen. 

" I thank you," said the general. " May I ask on what 
your opinion is founded 1" 

'* On what has now passed, and on all that I have 
heard from Lady Davenant." 

He bowed. '* You may have heard, then, from Lady 
Davenant, of some unfortunate circumstances in my 
own and in a friend's family which haf^ned a short 
time before my marriage 1" 

Helen said she had. 

*' And of the impression these circumstances made on 
my mind, my consequent resolve never to marry a wo- 
man who had ever had any previous attachment ?" 

Helen was breathless at hearing all this repeated. 
D3 



*' Were you informed of these parUculars t^ said tlis 
general. 

** Yes," said Helen, faintly. 

*' I am not asking, Miss Stanley, whether you a^proYed 
of my resolution ; simply whether you heard of it !" 

" Yes — certainly." 

*' That's well. It was on an understanding between 
Cecilia and myself on this point that I married. Did 
you know this t" 

"Yes," said Helen. 

" Some words," continued the general, *' once fell 
from Lady Davenant concerning this Colonel D'Au« 
bigny which alarmed me. Cecilia satisfied me that her 
mother was mistaken. Cecilia solemnly assured me 
that she had never loved him." The general paused. 

Helen, conceiving that he waited for and required her 
opinion, replied, " So I always thought — so I often told 
Lady Davenant." But at this moment recollecting the 
words at the beginning of that letter, '* My dear, too 
dear Henry ♦" Helen's voice faltered. 

The general saw her confusion, but attributed it to her 
own consciousness. '* Had Lady Davenant not been mis-* 
taken," resumed he, '* that is to say, had there ever been 
— as might have happened not unnaturally — ^had there 
ever been an attachment ; in short, had Cecilia ever loved 
him and told me so, I am convinced that such truth and 
candour would have satisfied me, woidd have increased 
— as I now feel — increased my esteem. I am at this 
moment convinced, that, in spite of my declared reso^ 
lution, I should, in perfect confidence, have married." 

" that Cecilia had but told him !" thought Helen. 

*' I should not, my dear Miss Stanley," continued the 
general, " have thus taken up your time talking of my- 
self, had I not an important purpose in view, f was de- 
sirous to do away in your mind the idea of my great 
strictness, not on my own account, but on yours I wished 
to dispel this notion. Now will you no longer, I trust, 
apprehend that ray esteem for you is diminished. I as* 
sure you I can make allowances." 

She was shocked at the idea of allowances, yet 
thanked him for his indulgence, and she could haidly 
refrain from again bursting into tears. 

'^ Still by your agitation I see you are afraid of me,** 
said he, smiling. . 
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'* No indeed ; not afraid of you, but shocked at what 
you must think of me." 

*' I am not surprised, but sorry to see that the alarm 
1 gave my poor Cecilia this morning has passed from 
her mind into yours. To her I must have appeared 
harsh : I was severe ; but when I thought I had been 
deceived, duped, can you wonder!" 

Helen turned her eyes away. 

^ My dear Miss Stanley, why will not you distinguish % 
the cases are essentially different. Nine out of te^ of 
the young ladies who marry in these countries do not 
marry the first object of their fancy, and wherever there 
is, as there will be, I am sure, in your case, perfect can- 
dour, I do not apprehend the slightest danger to the hap- 
piness of either party. On the contrary, I should foretel 
an increase of esteem and love. Beauclerc has often — " 

Beauclerc's voice was at this instant heard in the hall. 

"Compose yourself, my dear Miss Stanley^this 
way," said the general, opening a door into the con- 
servatory, for he heard Beauclerc's step now in the 
tibrary. The general followed Helen as she left the 
room, and touching the bag that contained the letters, 
said, 

" Remember, whatever may be your hurry, lock this 
up first.^' 

" Thank you," answered she ; " I will, I will !" and she 
hastened on, and in a moment she was safe across the 
hall and up stairs, without meeting any one, and in her 
own room, and the bag locked up m her cabinet. Lady 
Davenant's bell rang as she went to her apartment ; she 
looked in at Ceciha, who started up in her bed. 

** All is over," said Helen, " all is well. I have the 
letters locked up ; I cannot stay." 

Helen disengaged herself almost forcibly from Ce- 
cilia's embrace, and she was in Lady Davenaut^s room 
in another minute. She bade her good morning as 
composedly as she could, she thought quite as usual. 
But that was impossible: so much the better, for it 
would not have been natural this last morning of Lady 
Davenant's stay, when nothing was as usual extem^y 
ot internally. All was preparation for departure— her 
maids packing — Lady Davenant making some last ar- 
rangements — in the midst of which she stopped to notice 
Helen— pressed her in her arms, and, after looking once 
in her face, said, " My poor child! it must be so.'* 
27 
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Elliott interrupted, asking some question, purposely 
to draw off her attention ; and while she turned about 
to give 8ome orders to another servant, Elliott said to 
Miss Stanley, 

" My lady was not well last night ; she must be kept . 
from all that can agitate her, as much as possible.'* 

Helen at that instant rejoiced that she had done what 
she had. She agr«ed with Elliott, she said, that all 
emotion which could be avoided should ; and upon this 
principle busied herself, and was glad to employ herself 
m whatever she could to assist the preparations, avoids 
ing all conversation with Lady Davenant. 

"You are right, my love — quite right," said Lady 
Davenant. ** The best way is to employ one's setf 
always to the last. Yes, put up those drawings care* 
fully, in this portfolio, Elliott ; take silver paper, Helen." 

They were Helen's own drawings, so all went on, 
and all was safe — even when Ceciha was spoken of; 
while the silver paper went over the drawings, Helen 
answered that she had seen her. " She was not well, 
but still, not seriously ill, though — " 

" Yes," said Lady Davenant ; " only the general is too 
anxious about her — very naturally. He sent me word 
just now," continued she, " that he has forbidden her to 
get up before breakfast 1 will go and see her now ; 
dear Cecilia ! I hope she will do well— every way — ^I 
feel sure of it, Helen — sure as you do yourself, my dear 
— ^But what is the matter V 

" Nothing !" said Helen. That was not quite true ; 
but she could not help it — " Nothing !" repeated she. 
" Only I am anxious, my dear Lady Davenant," con- 
tinued poor Helen, blundering, unaccustomed to eva- 
sions — " only I am very anxious you should go soon to 
Cecilia; 1 know she is awake now,- and you will be 
hurried after breakfast." 

Elliott looked reproachfully at Miss Stanley, for she . 
thought it much better for her lady to be engaged in 
more indifferent matters till after breakfast, when she 
would have but a few minutes to spend with her daugh- 
ter ; so Helen, correcting herself, added — 

" But, perhaps I'm wrong, §o do not let me interrupt 
you in whatever you are doing." 

" My dear child," said Lady Davenant ; " you do not 
know virhat you are saying or doa^ yourself, this mom* 
ing." 
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But no suspicion was excited in her mind, as «he 
accounted for Helenas perturbation by the sorrow of 
their approaching separation, and by the hurry of her 
spirits at Beauclerc's arrival the day before. So aU 
went on without farther observation, and then came 
the meeting the general at breakfast, which Helen 
dreaded; but so composed, so impenetrable was he, 
that she could hardly believe that any thing could have 
occurred that morning to agitate him. 

Lady Bareoant, after being with her daughter, came 
to take leave of Helen, and said gravely, 

" Helen ! remember what I said of Cecilia's truth, my 
trust is in you. Remember, if I never see you again, by 
all the love and esteem 1 bear you,- and all which you 
feel for me, remember this my last request — sprayer- 
adjuration to you, — support, save Cecilia 1" 

At that moment the general came to announce that 
the carriage was ready; promptly he led her away, 
handed her in, and the order to " drive on" was given. 

Lady Davenant's last look, her last anxious smile was 
upon Helen and Beauclerc, as they stood beside each 
other on the steps, and she was gone. 

Helen was so excessively agitated that Beauclerc did 
not attempt to detain her from hurrying to her own 
room, where she sat down, and* endeavoured to com- 
pose herself. She repeated Lady Davenant's last 
words, "Support, save Cecilia," and, unlocking the 
cabinet in which she had deposited the fatal letters, she 
seized the bag that contained them, and went imme- 
diately to Cecilia. She was in her dressing-room, and 
the general sitting beside her on the sofa, upon which 
she was resting. He was sitting directly opposite to 
Helen as she entered ; she started at the sight of him : 
his eye instantly fell upon the bag, and she felt her face 
suddenly flush. He took out his watch, said he had an 
.appointment, and was gone before Helen raised her 



« " My dearest friend, come to me, come close to me," 
cried Cecilia, and, throwing her arms round Helen, she 
said, " Oh, I am the happiest creature nOw !" 

•* Are you 1" said Helen. 

" Yes, that I am, and I thank you for it ; how much I 
thank you, Helen, it is impossible to express, and better 
I love you than any thing upon earth but Clarendon him- 
self, my best friend, my generous Helen. Oh, Clarea- 
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ioa has been so kind, so very kind ! so sorry for harin^ 
alarmed me ! He is a noble, charming creature. I love 
him a thousand times better than I ever did, am happier 
than I ever was ! and all this I owe to you, dearest 
Helen. But I cannot get your eyes from that bag, — 
what have you there ?" 

" The letters," said Helen. 

" The letters !" exclaimed CeciUa, springing up, " give 
them to me," seizing and opening the bs^. ** Oh, thai 
dreadful perfume ' Helen, open the window, and bolt 
the door, my dear — ^both doors." 

While Helen Was doing so, Cecilia struck one little 
quick blow on a taper-lighter ; it flared, and when Helen 
turned, one of th« letters was in flames, and Cecilia 
continued feeding the flame with them as fast as ever it 
could devour. 

*' Burn ! bum ! there, there !" cried she, ** I would not 
look at any one of them again for the world ; I know no 
more what is in them than if I had never written them, 
except those horrid, horrid words Clarendon saw and 
showed me. I cannot bear to think of it. There now," 
continued she, as they burned, " no one can ever know 
any thing more about the matter : how glad I am to see 
them burning ! — ^burnt ! safe ! The smell will go off in 
a minute or two. Itns going, — ^yes, gone ! is not it? 
Now we may breathe freely. But you look as if yon 
did not know whether you were glad or sorry, Helen." 

** I believe it was right ; the general advised me to 
lock them up," said Helen, " but then — " 

" Did he t how thoughtful of him ! But better to hum 
them at once ; I am sure it was not my fault that they 
were not long ago destroyed. I was assured by that 
abominable man — But no matter, we will never think 
of him again. It is done noW — ^no, not completely 
yet," said she, looking close at the half white, half black 
burnt paper, in which words, and whole lines, still 
appeared in shrunken but yet quite legible characters. 
" One cannot be too careful," and she trampled on tMe 
burnt paper, and scattered the cinders. Helen was 
anxious to speak, she had something important to say, 
but hesitated ; she saw that Cecilia's thoughts were so 
far from what she wanted to speak of that she could 
not instantly say it ; she could not bear to overturn all 
OiBciUa's present happiness, and yet, said she to herself, 
I roust— I must— or what may happen hereafter 1 Then 
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Ibrcmg herself to speak, she began, '^ Your mother is 
safe now, Cecilia.'^ 

** Oh 3res, and thank you, thank you for that — " 

" Then now, Cecilia — ^your promise." 

" My promise !" Lady Cecilia's eyes opened in un- 
feigned astonishment. *« What promise !— Oh, I recol- 
lect, I promised — did I ?" 

'^My dear Cecilia, surely you cannot have for- 
gotten." 

"How was it r 

" You know the reason I consented was to prevent 
the danger of any shock to Lady Davenant." 

'* Well, I know, but what Aid I promise ?" 

Tha-words had in reality passed Lad3r Cecilia's lips 
at tl^ time without her at all considering them as a 
promise, only as a means of persuasion to bring Helen 
to her point. 

" What did I promise V repeated she. 

^ You said, ' As soon as my mother is safe, as soon 
as she^is gone, I will tell my husband all,' — Cecilia, you 
cannot forget what you promised." 

" Oh no, now I remember it perfectly, but I did not 
mean so soon. I never imagined you would claim it so 
soon ; but some time I certainly wiU tell him all." 

" Do not put it off, dearest Cecilia. It must be done, 
— ^let it be done to-day." 

" To-day !" Lady Cecilia almost screamed. 

" I will tell you why," said Helen. 

" To-day !" repeated Lady Cecilia. 

•' If we let the present now pass," continued Helen, 
"we shall lose both the power and the opportunity, 
believe me." 

" I have not the power, Helen, and I do not know 
what you mean by the opportunity," said Cecilia. 

" We have a reason now to give General Clarendon — 
a true good reason for what we have done." 

" Reason !" cried Lady Cecilia ; " what can you 
mean ?" 

" That it was to prevent danger to your mother, and 
now she is safe ; and if vou tell him directly, he will 
see this was really so." 

" That is true, but I cannot— wait till to-morrow, at 
least." 

"Every day will make it more difficult. The de- 
ception will be greater and less pardonable. If we de* 
D3 
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la^, it will become deliberste falsehood, a sort of con* 
spiracy between us," said Helen. 

** Conspiracy ! Oh, Helen, do not use such a shock- 
ing word, when it is really nothing at all." 

** Then why not tell it V urged Helen. 

" Because, though it is nothing at all in reality, yet 
Clarendon would think it dreadful — though 1 hare doile 
nothing really wrong." 

" So I say— so I fiiow," cried Helen ; ** therefore — ^ 

" Therefore let me take my own time»" said CeciHa. 
'* How can you urge me so, hurrying me so terriMy, 
and when I am but just recovered from one misery, and 
when you had made me so happy, and when I was tharnk- 
ing you with all my heart !" said Oecilia. 

Helen was much moved, but smswered as steadily as 
she could. ^ It seems cruel, but indeed I am not 
cruel." 

"When you had raided me up," continued Cecilia, 
*^to dash me down again, and leave me worse than 
ever !" 

" Not worse — ^no, surely, not worse, when your 
mother is safe." 

** Yes, safe, thank you — ^but, oh, Helen, have you no 
feeling for your own Cecilia 1" 

** The greatest," answered Helen ; and her tears said 
the rest. 

" You, Helen ! I never could have thought you 
would have urged me so !" 

"O Cecilia! if you knew the pain it was to me to 
make you unhappy again, — ^but I assure you it is ^for 
your own sake. Dearest Cecilia, let me tell you all 
that General Clarendon said about it, and then you will 
know my reasons." . She repeated as quickly, as she 
could, all that had passed between her and the general, 
and when she came to this declauration that, if Cecilia 
had told him plainly the fact before, he would have 
married with perfect confidence, and, as he believed, 
with increased esteem and love; Cecilia started up 
from the sofa on which she had thrown herself, and 
exclaimed, — 

'' O that I had but known this at the time, and I would 
have told him." 

*' It is still time," said Helen. 

"Time now? — impossible. His look thia raenmig. 
Oh! that look I" • 
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** BqI what Is one look^ my dear Cecilia, compared 
with a whole life of confidence and happiness !'' 

" A life of happiness ! never, never for me, in that 
way at least, never. '"^ 

" In that way and no other, Cecilia, bdieve me. I 
am certain you never could endure to go on concealing 
this, living with him you love So, yet deceiving him." 

" Deceiving ! — do not call it deceiving, it is only sup- 
pressing a fact that would give him pain ; and when he 
can have no suspicion, why give him that pain ? I am 
afraid of nothing now but this timidity of yours — this 
going back. Just before you came in, Clarendon was 
saying how much he admired your truth and candour, 
how much he is oUiged to you^for saving him from end- 
less misery ; he said so to me, that was what made me 
so completely happy. I Baw that it was all right for 
you as well as me, that you had not sunk, that you had 
risen in his esteem.'' 

" But I must sink, Cecilia, in his esteem, and now it 
hangs upon a single point — upon my doing what I can- 
not do." 

Then she repeated what the general had said about 
that perfect openness which he was sure there would 
be in this case between her and Beauclerc. " You see 
what the general expects that I should do." 

"Yes," said Cecilia, and then indeed she looked 
much disturbed. " I am very sorry that this notion of 
your telling Beauclerc came into Clarendon's head — 
very, very sorry, for he will not forget it. And yet, 
after all," continued she, " he will never ask you point 
blank, ' Have you tdd Beauclerc V— and still more im- 
possible that he should ask Beauclerc about it." 

" Ceciha !" said Helen, " if it were only for myself, I 
would say no more ; there is nothing I would not en- 
dure — that I would not sacrifice — even my utmost hap- 
piness." She stopped, and blushed deeply. 

" Oh, my dearest Helen ! do you think I could let 
you ever hazard that ? If I thought there was the least 
chance of injuring you with Granville ! I would do any 
thing — I would throw myself at Clarendon's feet this 
insist." 

" This instant — I wish he was here," cried Helen. 

" Good heavens ! do you ?" cried Lady Cecilia, look- 
ing at the door with terror — she thought she heard his 
step. 
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** Yes, if you would but tell him — O let me call Mm V* 

*' Oh no, no ! Spare me, spare me, I cannot speak 
now. I could not^tter the words ; I should not know 
what words to use. Tell him if you will, I cannot." 

" May I tell him t" said Helen, e^erly. 

" No, no — ^that would be worse ; if anybody tells him 
it must be myself." 

** Then you will now — ^wfaen he comes in V 

" He is coming 1" cried Cecilia. 

General Clarendon came to the doer — it was bolted. 

*' In a few minutes," said Helen. Lady Cecilia did 
not speak, but listened, as in agony, to his receding 
footsteps. 

" In a few minutes, Helen, did you say 1 — ^then there 
is nothing for me now, but to die — L wish I could die— 
I wish I was dead." 

Helen felt she was cruel, she began to doubt her own 
motives ; she thought she had been selfish in urging 
Cecilia too strongly, and going to her kindly, she s^ 

" Take your own time,- my dear Cecilia ; only tell 
him — tell him soon." 

" I will, I will indeed, when I can— but now I am 
quite exhausted." 

** You are indeed," said Helen, " how cruel I hare 
been ! — how pale you are !" 

Lady Ceciha lay down on the sofa, and Helen cov- 
ered her with a soft India shawl, trembling so much her- 
self that she could hardly stand. 

" Thank you, thank you, dear, kind Helen ; tell him I 
am going to sleep, and I am sure I hope I shall." 

Helen closed the shutters — she had now done all she 
could; she feared she had done too much, and as. she 
left the room, she said to herself, " Oh, Lady Dave- 
nant ! if you could see — if you knew what it cost me ?" 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

The overwrought state of Helen's feelings was re 
lieved by a walk with Beauclerc,.not in the dressed part 
of the park, but in what was generally undiscovered 
country : a dingle, a bosky dell, which he had found out 
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bk fais rambles, and which, though so little distant from 
the busy hum of men, had a wonderful air of romantic 
seclusion and stillness — the stillness of evening. It 
was a fine evening, though it was in the very end of 
autumn: the sun had not set; its rich, red light yet 
lingered on the still remaining autiimn tints upon the 
trees. The birds hopped fearlessly from bough to bough, 
as if this sweet spot were all their own. The cattle 
were quietly grazing below, or slowly winding their way 
to the watering-place. 

By degrees, the sounds of evening faded away upoa 
the ear ; a faint chirrup here and there from the few 
birds not yet gone to roost, and now ooLy the humming 
of the flies over the water, were to be heard. 

It was perfect repose, and Beauclerc and Helen sat 
down on the bank to enjoy it together. The sympathy 
of the woman he loved, especially in his enjoyment of 
the beauties of nature, was to Beauclerc an absolute 
pecessary of life. Nor would he have been contented 
(with that show taste for the picturesque which is, as he 
/knew, merely one of a modem young lady's many ac- 
/complishments. Helen's taste was natural, and he was 
glad to feel it so true, and for him here alone expressed 
with such peculiar heightened feeling, as if she had in. 
all nature now a new sense of delight. 

He had brought her here in hopes that she would be 
struck with this spot, not only because it was beautiful 
in itself and his discovery, but because it was like 
another bushy dell and bosky bourne, of which he had 
been from childhood fond, in another place, of which he 
hoped she would soon be mistress. " Soon ! very soon, 
Helen !" he repeated, in a tone which could not be heard 
by her with indifference. 

He said that some of his friends in London told him 
that the report of their intended union had been spread 
everywhere — (by Lady Katrine Hawksby, probably, as 
Cecilia, when Lady Castlefort departed, had confided to 
her, to settle her mind about Beauclerc, that he was 
coming over as Miss Stanley's acknowledged lover). 
And since the report had been so spread, the sooner the 
mapriage took place the better ; at least it was a plea 
which Beauclerc failed not to urge, and Helen's delicacy 
failed not to feel. 

She sighed — she smiled. The day was named, and, 
the moment she consented to be his, nothing could ba 
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thought of but him. Yet, even while he poured oni afi 
his soul — while he enjoyed the satisfaction there is 
in perfect unresenredness of confidence, Helen felt a 
pang mix with her pleasure. She felt there was one 
thing she could not tell him': he who had told hex every 
thing— all his faults and follies. "Oh! why," thought 
she, " why cannot I tell him every thing 1 I, who have 
no secrets of my own — why should I be forced to keep 
the secrets of another 1" 

In confusion, scarcely finished, these ideas came 
across her mind, and she sighed deeply. Beauclerc 
asked why, and she could not teU him! She was 
sUent ; and he did not reiterate the indiscreet question. 
He was smre she thought of Lady Davenant; and he 
now spoke of the regret he felt that she could not be 
present at their marriage, and Lord Davenant too! 
Beauclerc said he had hoped that Lord Davenant, who 
loved Helen as if she were his own daughter, would 
have been the person to act as her father at the cere- 
mony. But the general, his friend and hers, would 
now, Beauclerc said, give her to him, and would, he was 
sure, take pleasure in thus publicly marking his appro* 
bation of his ward's choice. 

They rose, and going on down the path to the river's 
side, they reached a little cove where he had moored 
his boat, and they returned home by water—the moon 
just visible, the air so still ; all so placid, so delightful — 
and Beauclerc. so happy, that she could not but be happy; 
yes — quite happy too. 

They reached the shore just as the lamps were 
lighting in the house. As they went in, they met the 
general, who said, " In good time ;*' and he smiled on 
Helen as she passed. 

" It is all settled," whispered Beauclerc to him ; "• and 
you are to give her away." 

** With pleasure," said the general. 

As Helen went up stairs, she said to herself, ^ I un- 
derstand the general's smile ; he thinks I have followed 
his advice ; he thinks I have told all— and I — ^I can only 
be silent." 

There was a great dinner-party, but the generaLnot 
thinking CecUia quite equal to it, had engaged Mrs. 
Holdernesse, a relation of his own, to do the honours 
of the day. 

Lady Cecilia came into the drawing-room ia thd 
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Civening, but, after paying her compliments to the com 
I>any, she gladly followed the general^s advice, and re- 
tired to the music-room; Helen went with her, and 
fieauclerc followed; Lady Cecilia sat down to play at 
ecart^ with him, and Helen tuned her harp. 

The eeneral came in for a few minutes, he said, to 
escape from two young ladies who had half talked him 
dead about craniology. He stood leaning on the man- 
tel-piece, and looking over the game. 

Lady OecUia wanted counters, and she begged Beau- 
clerc to look for some which she beUeved he would find 
in the drawer of a table that was behind him. Beau^ 
clerc opened the drawer, but no sooner had he done so, 
than) in admiration of something he discovered there, 
he exclaimed, '* Beautifid ! beautiful ! and how like !'^ 

It was the miniature of Helen, and, besides the min- 
iature, further back in the drawer, Lady Cecilia saw — 
how quick is the eye of guilty fear ! — could it be 1 — yes 
— one of the fatal letters — the letter ! Nothing but the 
incture had yet been seen by the general or by Beau- 
clerc: Lady Cecilia stretched behind her husband, 
whose eyes were upon the miniature, and closed the 
drawer. It was all she could do, it was impossible for 
her to reach the letter. 

Beauclerc, holding the picture to the light, repeated, 
"Beautiful! who did iti whom is it for? General, 
look ! do you know it !" 

"Yes, to be sure," replied the general; "Miss Stan-^ 
ley." 

** You have seen it before !" 

** Yes," said the general, coldly. 

•* It is very like, who did it ?" 

** 1 did it," cried Lady Cecilia, who now recovered 
her voice. 

** You, my dear Lady Cecilia ! whom for 1 dor me ? is 
it for me !" 

" For you ? It may be, hereafter, perhaps." 

•* Oh thank you, my dear Lady Cecilia !" cried Beau- 
clerc. 

" If you behave well, perhaps," added she. 

The general heard in his wife's tremulous tone, and saw 
in her half confusion, half attempt at playfulness, only 
an amiable anxiety -to save her friend, and to give her 
time to recover from her dismay. He at once perceived 
that Helen had not followed the course he had suggested; 
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that she had not told Beanclerc, and did not intend tbal 
he should be told the whole truth. The general looked 
extremely grave ; Beauclerc gave a glance round the 
room. 

^* Here is some mystery," said he, now first seeing 
Helen's disconcerted countenance. Then he turned on 
the general a look of eager inquiry. " Some mystery, 
certaii^y," said he, '* with which I am not to be made 
acquainted ?" 

" If there be any mystery," said the general, *• with 
which you are not to be made acquainted, I am neither 
the adviser nor abetter. Neither in jest nor earnest am 
I ever an adviser of mystery." 

While her husband thus spoke, Lady Cecilia made 
another attempt to possess herself of the letter. This 
time she rose decidedly, and, putting aside the little 
ecart^ table which was in her way, pressed forward to 
the drawer, saying something about " counters." Her 
cachemere caught on Helen's harp, and, in her eager 
spring forward, it would have been overset, but that the 
general felt, turned, and caught it. 

" What are you about, my dear Cecilia 1 — ^what do 
you want V 

"Nothing, nothing, thank you, my dear; nothing 
now." 

Then she did not dare to open the drawer, or to let 
him open it, and anxiously drew away his attention by 
pointing to a footstool which she seemed to want. 

" Could not you ask me for it, my dear, without dis- 
turbing yourself 1 What are men made for 1" 

Beauclerc, after a sort of absent effort to join in quest 
of the footstool, had returned eagerly to the picture, and ■ 
looking at it more closely, he saw the letters C. D. 
written in small characters in one comer ; and, just as 
his eye turned to the other corner. Lady Cecilia recol- 
lecting what initials were there, started up and snatched 
it from his hand. 

**0h, Granville!" cried she, "you must not look at 
this picture any more till I have done something to it." 

Beauclerc was trying to catch another look at it, 
when Cecilia cried out, 

" Take it, Helen ! take it !" and she held it up on 
high, but as she held it, though she turned the face 
from him, she forgot, quite forgot that Colonel D'Au- 
foigny had written his name on Uie bad^ of Hue pictore ; 
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mod there it was in distinct characters such as could 
be plainly read at that height, " For Henry D'Aubigny." 
Beauclerc saw and gave one fflance at Helen. He made 
no further attempt to reach the picture. 

Lady Cecilia, not aware of what he had seen, re 
peated, 

"Helen! Helen! why don't you take it t— -now! 
now !" 

Helen could not stir. The general took the picture 
from his wife's hand, gave it to Miss Stanley, without 
looking at her, and said to Lady Cecilia, 

" Pray keep yourself quiet, Cecilia. You have done 
enough, too much, to-day ; sit down," said he, rolling 
her arm-chair close and seating her. " Keep yourself 
quiet, I beg." 

" I beg," in the tone of " I insist." 

She sat down, but catching a view of Beauclerc, was 
alarmed by his aspect — and Helen ! her head was bent 
down behmd the harp. Lady Cecilia did not know yet 
distinctly what had happened. The general pressed 
her to lean back on the cushions which he was piling 
up behind her. Beauclerc made a step towards Helen, 
but, checking himself, he turned to the ecart6 table. 

'* These counters, after all, that we were looking 
for—" 

As he spoke he pulled open the drawer. The general 
with his back to him was standing before Lady Cecilia, 
she could not see what Beauclerc was doing, but she 
heaid the drawer open, and cried out, 

" Not there, Beauclerc ; no counters there — ^you need 
not look there." 

But before she spoke, he had given a sudden pull to 
the drawer, which brought it quite out, and all the con- 
tents fell upon the floor, and there was the fatal letter, 
open, and the words " My dear, too dearHenry^^ instantly 
met his eyes ; he looked no farther, but in that single 
^laiice the writing seemed to him to be Lady Cecilia's, 
and quick his eye turned upon her. She kept perfectly 
quiet, and appeared to him perfectly composed. His 
eye then darted in search of Helen ; she had sunk upon 
a seat behind the harp. Through the harp strings he 
caught a glimpse of her face, all pale — crimsoned it grew 
as he advanced : she rose instantly, took up the letter, 
and, without speaking or looking at any one, tore it to 
pieces. 

^6 
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Beaaclerc stood in motionless astonishment. Lady 
Cecilia breathed again. The general's countenance 
expressed " I interfere no farther." He left the room, 
and BeaHclerc, with6ut another look at Helen, followed 
him. 

For some moments after Lady CeciUa and Helen were . 
left alone, there was a dead silence. Lady Cecilia sat 
with her eyes fixed upon the door through which her 
husband sind Beauclerc had passed. She thought that 
Beauclerc might return ; but when she found that he 
did not, she went to Helen, who had covered her face 
with her hands. 

** My dearest friend," said Lady Cecilia, " thank you ! 
thank you ! — ^you did the best that was possible !" 

" O Cecilia l" exclaimed Helen, " to what have you 
exposed me ?" 

" How did it all happen !" continued Cecilia. " Why 
was not that letter burnt with the rest ] How came it 
there T Can you tell me ?" 

" I do not know," said Helen, ** I cannot recollect." 
But after some effort, she remembered that in the morn- 
ing, while the general had been talking to her, she had 
in her confusion, when she took the packet, laid the 
picture and that letter beside her on the arm of the chair. 
She had, in her hurry of putting the other letters into her 
bag, forgotten this and the picture, and she supposed that 
they had fallen between the chair and the wall, and that 
they had been found and put into the table-drawer by 
one of the servants. 

Helen was hastening out of the room, Cecilia de- 
tained her. 

" Do not go, my dear, for that would look as if you 
were guilty, and you know you are innocent. At the 
first sound of your harp, Beauclerc will return — only 
command yourself for one hour or two." 

" Yes, it will only be for an hour or two," said Helen, 
brightening with hope. " You will tell the general to- 
night. Do you think Granville will come back! Where 
is the harp key ? — ^I dropped it — ^here it is." She begaa 
to tune the harp. 

Crack went one string — and then another. 

** That is lucky," said Lsuiy Cecilia, ** it will give you 
something to do, my love, if the people come in." 

The aid-de-camp entered. " I thought I heard, hxr^ 
strings going," said he. 
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^Several! — ^yes," said Lady Cecilia, standing full in 
his way. 

** Inauspicious sounds for us ! bad omens for my em- 
bassy. — Mrs. HokLernesse sent me." 

*' 1 know," said Lady Cecilia, " and you will have the 
goodness to tell her that Miss Stanley's harp is un- 
strung." 

" Can I be of any use, Miss Stanley 1" said he, moving 
towards the harp. 

" No, no," cried Lady Cecilia, " you are in my service, 
—attend to me." 

*' Dear me. Lady Cecilia ! I did not hear what you 
said." 

" That is what I complain of— hear me now." 

*' I am all attention, I am sure. What are your com* 
mandsl" 

She gave him as many as his head could hold. A long 
message to Mrs. Holdemesse, and to Miss Holdemesse, 
and Miss Anna a^ut their music-books, which had been 
left in the carriage, and were to be sent for, and duets 
to be played, and glees, for the major and Lady Anne 
Ruthven. 

"Good Heavens! I cannot remember any more," 
cried the aid-de-camp. 

" Then go off, and say and do all that before you come 
back again," said Lady Cecilia. 

«* What amazing presence of mind you have 1" said 
Helen. "How can you say so much and think of 
every thing?" 

The aid-de-camp performed all her behests to admi- 
ration, and was rewarded by promotion to the high 
office of turner-over general of the leaves of the music 
books, an office requiring, as her ladyship remarked to 
Miss Holdemesse, prompt eye and ear, and all his dis- 
tinguished gallantry. By such compliments she fixed 
him to the piano-forte, while his curiosity and all his 
feelings, being subordinate to his vanity, were prevented 
from straying to Miss Stanley and her harp-stringing, a 
work still doing — still to do. 

All the arrangements succeeded as Lady Cecilia's ar- 
rangements usually did. Helen heard the eternal buzz 
of conversation and the clang of instruments, and then 
the harmony of music, all as in a dream, or as at the 
theatre, when the thoughts are absent or the feelings 
preoccupied ; and in this dreamy state she performed 
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and when she was at last called upon by Cecilia, whv 
gave her due notice and time, she sat and played auto- 
matically, without soul or spirit — but so do so many 
others. It passed ^ charmingly,^ tiU a door softly opened 
behind her, and she saw the shadow on the waU, and 
some one stood, and passed from behind her. There 
was an end to her i^ymg ; however, from her just dread 
of making a scene, she commanded herself so power- 
liilly, that, except her timidity, nothing was observed 
by the company, and that timidity was pitied by the 
goodnatured Mrs. HoMemesse, who said to her daugh- 
ter, " Anne, we must not press Miss Stanley any more ; . 
she, who is always so obliging, is tired now." She 
then made way for Helen to pass, who, thanking her 
with such a look as might be given for a life saved, 
quitted the harp, and the crowd, closing behind her, hap- 
pily thought of her no more. She retreated to the 
darkest part of the room, and sat down. She did not 
dare to look towards what she most wished to see. Her 
eyes were fixed upon the face of the young lady sing- 
ing, and yet she saw not one feature of that face, while 
she knew, without looking, or seeming to look, exactly 
where Beauclerc stood. He had stationed himself in a 
doorway into the drawing-room; there, leaning back 
against the wall, he stood, and never stirred. Helen 
was so anxious to get one dear view of the expression 
of his countenance, that at last she ventured to move a 
little, and from behind the broad back of a great man 
she looked: Bcauclerc's eyes met hers. How different 
from their expression when they were sitting on the 
bank together but a few short hours before ! He left 
the doorway instantly, and placed himself where Helen 
could see him no more. 

Of all the rest of what passed this evening she knew 
nothing ; she felt only a sort of astonishment at every- 
body's gayety, and a sense of the time being intolerably 
long. She thought that all these people never would go 
away — that their carriages never would be announc^. 
But before it came to that time. General Clarendon in- 
sisted upon Lady Cecilia's retiring. " 1 must," said he, 
** play the tyrant, Cecilia ; you have done too much to- 
day — Mrs. Holdemesse shall hold your place." 

He carried Cecilia off, and Helen thought, or fancied, 
that he looked about for her^ Glad to escape, she f(A* « 



o 



HELEN. 9) 

lowed close behind. The general did not offer his arm, 
or appear to notice her. When she came to the ^oor 
leading to the staircase, there was Beauclerc, standing 
with folded arms, as in the music-room : he just bowed 
his head and wished Lady Cecilia a good night, and 
waited, without a word, for Helen to pass, or not to 
pass, as she thought fit. She saw by his look that he 
expected explanation ; but, till she knew what OeciUa 
meant to do, how could she explain ? To sayliothing-^ 
to bear to be suspected, — was all she eould do, without 
betraying her friend. That would betray — that thought 
ruled her. She passed him : " Good night" she could 
not then say. He bowed as she passed, and she hesffd 
no " Good night" — ^no sound. Arid there was the gen- 
eral in the hsdl to be passed also, before she could reach 
the staircase up which Cecilia was going. When he 
saw Helen, with a look of surprise — as it seemed to her, 
of disapproving surprise — ^he said, " Are you gone, Miss 
Stanley!" 

The look, the tone, struck cold to her heart. He 
continued — " Though I drove Cecilia away, 1 did not 
mean to drive you away too ; it is early." 

" ^? it ? I thought it was very late." 

•* Vo • -and if you can, I hope you will return." There 
was nnraning in his eye, which she well understood. 

•• 'inank you," said she ; " if 1 can, certainly — " 

** 1 hope you can and will." 

** Oh r thank you ; but I must first — " see Cecilia, she 
was going to say, but afraid of implicating her, she 
changed the sentence to — " I must first consider—" 

'* Consider ! what the devil !" thought he, and his 
countenance was instantly angrily suited to the thought 

Helen hesitated. 

*' Do not let me detain — distress you farther, Miss 
Stanley, unavailingly ; and since I shall not have the 

Eleasure of seeing you again this evening," concluded 
e, in a constrained voice, " 1 have the honour to wisfe 
you a good niffht." 
He returned to the music-room. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

Hnm instantly went to Cecilia's room ; Felicie-was 
with her. Helen expected Lady Cecilia would dismiss 
her instantly; hot mademoiselle Was chattering. Helen 
had sometimes thoug[ht Cecilia let her talk too mach, 
but to-night it was insufferable. Helen was too im- 
patient, too anxious to bear it. ^ Cecilia, my dear, I 
want to speak to you alone, as soon as you can, in my 
own room.** 

*' As soon as possible," Cecilia answered in a yoice 
not natural. And she came, but not as soon as possible 
— shut the door behind her, showing that she had not 
dismissed Felicie, and with hair dishevelled, as if hast- 
ening back to her room, said, ** I am in a hurry ; the 
general ordered me to make haste, and not to be an hour 
undressing." 

'* I will not keep you a moment," said Helen. " I am 
in as great a hurry as you can be. Beauclerc is waiting 
for me." 

•* Waiting for yqu at this time of night ! Oh ! my 
dear, he cannot be standing there with his arms folded 
an this time." 

Helen repeated what the general had sadd, and ended 
with, " I am determined to return." 

'* No, no," Lady Cecilia said ; the general could not 
advise her going back at this time of night. And with 
rapidit3r and oonfusion, she poured out a multitude of 
dissuasive arguments, some contradicting the others. 

" At this time of night ! The world is not gone, and 
Beauclerc is in the midst of them by this time, you may 
be sure. You don't think he is standing alone there all 
this time. You could not speak to him before all the 
world — don't attempt'it. You would only expose your- 
self. You would make a scene at last— undo all, 
and come to disgrace, and ruin me and yourself. I 
know you would, Helen. And if you were to send for 
him — into the library--— alone ! the servants would know 
it — and the company gone ! And i^er adl, for you my 
dear, to make the first advance to reconciliation 1 If he 
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_ v—I don't think that would be quite — dignified* 
quite^like you, Helen." 

'* The general thinks it right, and I am sure he would 
not advise any thing improper — ^undignified. It does 
not signify, Cecilia, I am determined — I will go." 
TVembling she grew absolutely desperate from fear. 

" I am afraid you have forgot your promise, Cecilia ; 
you said that if I could bear it for one hour, it would be 
over. Did not you promise me that, if any difficulty 
came between me and — ^" She stopped short. She had 
felt indignant ; but when she looked at Cecilia wad saw 
her tears, she could not go on. 

" Oh, Helen!" cried Cecilia, ** I do not ask you to pity 
me. You cannot know what I suffer — ^you are in- 
nocent — and I have done so wrong ! You cannot pity 
me.*' 

" I do, I do," cried Helen, " from the bottom of my 
heart. Only trust me, dear Cecilia ; let me go down—" 

Lady Cecilia sprang between her and the door. 
^ Heai^ me ! hear me, Helen ! Do not go to-night, wd 
cost what it will — cost me what it may, since it has 
come to this between you, I will confess all this night — 
I will tell all to the general, and clear you with him and 
with Granville. What more can you ask 1 — ^what more 
can I do, Helen 1 And will you go 1" 

** No, no, my dear Cecilia. Since you promise me 
this, I will not go now." 

^ Be satisfied then and rest — for me there is no rest ;" 
so saving, Cecilia slowly left the room. 

Helen could not sleep — this was the secgnd wretched 
night she had passed in tliat most miserable of all unr 
certainty — whether she was right or wrong. 

In the morning, to Helen's astonishment, Cecilia^s 
first words were about a dream — " Oh, my dear Helen ! 
I have had such a dream ! I doiiot usually mind dreams 
in the least, but I must own to you that this has made an 
impression ! My dear, I can hardly tell it ; I can scarcely 
bear to think of it. I thought that Clarendon and 
1 were sittina; together, and my hand was on his 
shoulder; and I had woiked myself up — I was just 
going to speak. He was winding up his watch, and I 
leaned forward to see his face better. He looked up — 
and it was not him ; it was Colonel D^Aubigny come to 
life. The door opened. Clarendon appeared — ^his eyes 
were upon me ; but I do not know what came afterward ; 
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all was confusion and fighting. And then I was with 
that nurse my mother recommended, and an infant in 
her arms. I was going to talce the child when Claren- 
don snatched it, and threw it into the flames. Oh ! I 
awoke with a scream !" 

" How glad you must have been," said Helen, " to 
awake and find it was only a dream !" 

" But when I screamed," continued Cecilia, " Claren- 
don started up, and asked if I was in pain. * Not of 
body,' 1 said ; — and then — oh, Helen ! then 1 thought I 
would begin. * Not of body,' I said, * but of mind ;' then 
I added, 'I was thinking of Helen and Beauclerc' 
Clarendon said, ' So was 1 ; but there is no use in think- 
ing of it ; we can do no good.' — • Then,' I said, *isuppo|8e, 
Clarendon — only suppose thai Helen, without spying 
any thing, were to let this matter pass off with Beau- 
clerc V — Clarendon answered, * It would not pass off" . 
with Beauclerc' — * But,' said I, * I do not mean without 
any explanation at all. Only suppose that Helen did 
not enter into any particulars, do not you think. Claren- 
don, that things would go on well enough V — * No,' he 
said, decidedly, *no.' — ^'Do you mean,' said I, *that 
things woidd not go on at all V — * I do not say, not at all,' 
he answered ; *but well they would not go on.' " 

" I am sure the general is right," said Helen. 

"Then," continued Lady CeciUa, "then I put the 
question differently. I wanted to feel my way, to try 
whether I could possibly venture upon my own confes- 
sion. * Consider it this way, Clarendon,' I said. * Take 
it for granted that Helen did somehow arrange that 
Beauclerc were to be satisfied without any formal ex- 
planation.' — * Formal !' said he. * I will not say formal,' 
said I ; ^ but without a JvJl explanation : in short, sup- 
pose that from mere timidity, Helen could not, did not 
exactly tell him the whole before marriage— put it off 
till afterward — then told him all candidly; do you think, 
Clarendon, that if you were in Beauclerc's place (I 
quite stammered when I came to this) — do you think 
you could pardon, or forgive, or esteem, or love,' I in- 
tended to end with, but he interrupted me with — * I do 
not know,' very shortly ; and added, • I hope this is not 
what Miss Stanley intends to do V " 

" Oh ! what did you answer ?" cried Helen. 

" I said 1 did not know. My dear Helen, it was the 
only thing I could say. What would Clarendon have^ 
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thought, after all my supposes, if I had said any thing 
else % he must have seen the truth." 

" And that he is not to see," said Helen : " and how 
false he must think me !" 

" No, no ; for I told him," continued Lady Cecilia, 
" that I was sure you wished always to tell the whole 
truth ahont every thing, but that there might be circum- 
stances where you really could not ; and where I, know- 
ing all the circumstances, could not advise it. He said, 
* Ceciha, I desire you will not advise or interfere any 
farther in this matter. Promise me, Cecilia !' He spoke 
sternly, and I promised as fast as I could. * Do nothing, 
say nothing more about it,' he repeated ; and now, after 
that, could I go on, Helen?" 

**Ntf, indeed; I do not think you could. My dear 
Cecilia, 1 really t\ank you could not," said Helen, much 
moved. ^ 

"And do you forgive me, my dear, good — " But 
seeing Helen change colour. Lady Cecilia following her 
eye, and looking out of the window, started up, ex- 
claiming, "There is Beauclerc! I see him in my 
mother's wjdk. I will go to him this minute ; yes, I 
will trust him — I will tell him all instantly." 

Helen caught hold of her, and stopped her. Sur- 
prised, Cecilia said, " Do not stop me. I may never 
have the courage again if stopped now. Do not stop 
me, Helen." 

"I must, Cecilia. General Clarendon desired you 
not to interfere in the matter." 

" But this is not interfering, only interposing to pre- 
vent mischief." 

** But, Cecilia," continued Helen, eagerly, " another 
reason has just struck me." 

" I wish reasons would not stride you. Let me go. 
Oh, Helen! it is for you." 

" And it is for you I speak, Cecilia," said Helen, as 
fast as she coiUd. " If you told Beauclerc, you never 
could afterward tell the general; it would be a new 
difficulty. You know the general could never endure 
your having confessed this to any man but himself — 
trusted Beauclerc rather than your husband." 

Cecilia stopped, and stood silent. 

" My dear Cecilia," continued Helen, " you must leave 
me to my own judgment now ;" and, breaking from 
Cecilia, she left the room. She hurried out to meet 
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Beauclerc. He stopped on seeing her, and then came 
forward with an air of evident dehberation. 

" Do you wish to speak to me, Miss Stanley V 

" Miss Stanley !" cried Helen ; " is it come to this, 
and without hearing me !" 

" Without hearing you, Helen ! Was not I ready last 
night to hear you ? Without hearing you ! Have not 
you kept me in torture, the worst of tortures — sus- 
pense 1 Why did not you speak to me last night 1" 

"I could not" 

"Why, why?' 

" i cannot tell you," said she. 

** Then I can tell you, Helen." 

"You can!" 

" And will, Helen, you coidd not speak to me till 
you had consulted — arranged — settled what was to be 
said — what not to be said — what told — what left untold." 

Between each half sentence he darted looks at her 
defying hers to contradict — and she could not contradict 
by word or look. " You could not speak," continued he, 
passionately, " till you had well determined what was to 
be told — ^what left untold to me ! To me, Helen, your 
confiding — devoted — accepted lover ! for 1 protest before 
Heaven, had I knelt at the altar with you, Helen Stan- 
ley, not more yours, not more mine could I have deemed 
you — not more secure of your love and truth — your 
truth, for what is love without it ! — not more secure of 
perfect felicity could I have been on earth than 1 was 
when we two sat together but yesterday evening on 
that bank. Your words — ^your looks — and still your 
looks — But what signify tears ! — Tears, women's tears ! 
Oh ! what is woman ! — and what is man that believes in 
her 1 — weaker still !" 

" Hear me ! — hear me .^' 

" Hear you 1— 'No, Helen, do not now ask me to hear 
you. Do not force me to hear you. Do not debase, 
do not sully, that perfect image of truth. Do not sink 
' yourself, Helen, from that height at which it was my 
entranced felicity to see you. Leave me one blessed, 
one sacred illusion. No," cried he, with increasing ve- 
hemence, " say nothing of all you have prepared — ^not 
one arranged word conned over in your midnight and 
your morning consultations," pointing back to the win- 
dow of her dressing-room, where he had seen her and 
Lady Cecilia. 
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" You saw," H^len began — 

" Yes.— Am I blind, think you ? — I wish I were. — 
Oh ! that I could be again the beliering, fond^ happy 
dupe I was but yesterday evening !" 

"Dupe!" repeated Helen. "But pour out all — all, 
dear Granville. Think — say — ^what you will — ^reproach 
— abuse me as you please. It is a relief— take it — ^for I 
have none to give." 

" None !" cried he, his tone suddenly changing ; " no 
relief to give ! — What ! have you nothing to say 1 — No 
explanation 1 — Why speak to me then at all 1" 

" To tell you so at once — to end your suspense — to 
tell you that I cannot explain. The midnight consulta- 
tion and the morning were not to prepare for you ex- 
cuse or apology, but to decide whether I could tell you 
the whole ; and since that cannot be, I determined not 
to enter into any explanation. I am glad that you do 
not wish to hear any." 

" Answer me one question," said he : — ** that picture 
— did you give it to Colonel D'Aubigny ?" 

"No. That is a question 1 can answer. Nt>— he 
stole it from Cecilia's portfolio. Ask me no more." 

** One question more — " 

"No, not one more — ^I cannot tell you any thing 
more." 

She was silent for a moment ; he withdrew his eyes, 
and she went on. 

" Granville ! 1 must now put your love and esteem 
for me to the test. If that love be what I believe it to 
be ; if your confidence in me is what I think it ought to 
be, I am now going to try it. There is a mystery which 
I cannot explain. I tell you this ; and yet I expect you 
to believe that I am innocent of any thing wrong but 
the concealment. There are circumstances which I can- 
not tell you." 

"But why!" interrupted Beauclerc. "Ought there 
to be any circumstances which cannot be told to the 
man to whom you have plighted your faith ? Away 
with this * cannot,'— this mystery ! Did not 1 tell you 
every folly of my life— every fault 1 And what is this 1 
— ^in itself, nothing! — concealment every thing — Oh! 
Helen—" 

She was going to say, " If it concerned only myself," 
— but that would- at once betray Cecilia, and she went 
on. — " If it were in my opinion right to tell it to you, I 
E2 
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would. On this point, Granville, lea^ve me to judge and 
act for myself. This is the test to which 1 put your 
love— put mine to any test you will, but if jrour confi- 
dence in me is not sufficient to endure this trial, we can 
never be happy together." 

She spoke very low; but Beauclerc listened with 
such intensity that he could not only distinguish every 
syllable she said, but could distinctly hear the beating 
of her heart, which throbbed violently, in spite of aU 
her efforts to be calm. 

" Can you trust me ?" concluded she. 

" I can," cried he. " I can — I do ! By Heaven 1 do ! 
I think you an angel, and legions of devils could not 
convince me of the contrary. 1 trust your word— I 
trust that heavenly countenance — I trust entirely — ^" « 

He offered, and she took his offered hand. 

" I trust entirely. Not one question more shall I ask 
—not a suspicion shall I have ; you put me to the test, 
you shall find me stand it." 

. " Can you V said she ; " you know how much I ask. 
I acknowledge a mystery, and yet 1 ask you to believe 
that I am not wrong." 

" I know," said he ; " you shall see." And, both in 
happiness once more, they returned to the house. 

** 1 love her a thousand times better than ever," thought 
Beauclerc, ** for the independence of mind she shows in 
thus braving my opinion, daring to set all upon the cast 
— something noble in this ! I am to form my own judg- 
ment of her, and I will, independently of what any othei 
human being may say or think. The general, with his 
strict, narrow, Conventional notions, has not an idea of 
the ^nd of woman I like, or of what Helen really is. 
He sees in Helen only the discreet proper-behaved 
young lady, adapted, so nicely adapted, to her place in 
society, to niche and noXch in, and to be of no sort of 
value out of it. Give me a being able to stand alone, to 
think and feel, decide and act, for herself. Were 
Helen only what the general thinks her, she would not 
be for me ; while she is what I think her, 1 love — ^I 
adore!" And when Tie saw his guardian, Beauclerc 
declared that, though Helen had entered into no explana- 
tions, he was perfectly satisfied. 

The general answered, ** I am glad you are satisfied.^ 

Beauclerc perceived that the general was not ; ai^ 
in spite of all that he had just been saying to himself. 
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this provoked and disgusted him. His theory of his own 
mind, if not qoite false, was still a little at variance with 
his practice. His guardian's opinion swayed him power* 
fidly, whenever he believed that it was not designed to 
influence him ; when the opinion was repressed, he 
coidd not rest without drawing it out. '^Then, you 
think, general," said he, *' that some explanation oiu^ht 
to have been made V 

"No matter what I think, Granville, the affair is 
yours. If you are satisfied, that is all that is neces- 
sary." 

Then even, because left on their •own point of sus- 
pension to vibrate freely, the diamond- scales of Beau- 
clerc's mind began to move, from some nice, unseen 
#cause of variation. " But," said he, " General Claren- 
don, no one can judge without knowing facts." 

^ So I apprehend," said the general. 

" I may be of too easy faith," replied Beauclerc.— 
[No reply.] " This is a point of honour." — [No denial.] 
** My dear general, if there be any thing which weighs 
with you, and whidh you know and I do not, I think, as 
my friend and my guardian, you ought to tell it to me." 

" Pardon me," said the general, turning away from 
Beauclerc as he spoke, and striking first one heel of his 
boot against the scraper at the hall-door, then the other 
— " pardon me, Granville, I cannot admit you to be a 
better judge than I am myself of what I ought to do or 
not to do." 

The tone was dry and proud, but Beauclerc's provoked 
imagination conceived it to be also mysterious; the 
scales of his mind vibrated again, but he had said he 
.woidd trust — ^trust entirely, and he would : yet he coidd 
not succeed in banishing aU doubt till an idea started 
into his head — "That writing was Lady Cecilia's ! I 
thought so at the first moment, and I let it go again. It 
Is hers, and Helen is keeping her secret : — but could 
Lady Cecilia be so ungenerous — so treacherous V* 
However, he had declared he would ask no questions ; 
he was a man of honour, and he would ask none — none 
even of himself— a resolution which he found it sur- 
prisingly easy to keep when the doubt concerned only 
Lady Cecilia. Whenever the thought crossed his mind, 
he said to himself, " I will ask nothing— suspect nobody ; 
but if it is Lady Cecilia's affair, it is all the more gener* 
ous in Helen." And so, secure in this explanation. 
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though he never allowed to himself that he admitted it, 
his trust in Helen was easy and complete, his passion 
for her increased every hour. 

But Lady Cecilia was disturbed even by the perfect 
confidence and happiness of Beauclerc^s manner towards 
Helen. She could not but fear that he had guessed the 
tnUh; and it' seemed as if every thing which happened 
tended to confirm him in his suspicions : fon/whenever 
the mind is strongly interested on any subject, some- 
thing alluding to it seems wonderfully, yet accidentally, 
to occur in every' thing that we read or hear in common 
conversation^/Ctnd «o it now happened ; things were con- 
tinually saia by persons wholly unconcerned, which 
seemed to bear upon her secret. Lady Cecilia frequently 
felt this with pangs of shame, remorse, ai^d confusion ^ 
and, though Beauclerc did not watch, or play the spy 
upon her countenance, he could not help sometimes 
observing the flitting colour — ^the guilty changes of 
countenance — the assumed composure: but soon she 
either perceived that his attention was directed towards 
her, or by practice she had acquired more self-command, 
for scarcely had he settled his conviction, when it was 
shaken by different appearances. Lady Cecilia's looks 
were now, when any dangerous allusions occurred, 
directed towards Helen, so as to turn Beauclerc's sus- 
picions from herself: that mind, once so artless, bpgan 
to be degraded — her spirits sank ; she felt that she/" had 
lost.the sunshine of a soul without a mystery Vy' 

The day fixed for the marriage approached; Lady 
Cecilia had undertaken the superintendence of the 
trousseau, and Felicie was in anxious expectation of its 
arrival. Helen had written to the Collingwoods to 
announce the intended event, asking for the good 
Bishop's sanction, as her guardian, and regretting that 
he could not perform the ceremony. 'She had received 
from Lady Davenant a few lines, written just before she 
sailed, warm with all the enthusiasm of her ardent heart, 
and full of expectation that Helen's lot would be one of 
the happiest this world could afford. 

All seemed indeed to smile upon her prospects, and 
the only clouds which dimmed the sunshine were 
Cecilia's insincerity, and her feeling that the general 
thought her acting unhandsomely and unwisely towards 
his ward; but she consoled herself with the thought^ 
that he could not judge of what he did not know, that 
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she did not deserve his displeasure, that Granville was 
satisfied, and if he was, why should not General Claren- 
don be so too? 

Much more serious, however, was the pain ishe felt on 
Cecilia's account. She reproached herself with betray- 
ing the trust Lady Davenant had reposed in her. That 
dreadful prophecy seemed now accomplishing : CeciUa's 
natural generosify, that for which Helen had ever most 
loved and admired her, the brightest, fairest parts of her 
character, seemed failing now ; what could be more 
selfish than Cecilia's present condugt to wards, herself, 
more treacherous to her noble-minded, her confiding 
husband ! The openness, the perfect unreserve between 
the two friends was no longer what it had been. Helen, 
however, felt the constraint between them the less as 
she was almost constantly with Beauclerc, and in her 
young happiness she hoped all would be right. CeciUa 
would tell the general, and they would be as intimate, 
as affectionate as they had ever been. 

One morning General Clarendon, stopping Cecilia as 
she was coming down to breakfast, announced that he 
was obliged to set off instantly for London, on business 
which could not be delayed, and that she must settle 
with Miss Stanley whether they would accompany him 
or remain at Clarendon Park. He did not know, he said, 
how long he might be detained. 

Cecilia was astonished, and excessively curious ; she 
tried her utmost address to discover what was the nature 
of his business, in vain. All that remained was to do as 
he required without more words. He left the room, 
and Cecilia decided at once that they had better accom- 
pany him. She dreaded some delay ; she thought that, 
if the general went alone to town, he might be detained. 
Heaven knows how long, and though the marriage must 
be postponed at all events, yet if they went with the 
general, the ceremony might be performed in town as 
well as at Clarendon Park ; and she with some difficulty 
convinced Helen of this, i^auclerc feared nothing but 
delay.* They were to- go. Lady Cecilia announced 
their decision to the general, who immediately set off, 
5ind the others in a few hours followed him. 
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' CHAPTER XXXV. 

** In my 3roatfa,and throfugh the prime of manhood, I nerer entered 
London without feelings of hope and pleasure. It was to me the 
grand theatre of intellectual activity, tne field for every species of 
enterprise and exertion, the metropolis of the world, of business, 
thought, and action. aThere I was sure to find fidends and com- 
panions, to hear the voice of encouragement and praise. There 
society of the most refined sort offered daily'its banquets to the mind, 
and hew objects of interest and ambition were constantly exciting 
attention either in politics, literature, or science.** 

These fedings, so well described by a man of genius, 
have probably been felt more or less by most youne 
men who have within them any consciousness of taleni, 
or any of that enthusiasm, that eager desire to have or 
to give sympathy, which, especially in youth, character- 
izes noble natures. 

But after even one or two seasons in a great metropo- 
lis, these feelings often change long before they are 
altered by age. Granville Beauclerc had already per- 
suaded himself that he now detested, as much as he 
had at first been delighted with, a London hfe. 

From his metaphysical habits of mind, and from the 
sensibility of his temper, he had been too soon dis- 
gusted by that sort of general politeness which, as he 
said, takes up the time and place of real friendshii) ; and 
as for the intellectual pleasures, they were, he said, too 
superficial for him ; and his notions of independence, 
too, were at this time quite incompatible with the con- 
ventional life of a great capital. His present wish was 
to live all the year round in the country with the woman 
he loved, and in the society of a few chosen friends. 

Helen quite agreed with him in his taste for the 
country ; she had scarcelj^ver known any othar life, 
and yet had always been happy ; and whatever youthful 
curiosity had been awakened in her mind as to the 
pleasures of London, was now absorbed by stronger 
and more tender feelings. Her fate in life, she felt, 
was fixed, and wherever the man she loved wished to 
reside, that, she felt, must be her choice. With these 
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Idlings they arrived at General Clarendon's delightful 
house in town. 

Helen's apartment, .and Oecilia% were on different 
floors, and had no communication with each other. 
It was of little consequence, as their stay/ in town was 
to be but short, — ^yet Helen could not help observing 
that Ceciha did not express any regret at it, as formerly 
she would have done ; it seemed a symptom of declin- 
ing affection, of which every the slightest indication 
was marked and keenly felt by Helen — the more so, 
because she had anticipated that such must be the con- 
sequence of all that had passed between them, and there 
was now no remedy. 

Among the first morning visiters admitted were Lady 
Castlefort and Lady Katrine Hawksby. They did not, 
as it struck Cecilia, seem surprised to see that Miss 
Stanley was Miss Stanley still, though the day for the 
marriage had been announced in all the papers as fixed ; 
but they did seem now full of curiosity to know how it 
had come to pass, and there was rather too appfllent a 
hope that something was going wrong. Their first in- 
quisitive look was met by Lady Cecilia's careless glance 
in reply, which said better than words could express. 

" Nothing the matter, do not flatter yourselves." 

Then her expertness at general answers which give 
no information, completely baffled the two curious iul- 
pertinents. They could only learn that tie day for the 
marriage was not fixed, that it could not be definitely 
named till some business should be settled by the gen- 
eral. 

Law business they supposed, of course. 

Lady Cecilia " knew nothing about it. Lawyers are 
such provoking wretches, with their fast bind fast find. 
Such an unconscionable length ^f Cime as they do take 
for their parchment doings, heeding nought of that little 
impatient flapper Cupid." 

Certain that Lady Cecilia was only playing with their 
curiosity, — yet, unable to circumvent her. Lady Katrine 
changed the conversation, and Lady Castlefort preferred 
a prayer, which was, she said, the chief object of heir 
visit, that Lady Cecilia and Miss Stanley would come 
to hir on Monday ; she was to have a few friends — a 
very small party, and independently of the pleasure she 
should have in seeing them, it would be advantageous 
perhaps to Miss Stanley, as Lady Castlefort, in her soft- 
E3 
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est voice, added, " For froM the marriage being post* 
poned even for a few days, people might talk, smd Mr. 
Beaaclerc, and Miss Stsoley ajqf>earing together wocdd 
prevent anybody's thinking there was any little— 
Kotliing so proper now as for a yomig lady to ^pear 
with her futur; so I shall expect you, my dear Ce4nlia, 
and Miss Stanley," — and so sa3ring,she departed. 

Helen's objections were all overruled, and when the 
engagement was made known to Beauclerc, he shrugged, 
and shrank, and submitted ; observing, '' that all men, 
and all women, must from themoment they come within 
the precincts of London life^ve up their time and their 
will to an imaginary nec^sit}^ of going when we do 
not like it, where we do not wish, to see those whom 
we have no desire to see, and who do qpt care if they 
were never to see us a^in, except for the sake of theur 
own reputation of playmg well their own parts in the 
grand farce of mock civility."^^^ 

Helen was sorry to have joined in making an engs^e- 
mentor him which he seemed so much to dislike. But 
Lady Cecilia, laughing, maintained that half his reluc* 
tance was affectation, and the other half a lover-like 
spirit of monopoly, in which he should not be indulged, 
and instead of pretending "to be indifferent to what the 
world might think, he ought to be proud to show Helen 
a& a proof of his taste. 

In dressing Helen this night, Felicie, excited by her 
lady's exhortations, displayed her utmost skill. Ma- 
demoiselle Felicie had a certain petite melaphysiaue de 
toilette^ of which she wafe justly vain. She could talk, 
and as much to the purpose as most people, of " le genre 
classique" and " le genre romantique," of the different 
styles of dress that suit different styles of face ; and 
while **she worked and wondered at the work she 
made," she threw outirom time to time her ideas on 
the subject to form the taste of Helen's little maid. 
Rose, Who, in mute attention, held the light and assid- 
uously presented pins. 

" ^fot your pin so fast one after de other. Miss Rose 
^Tenez ! tenez !" cried mademoiselle. " You tink in 
England alway too much of your pin in your dress, too 
little of our taste — ^too little of our elegance, too much 
of your what you call tidiness, or God know what ! But 
never you mind dat so much, Miss Rose ; and you not 
prim up your little mouth, but listen to me. Never you 
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put in one pin before you ask yourself, Miss Rose, whtt 
for 1 do it 1 In every toilette that has taste •there is 
abore all — ienez — ^a character — a sentiment to be sup- 
port; suppose your lady is to be superbe, or she will 
rather be elegante, or charmante, or interessante, or 
distingu^e — ^well, dat is all ver' well, and you dress to 
tiiat id^e, one or oder — ^well, very well— but none of 
your wat you call odd. No, no, never, Miss Rose — that 
IS not style noble ; 'twill oidy become de petit minois or 
your English originale. I wash my hand of dat 
always." 

The toilette superbe Mademoiselle held to be the 
easiest of all those which she had named with favour — 
it maybe accomplished by any common hands; but 
head is requisite to reach the toilette distingu^e. The 
toilette superbe requires only cost — a toilette distingu^e 
demands care. 

There was a happiness as well as care in Felicie's 
genius for dress, which, ever keeping the heigbt of 
fashion in view, never lost sight of nature, a<||ptinff, 
selecting, combining to form a perfect whole, in which 
art itself concealed appeared only, as she expressed it, 
in the sublime of simplicity. In the midst of all her 
talking, however, she went on with the essenti2Q4)usi- 
ness, and as she finished, pronounced ** Pr^cepte com- 
mence, exemple achdve." 

When they arrived at Lady Castlefort's, Lady Cecilia 
was surprised to find a line of carriages, and noise, and 
crowds of footmen. How was this ? She had under- 
stood that it was to be one of those really small parties, 
those select reunions of some few of the high and 
mighty families who chance to be in town before Christ- 
mas — ** But how is this 1" Lady Cecilia repeated to her- 
self, as she entered the hall, amazed to find it blazing 
with light, a crowd on the stairs, and in the ante-room 
a crowd, as she soon felt, of ai^ unusual sort. It was 
not the soft crush of aristocracy, — they found hard un- 
accustomed citizen elbows — strange round-shouldered, 
square-backed men and women, so over-dressed, so 
bejewelled, so coarse — shocking to see; impossible to 
avoid ; not one figure, one face. Lady Cecilia had ever 
seen before ; till at last, from the midst of the throng 
emerged a fair form — a being, as it seemed, of other 
mould, certainly of different oaste. It was one of Ce- 
cilia's former mtimates— Lady Emily GreviUe, whom 
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she had not seen since her return from abroad. Joy- 
fully they met, and stopped and talked ; she was hasten- 
ing away, Lady Emily said, " After having been an hour 
on duty ; Lady Castlefort had made it a point with her 
to stay after dmner, she had dined there, and had staid, 
and now guard was relieved." 

•* But who are all these people t What is all this, my 
dear Lady Emily ?" asked Cecilia. 

** Do not you know ? Louisa has trapped you into 
coming, then, to-night, without telling you how it is V 

" Not a word did she tell me, I expected to meet only 
our own world." 

" A very different world you perceive this ! A sort of 
farce this is to the * Double Distress,' a comedy ; — in 
short, one of Lord Castlefort's brothers is going to 
stand for the city, and citizens and citoyennes must be 
propitiated. When an election is in the case bH other 
things give place ; and, besides, he has just married the 
daughter of some amazing merchant, worth I don't know 
how^any plums ; so le petit bossu, who is proud of his 
brother, for he is reckoned the genius of the family ! 
made it a point with Louisa to do this. She put up her 
eyebrows, and stood out as long as she could, but Lord 
Casflefort had his way, for he holds the purse, you 
know, — and so she was forced to make a party for these 
Groths and VanSals, and of course she thought it best to 
do it directly, out of season, you know, when nobody 
will see it — and she consulted me whether it should be 
large or small ; I advised a large party, by all means, as 
crowded as possible." 

" Yes, yes, I understand," said Cecilia ; " to hide the 
shame in the multitude : vastly well, very fair all this, 
except the trapping us into it, who have nothing to do 
with it." 

"Nothing to do. with it! pardon me," cried Lady 
Emily, " It could n^ have been done without us. 
Entrapping us ! — do not you understand that we are the 
baits to the traps ? Bringing those animals here, wild 
beasts or tame, only to meet one another, would have 
been * doing business no how.' We are what they are 
* come for to see,' or to- have it to say that they have 
seen the Exclusives, Exquisites, or Transcendentals, or 
whatever else they call us." 

" Lady Emily Greville's carriage !" was now called in 
the ante-room. 
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" I must go, but first make me known to your friend 
Miss Stanley, you see I know her by instinct;" but 
•* Lady Emily Greville's carriage !" now resounded re- 
iteratedly, and gentlemen with cloaks stood waiting, 
and as she put hers on, Lady Emily stooped forward 
and whispered, 

'* I do not believe one word of what they say of her,** 
and she was off, and Lady Cecilia stood for an instant 
looking after her, and considering what she could mean 
by those last words. Concluding, however, that she 
had not heard aright, or had missed some intervening 
name, and that these words, in short, could not possibly 
sq)ply to Helen, Lady Cecilia turned to her, they re- 
sumed their way onward, and at length they reached 
the grand reception-room. 

In the middle of that brilliantly hghted saloon, imme- 
diately under the centre chandelier, was ample verge 
and space enough reserved for the ^lite of the world ; 
circle it was not, nor square, nor form regularly denned, 
yet the bounds were guarded. There was no way of 
getting to the farther end of the saloon, or to the apart- 
ments open in the distance beyond it, except by passing 
through this enclosed space, in which one fair entrance 
was {practicable, and one ample exit full in view on the 
opposite side. Several gentlemen of fashionable bear- 
ing held the outposts of this privileged place, at back of 
sofa, or side of fauteuil, stationary, or wandering near. 
Some chosen few were within ; a caryatides gentleman 
leaned on each side o£ the fireplace, and in the centre 
of the rug stood a remarkably handsome man, of fine 
figure, perfectly dressed, his whole air exquisitely scorn- 
fid, excruciatingly miserable, and loftily abstract. 

'Twas wonderful, 'twas strange, 'twas passing strange . 
how one so lost to all sublunary concerns, so far above 
the follies of inferior mortals, as lie looked, came here 
— so extremely well-dressed toy ! How happened it % 
so nauseating the whole, as he seemed, so wishing that 
the business of the world were done ! 

With half-closed dreamy eyelids he looked silent 
down upon two ladies who sat opposite to him, rally- 
ing, abusing, and admiring him to his vanity's content. 

They gave him his choice of three names, rEnnuy6, 
le Frondeur, or le Blas6. 

L'Ennuy^ ? he shook his head ; too common ; he 
would have none of it. * 
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Le Frondeur ? no : too much trouble ; he shrugged 
his abhorrence. 

Le Blas6 ? he allowed, might be too true. But would 
they hazard a substantive verb I He would give them 
four-and-twenty hours to consider, and he would take 
twenty-four himself to decide. They should have his 
definitive to-morrow, and he was shding away, but Lady 
Castlefort, as he passed her, cried, 

" Going, Lord Beltravers, going are you ?" in an accent 
of surprise and disappointment ; and she whispered, ^* I 
am hard at work here, acting receiver-general to these 
city worthies; and you do not pity me— cruel!" and 
she looked up with languishing eyes that so begged for 
sympathy. He threw upon her one look of commisera- 
tion, reproachful. 

" Pity you, yes ! But why will you do these things t 
and why did you bring me here to do this horrid sort of 
work ?" and he vanished. 

Lady Ceciha Clarendon and Miss Stanley now ap- 
peared in the offings and now reached the straits : Lady 
Castlefort rose with vivacity extraordinary, and went 
forward several steps. . 

" Dear Cecilia ! Miss Stanley, so good ! Mr. Beauclerc, 
so happy! the general could not 1 so sorry!" Then with 
hand pressed on hers, ** Miss Stanley, so kind of you 
to come. Lady Grace, ^ve me leave — Miss Stanley — 
Lady Grace Bland," and m a whisper, " Lord Beltravers' 
aunt." 

Lady Grace, with a haughty drawback motion, and a 
supercilious arching of her brows, was 

" Happy to have the honour." Honour nasally pro- 
longed, and some guttural sounds followed, but further 
words, if words they were, which she syllabled betweea 
snuffling and mumbhng, were utterly unintelligible ; and 
Helen, without being "very happy," or happy at all, 
only returned bend for J?end. 

Lady Cecilia then presented her to a group of sister 
graces standing near the sofas of mammas and chaper- 
ons — ^not each a different grace, but similar each, indeed 
upon the very same identical pattern air of young-lady 
fashion — ^well-bred, and apparently well-natured. No 
sooner was Miss Stanley made known to them by Lady 
CeCiha, than, smiling just enough, not a muscle too 
ipuch, they moved ; the ranks opened softly, but suffi- 
ciently, and Helen was inrjUi^roup; among them, but 
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not of them — and of this she became immediately sen- 
sible, though without knowing how or why. 

One of these daughters had had expectations last 
season, from having been frequently Mr. Beauclerc's 
partner, and the mother was now fanning herself op- 
posite to him. But Helen knew nought of this : to her 
all was apparently soft, smooth, and smiling. While, 
whenever any of the unprivileged multitude, the city 
monsters, passed near tins hi^h-bom, high-bred group, 
they looked as though the rights of pride were infringed, 
and, smiling scorn, they dropped from half-closed Hps 
such syllables of withering contempt, as they thought 
these vulgar victims merited : careless if they heard or 
not, rather rejoicing to see the siifferers wince beneath 
the wounds which they inflicted in their pride and pomp 
of sway. 

Pride I thought Helen, was it pride \ If pride it was, 
how unHke what she had been taught to consider the 
proper pride of aristocracy; how unlike that noble 
sort which she had seen, admired, and loved ! Helen 
fancied what Lady Davenant would have thought, how 
i^oble, how mean, how vulgar she would have con- 
sidered these sneers and scoffs from the nobly to the 
lowly bom. How unworthy of their rank and station 
in society ! They who ought to be the first in courtesy, 
because the first in fashion ; they who ought to form 
the bright hnks between rank and rank in society, thus 
rudely severing them asunder! And for what? The 
petty, selfish, vulgar triumph of the moment. 

As these thoughts passed rapidly in Helen's mind, 
she involuntarily looked towards Beauclerc ; but she 
was so encompassed by her present companions that 
she could not discover him. Had she been able to see 
his countenance, she would have read in it at once how 
exactly he was at that instant feeling with her. Mors 
indignant than herself, for his high chivalrous devotion 
to the fair could ill endure the readiness with which 
the gentlemen attendants, at ottoman or sofa, lent their 
aid to mock and to embarrass every passing party of the 
city tribe, mothers and their hapless daughter-train. 

At this instant Lady Bearcroft, who, if she had not 
goed-breeding, certiinly had good-nature, came up to 
Beauclerc, and whispered earnestly, and with an ex- 
pression of strong interest in her countenance, 

" As you love her, do not heed one word you hear 
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anybody say this night, for it's all on purpose to vex 
you ; and I am as certain as you are it's all false— afl 
envy. And there she goes, Envy herself in the black 
jaundice," continued she, looking at Lady Katrine 
Hawksby, who passed at that instant. 

" Good heavens !" cried Beauclerc, what can — " 

" No, no," interrupted Lady Bearcroft, " no, no, do 
not ask — better not ; best you should know no more — 
only keep your temper whatever happens. Gro you up 
the hill, like the man, in the tale, and let the black 
, stones bawl themselves hoarse— dumb. Go you on, 
and seize your pretty singing thinking bird — ^the sooner 
the better. So fare you well." 

And she disappeared in the crowd. Beauclerc, to 
whom she was perfectly unknown (though she had 
made him out), totally at a loss to imagine what 
interest she could take in Helen or in him, or what she 
could possibly mean, rather inclined to suppose she was 
a mad woman, and he forgot every thing else as he 
«aw Helen with Lady Cecilia emerging from the bevy 
of young ladies and approaching him. 

They stopped to speak to some acquaintance, and he 
tried to look at Helen as if he were an indifferent spec- 
tator, and to fancy what he should think of her if he 
saw her now for the first time. He thought that he 
should be struck not only with her beauty, but with her 
graceful air — ^her ingenuous countenance, so expressive 
of the freshness of natural sensibility. She was ex- 
quisitely well dressed too, and that, as Felicie observed, 
goes for much, even with your most sensible men. 
Altogether he was charmed, whether considering her 
as with the eyes of an unbiased stranger or with his 
own. And all he heard confirmed, and, although he 
would not have allowed it, strengthened his feelings. 
Ub heard it said that, though there were some as hand- 
some women in the room, there were none so interest- 
ing ; and some of the young men added, " As lovely as 
Lady Blanche, but with more expression." A citizen, 
with whom Beauclerc could have shaken hands on the 
spot, said, ^^'There's one of the high-breds, now, that's 
well-bred 'ioOf" -^ 

In the height of the rapture of ms feelings, he over- 
took Lady Cecilia, who, telling him that they were 
going on to another room, delivered Helen to his care, 
and herself taking the arm of some ready gentleman^ 
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ihey proceeded as fast as they could through the crowd 
to the other end of the room; 

llbis was the first time Helen had ever seen Lady 
Cecilia in public, where certainly she appeared to great 
advantage. Not thinking about herself, but ever will- 
ing to be pleased ; so bnght, so gay, she was as sun- 
shine which seemed to spread its beams wherever she 
tum^. And she had something to say to everybody, 
or to answer quick to whatever they said or looked, 
happy ^ways m the dpropos of the moment. Little 
there might be, perhaps, m what she said, but there 
was all that was wanted, just what did for the occasion. 
In others there often appeared a distress for something 
to say, or a dead dulness of countenance opposite to 
you. From others, a too fast hazarded broadside of 
questions and answers — glads and sorrys v\ cha^n-shots 
that did no execution, because there was no good aim 
^-congratulations and condolences playing at cross 
purposes — ^These were mistakes, misfortunes, which 
could never occur in Lady Cecilia's natural grace and 
acquired tact of manner. 

Helen was amused, as she followed her, in watching 
the readiness with which she knew how to exchange 
the necessary counters in the commerce of society ; 
she wa|3 amused, till her attention was distracted by 
hearing, as she and Beauclerc passed, the whispered 
words — ^^Ipromessi sposi — ^look — La hellefiancie, " These 
words were repeated as they went on, and Lady Cecilia 
hesord some one say, " I thought it was broken off; that 
was all slander then 1" She recollected Lady Emily's 
words, and, terrified lest Helen should hear more of— 
she knew not what, she began to talk to her as fast 
as she could, while they were stopped in the doorway 
by a crowd. She succeeded for the moment wiUi 
Helen; she had not heard the last speech, and she 
could not, as long as Lady CeciKa spoke, hear more ; 
but Beauclerc again distinguished the words ** BeU€ 
fiancee f^ and as he turned to discover the speaker, a 
fat matron near him asked, " Who is it ?" and the 
daughter answered, " It is that handsome girl, with the 
white rose in her MKr." — " Hush !" said the brother on 
whose arm she leaned ; " Handsome is that handsome 
does" 

Handsome does ! thought Beauclerc ; and the mys- 
terious warning of his unknown friend recurred to him. 
30 
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He was astonished, alarmed, furious ; but the whisper^ 
ing party had passed on, and just then Lady Cecilia 
descrying Mr. Churchill in the distance, she made to- 
wards him. Conversation sure to be had in abundance 
from him. He discerned them from afar, and was hap- 
pily prepared both with a ready bit of wit and with a 
proper greeting. His meeting with Lady Cecilia was, 
of course, just the same as ever. He just took it up 
where he left off at Clarendon Park ; no diflference, no 
hiatus. His bow to Beauclerc and Helen, to Helen and 
Beauclerc, joined in one little sweep of a con^atula- 
tory motion, was incomparable : it said every thuig that 
a bow coul4 say, and more. It implied such a happy 
freedom froui envy or jealousy ; such a polite acquies- 
cence in the decrees of fate ; such a philosophic indif- 
ference ; such a cool, sarcastic superiority to the event ; 
and he began to Lady Qecilia with one of his prepared 
impromptus. -^ 

" At the instant your ladyship came up, I am afraid I 
started, actually in a trance, I do believe. Methovight 
I was — where do you think 1 In the temple of Jagger- 
naut." 

" Why?" said Lady Cecilia, smiling. 

" Methought," continued Horace, " that I was in the 
temple of Jaggemaut — that one strange day in the year, 
when all castes meet, when all distinction of castes 
and ranks is forgotten — ^the abomination of mixing them 
all together permitted, for their sins no doubt — ^high 
caste and low, from the abandoned Paria to the Brahmin 
prince, from their Billingsgate and Farringdon Without, 
suppose up to their St. James's-street and Grosvenor 
Square, mingle, mingle, ye who mingle may, white 
spirits and gray, black spirits and blue. Now, pray 
look around : is not this Jaggemaut night with Lady 
Castlefort V 

"And you," said Lady Cecilia; "are not you the 
great Jaggemaut himself driving over all in your tri- 
umphant chariot of sarcasm, and crushing all the vic- 
tims in your way V 

This took with Horace ; it put him in spirits, in train, 
and he fired away at Lady Castl#ort, whom he had 
been flattering d Voutrance five minutes before. 

" I so admire that acting of sacrifice in your helU 
coustne to-night ! Pasta herself could not do it better. 
There is a look of * Oh, ye just gods ! what a victim 
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am I!' and with those upturned eyes so charming! 
Well, and seriously it is a sad sacrifice. Fathers have 
flinty hearts by parental prescription ; but husbands — 
petit bossus especially — should have mercy, for their 
own sakes ; they should not strain their marital power 
too far." 

" But," said Lady CeciHa, " it is curious, that one born 
and bred such an ultra-exclusive as Louisa Castlefort, 
should be obliged after her marriage immediately to 
open her doors and turn ultra-liberale, or a universal 
suffragist — all in consequence of these mesalliancSs.^^ 

" True, true," said Churchill, with a solemn, pathetic 
shake of the head. " Gentlemen and noblemen should 
consider before they make these low matches to save 
their studs, or their souls, or their entailed estates. 
YOiatever be the necessity, there can be no apology for 
outraging all biensiance. Necessity has no law, but it 
should have some decency. Think of bringing upon a 
foolish elder brother — But we won't be personal." 

" No, don't pray, Horace," said Lady Cecilia, mov- 
ing on. 

" But think, only think, my dear Lady Cecilia ; thiiA 
what it must be to be * How-d^ye-doed^^ and to be * dear 
sistered' by such bodies as these in pubUc." 

" Sad ! sad !" said Lady Cecilia. 

"The old French nobihty," continued Churchill, 
" used to call these low money-matches * mettre du fu- 
mier sur nos terres.' " 
^ " Dirty work at best," said Lady Cecilia. 

" But still," said Horace, " it might be done with 
decency if not with majesty." 

" But in the midst of all this," said Lady Cecilia, " I 
want some ice very much for myself, and for Helen 
more." 

" I have a notion we shall find some here," replied he, 
" if you will come on this way — ^in this sanctum sancto- 
rum of Lady Katrine's." 

He led them on to a little inner apartment, where, as 
he said, Lady Katrine Hawksby and her set do always 
scandal take, and sometimes tea. — ** Tea and ponch,'*^ 
continued he, " yc^^know, in London now is quite a la 
Frangatse, and it is astonishing to me, who am but a 
man, what strong punch ladies can take." 

" Only when it is iced," said Lady Cecilia, smiling. 

" Be it so," said he, — " Very refreshing ice, and more 



a 



i^'^ 



116 HSLBK. 

refreshinff scandal, and here we have both in perfection. 
Scandalt hot and hot, and ice, cold and cold/' 

By this time they had reached the entrance to what 
he called Lady Katrine's sanctum sanctorum^ where she 
had gathered round the iced punch and tea-table a select 
party, whom she had drawn together with the promise 
of the other half of a half-published report, — a report 
in which " Ipromessi sposi'^ and " La bme fiancie*'* were 
implicated ! 

" Stop here one moment," cried Churchill, " one mo- 
ment longer. Let us see before we are seen. Look in, 
look in pray, at this group. Lady Katrine herself on 
the *sofa, finger up — holding forth ; and the deaf old 
woman stretching forward to hear, while the other, with 
the untasted punch, sits suspended in curiosity. * What 
can it be V she says, or seems to say. Now, now, see 
the pretty one's hands and e]^es uplifted, and the ugly 
one, with that look of horror, is exclaiming, * You don't 
say so, my dear Lady Katrine !' Admirable creatures ! 
Cant and scandal personified ! I wish Wilkie were 
here — worth any money to him." 

" And he should call it * The scandal party,' " said 
Lady Cecilia. ♦* He told me he never could venture 
upon a subject unless he could give it a good name." 

At this moment Lady Katrine, having finished her 
story, rose, and awaking from the abstraction of malice, 
she looked up and saw Helen and Lady Cecilia, and, 
as she came forward, Churchill whispered between 
them. 

" Now — now we are going comfortably to enjoy, no 
doubt, Madame de Sevign6's pleasure ' de mal dire du 
prochain,' at the right hour too." 

Churchill left them there. Lady Katrine welcoming 
her victims — her unsuspicious victims — ^he slid off to 
the friends round the tea-table to le^rn from " Cant" 
what ** Scandal" had been telling. Beauclerc was gone 
to inquire for the carriage. The instant Helen appeared, 
all eyes were fixed upon her, and " Belle fiancee" was 
murmured round, and Cecilia heard — '''' He's much to be 
pitied." ,, 

At this moment Lord Castlefort jmrk up to Helen ; 
she had always been a favourite of hisf he was gratefiQ to 
her for her constant kindness to him, and, peevish though 
the Uttle man might be, he had a good hearty and he 
showed it now by instantly taking Helen out of the 
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midst of the starers, and begg:ing her opinion upon a 
favourite picture of his, a Madonna. — Was it a Raf&elle, 
or was it not ? He and Mr. Churchill, he said, were at 
issue about it. In short, no matter what he said, it en- 
grossed Helen's attention, so that she could not hear any 
thing that passed, and could not be seen by the starers ; 
and he detained her in conversation till Beauolerc came 
to say — " The carriage is ready. Lady Cecilia is impa- 
tient.** 

' Lord Castlefort opened a door that led at once to the 
staircase, so that they had not to recross all the rooms, 
but got out immediately. The smallest service merits 
thanks, and Helen thanked Lord Castlefort by a look 
which he appreciated. 

Even in the few words which Beauclerc had said as 
he announced the carriage, she had perceived that he 
was agitated ; and, as he attended her in silence down 
the stairs, his look was grave and preoccupied ; she saw 
he was displeased, and she thought he was displeased 
with her. When he had put them into the carriage, he 
wished them good-night. 

" Are not you coming with us V cried Lady Cecilia. 

" No, he thanked her, he had rather walk, and," he 
added — " I shall not see you at breakfast-i-I am en- 
gaged." ♦ 

" Home !" said Lady Cecilia, drawing up the glass 
with a jerk. 

Helen looked out anxiously. Beauclerc had turned 
away, but she caught one more ^ance of his face as the 
lamp flared upon it — she saw, and she was sure that — 
" Something is very much the matter — ^I am certain 
of it." 

"Nonsense, my dear Helen," said Lady Cecilia; 
" the matter is, that he is tired to death, as I am sure 
1 am." 

" There's more than that," said Helen, " he is angry," 
— ^artd she sighed. 

" Now, Helen, do not torment yourself about nothing," 
■said Cecilia, wh#| not being sure whether Beauclerc had 
heard any thing, hH not looked at his countenance or 
remarked his tone ; lier mind was occupied with what 
had passed while Helen was looking at the Madonna. 
Lady Cecilia had tried to make out the meaning of these 
extraordinary starings and whisperings — Lady Katrine 
would not teU her any thing distinctIyy|[|L|aid, 
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" Strange reports— so sorry it had got into the papers, 
those vile libelk)us papers ; of course she did not beueye 
—of Miss Stanley. After all» nothing very bad — a little 
awkward only— might be hushed up. Better not talk of 
it to-night ; but I will try, Cecilia, in the morning, to 
find those paragraphs for you." 

Lady Cecilia determined to go as early as possible in 
the mornings and make out the whole ; and, had she 
plainly told this to Helen, it would have been better for 
all parties : but she continued to talk of the people they 
had seen, to hide her thouglits from Helen, who all the 
time felt as in a feverish ^eam, watching the lights of 
the carriage flit by like fiery eyes, while she thought 
only of the strange words she had heard, and why they 
should have made Beauclerc angry with her. 

At last they were at home. As they went in. Lady 
Cecilia inquired if the general had come in ? — ^Yes, he 
had been at home for some time, and was in bed. 
This was a relief. Helen was glad not to see any one, 
or to be obliged to say any thing more that n^ht. Lady 
Cecilia bade her to " be a good child, ahd go to sleep." 
How much Helen slept may be left to the judgment of 
those who have any imagination. 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 

"MiLADi a une migraine affreuse this morning," said 
Felicie, addressing herself on the stairs to Rose. ^* MUU 
amitiis de sa part to your young lady, Miss Rose, and 
miladi recommend to her to follow a good example, and 
to take her breakfast in her bed, and then to take one 
good sleep till you shall hear midi sonniy 

Miss Stanley, however, was up and dressed at the 
time when this message was brought to her, and a few 
minutes afterward a footman came to4he door, to give 
notice that the general was in the A'eakfast-room, wait- 
ing to know whether Miss Stanley was coming down or 
not. The idea of a tSte-d-tite breakfast with him was 
not now quite so agreeable as it would have been to her 
formerly, but she went down. The general was stand- 
ing with hii^Mri| to the fire, newspapers hanging from 
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his hand, his look ominously grave. After "Good 
mornings" had been exchanged with awful solemnity, 
Helen ventured to hope that there was no bad pubhc 
news. 

" No public news whatever," said the general. 

Next, she \iras sorry to hear that Cecifia had ** such a 
bad headache." 

" Tired last night," said the general. ^ 

" It was, indeed, a tiresome, disagreeable party," said 
Helen, hoping this would lead to how so T or why ? but 
the general dryly answered, " Not the London season," 
and went on eatmg his breakfast in silence. 

Such a constraint and awe came upon her, that she 
felt it would be taking too great a liberty, in his present 
mood, to put sugar and cream into his tea, as sne was 
wont in happier times. She set sugar-bowl and cream 
before him, and whether he understood, or noticed not 
her feeliogs, she could not guess. He sugared, and 
creamed, and drank, and thought, and spoke not. Helen 
put out of his way a supernumerary cup, to which he had 
already given a push, and she said, " Mr. Beauclero does 
not brea^ast with us." 

** So I suppose," said the general, ** as he is not here " 

" He said he was engaged to breakfast." 

"With some of his friends, I suppose," said the 
general. 

There the dialogue came to a full stop, and breakfast, 
uncomfortably on her part, and with a preoccupied air 
on his, went on in absolute silence. At length the 
general signified to the servant who was in waiting, by 
a nod, and a look towards the door, that his further at- 
tendance was dispensed with. At another time Helen 
would have felt such a dismissal as a relief, for she dis- 
liked, and recollected that her uncle particularly disliked 
the fashion of having servants waiting at a family break- 
fast, which he justly deemed unsuited to our good old 
£ngUsh domestic habits ; but somehow it happened that 
at this moment she was rather sorry when the servant 
left the room. He returned however in a moment, with 
something which he fancied to be yet wanting; the 
general, after glancing at whatever he had brought, said, 
•* That will do, Cockbum ; we want nothing more.*' 

Cockbum placed a screen between him and the fire ; 
the general put it aside, and, looking at him, said sternly 
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— •** Cockbum, no intelligence must ever go from my 
house to any newspapers." 

Cockbum bowed — " None shall, sir, if I can prevent 
it; none ever did from me, general." 

*• None must ever go from any one in my family— look 
to it." 

Cockbum bowed again respectfully, but with a look 
of reservation of. right of remonstrance, answered by a 
look from his master, of " No more must be said." Yet 
Cockbum was a favourite ; he had lived in the family 
from the time he was a boy. He moved hastily towards 
the door, and having turned the handle, rested upon it 
and said, " General, I cannot answer for others.*' 

" Then, Cockbum, I must find somebody who can." 

Cockbum disappeared, but after closing the door the 
vetei*an opened it again, stood, and said stoutly, though 
seemingly with some impediment in his throat—** General 
Clarendon, do me the justice to give me full powers." 

** Whatever you require : say, such are your orders 
from me, and that you have full power to dismiss 
whoever disobeys." Cockbum bowed, and withdrew 
satisfied. ' " 

Another silence, when the general hastily finishing 
his breakfast, took up the newspaper, and said, 

*• I wished to have spared you the pain of seeing these, 
Miss Stanley, but it must be done now. 

*• There have appeared in certain papers, paragraphs 
alluding to Beauclerc and to you.; these scandadous 
papers I never allow to enter my house, but I was in- 
formed that there were such paragraphs, and I was 
obliged to examine into them. I am sorry to find that 
they have some of them been copied into my paper 
to-day." 

He laid the newspaper before her. The first words 
which strack her eye were the dreaded whispers of last 
night ; the paragraph was as follows : — 

" In a few days will be published the Memoirs of the 
late Colonel D' * * * *, comprising anecdotes, and origin^ 
love-letters : which will e^qtlain the mysterious aUusions 
lately made in certain papers to * La belle Fianciey^ and 
* Ipromessi sposiJ* " 

** What!" exclaimed Helen ; ** the letters ! published!" 

The general had turned from her as she read, and bi^ 
gone to his writing-desk, which was at the (arrest end 
of the room ; Juanlocked it, and took from it a small 
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▼olume, and ttlming over the leaves as he slowly ap- 
proached Helen, he folded down some pa^es, laid the 
volume on the table before her, and then said, 

"Before you look into these scandalous memoirs, 
Miss Stanley, let me assure you, that nothing but the 
necessity oi being impowered by you to say what is 
truth and what is falsehood, coula determine me to give 
you this shock." 

She was scarcely Me to put forward her hand ; yet 
took the book, opened it, looked at it, saw letters which 
she knew could not be Cecilia's, but turning another 
leaf, she pushed it from her with horror, it was the 
letter begmning with " My dear — ^too dear Henry." ^ 

** In print !" cried she ; " in print ! pubUshed !" 

" Not published yet, that I hope to be able to pre- 
vent," said the general. 

Whether she heard, whether she could hear hinf, he 
was not certain, her head was bent down, her hands 
clasping her forehead. He waited some minutes, then 
sitting down beside her, with a voice of gentleness and 
commiseration, yet of steady determination, he went 
on. 

" I must speak, and you mitst hear me, Helen, for your 
own sake, and for Beauclerc's sake," 

" Speak !" cried she, " I hear." 

*' Hear then the words of a friend, who will be true 
to you through life — through life and death, if you will 
be but true to yourself, Helen Stanley — a friend who 
loves you as he loves Beauclerc : but he must do more, 
he must esteem you as he esteems Beauclerc, incapable 
of any thing that is false." 

Helen listened with her breath suspended, not a word 
in reply. 

'•Then I ask—" 

She put her hand upon his arm, as if to stop him ; she 
had a foreboding that he was going to ask something 
that she could not, without betraying Cecilia, answer. 

" If you are not yet sufficiently collected, I will wait ; 
take your own time. — My question is simple — I ask you 
to teU hi« whether all these letters are yours or not 1" 

" No," cried Helen, " these letters are not mine." 

** Not all," said the general : " this first one I know 
to be yours, because I saw it in your handwriting ; but 
I am certain all cannot be yours : now will you show 
me which are, and which are not." 

Vol. XX.— F 
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*' I will take them to my own room, and consider and 
examine." 

" Why not look at them here, Miss Stanley V 

She wanted to see Cecilia, she knew she could 
never answer the question without consulting her, but 
ihat she could not say ; still she had no other resource, 
so, conquering her trembling, she rose and said, " I 
would rather go to — ^*' 

" Not to Cecilia," said he ; " to that I object : what 
can Cecilia do for youl what can she adrise, btft what 
I advise, that the plain truth should be told ?" 

" If I could ! O if I could !" cried Helen. 

" What can you mean 1 Pardon me, Miss Stanley, 
but surely you can tell the plain fact ; you can recol- 
lect what you have written — at least you can know what 
you have not written. You have not yet even looked be- 
yond a few of the letters — ^pray be composed — ^be your- 
self. This business it was that brought me' to town. I 
was warned by that young lady, that poetess of Mr. 
Churchill's, whom you made your friend by some kind- 
ness at Clarendon Park — I was warned that there was 
a book to come out, these Memoirs of Colonel D'Au- 
bigny, which would contain letters said to be yours, a 
publication that would be highly injurious to you. I 
need not enter into details of the measures 1 conse- 
quently took ; but I ascertained that Sir Thomas D'Au- 
bigny, the elder brother of the colonel, knows nothing 
more of the matter than that he gave a manuscript of 
his brother's which he never read, to be published ; the 
.rest is a miserable intrigue between booksellers and lite- 
rary manufacturers, I loiow not whom ; I have not been 
able to get to the bottom of it ; sufficient for my pres- 
ent purpose I know, and must tell you. You have ene- 
mies who evidently desire to destroy your reputation, of 
course to break your marriage. For this purpose the 
slanderous press has been set at work, the gossiping 
part of the public has had its vile curiosity excited, the 
publication of this book is expected in a few days ; this 
IS the only copy yet completed, I beheve, and this I 
could not get from the bookseller till this merning ; I 
am now going to, have every other copy destroyed 
directly." 

" Oh, my dear, dear friend, how can I thank youl" 

Her tears gushed forth. 
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** Thank me^not by words, Helen, but by actions; no 
tears, summon your soul — ^be yourself." 

" O if I could but retrieve one fsdse step !" — she sud- 
denly checked herself. He stood aghast for an instant, 
then recovering himself as he looked upon her, and 
marked the nature of her emotion, he said — 

** There can be no false step that you could ever have 
taken that cannot be retrieved. There can be nothing 
that is irretrievable, except falsehood." 

** Falsehood ! no," cried she ; " I will not say what is 
false — therefore I will not say any thing." 

, " Then since you cannot speak," continued thf gene - 
ral, '* will you trust me with the letters themselves % 
Have you Li ought them to town with you !" 

" The original letters V 

" Yes, those in the packet which I gave to you at 
Clarendon Park," 

" They are burned." 

" All ?— one, this first letter, I saw you tear ; did you 
bum all the rest 1" 

'* They are burned," repeated she, colouring all over. 
She could not say, " / burned them." 

He thought it a poor evasion. " They are burned," 
continued he, ** that is, you burned them : unfortunate. 
I must then recur to my first appeal. Take this pencil, 
and msKTl pray you, the passages that are yours. I 
may be^^iiled upon to prove the forgery of these pas- 
sages : if you do not show me, and truly, which are 
yours, and which are not, how can I answer for you, 
Helen 1" 

" One hour," said Helen, — ** only leave me for one 
hour, and it shall be done." 

" Why this cowardly delay 1" 

** I ask only one hour — only leave me for one hour." 

*' I obey, Miss Stanley, siitce 7^ must be so. I am 
gone." 

He went, and Helen felt how smjBn she was in his 
opinion, — sunk for ever, she feared ! but she as yet could 
not think distinctly, her mkid was stunned : she felt that 
she must wait for somebody, but did not at first recol- 
lect clearly that it was for Cecilia. She leaned back on 
the sofa, and sank into a sort of dreamy state. How 
long she remained thus unconscious she knew not ; but 
she was roused at last by the sound, as she fancied, of 
a carriage stopping at the door : she started up, but it 
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was ^ne, or it had not been. She perceived that the 
breakfast things had been removed, and, turning h^ 
eyes upon the clock, she was surprised to see how late 
it was. She snatched up the pages which she hated to 
touch, and ran up stairs to Cecilia's room,— door bolted; 
she gave a hasty tap— no answer; another louder, no 
ans wej. She'ran into the dressing-room for Felicie, who 
came with a face of mystery, and the smile triumphant 
of one who knows what is not to be known. But the 
smile vanished on seeing Miss Stanley's face. 

" Bon Dieu ! Miss Stanley — ^how pale ! mais qu'est 
ce que^c'est ? Mon Dieu, qu'est ce que c'est done 1". 

"Is Lady Cecilia's door bolted withinside ?'* said 
Helen. 

"No, only lock by me," said Mademoiselle Felicie, 
" Miladi charge me not to tell you she was not dere. 
And I had de presentiment you mi^ht go up to look for 
her in her room. Her head is got better quite. She is 
all up and dress ; she is gone out in the carriage, and 
will soon be back, no doubt. I know not to where she 
go, but in my opinion to my Lady Katrine. If you please 
you not mention I say dat, as miladi charge me not to 
speak of dis to you. , Ajyparemment quelque petit mysth-e,^ 

Poor Helen felt as if her last nope was gone, and 
now, in a contrary extreme from the dream^hQrpor in 
which she had been before, she was seized w^ a ner* 
vou's impatience for the arrival of CecilJfa, though 
whether to hope or fear from it, she did not distinctly 
know. She went to the drawing-room, and listened 
and listened, and watched and watched, and looked at 
the clock, and felt a still increasing dread that the 
general might return before Lady Cecilia>.and that she 
should not have accomplished her promise. She became 
more and more impaj^imt. 

As it grew late/, the mlling of carriages increased, 
and their noise grew louder, and continually as they 
came near she expected that one would stop at the 
door. 

She expected and expected", and feared, and grew sick 
vrith fear long deferred. At last one carriage did stop, 
and then came a thundering knock — ^louder, she thought, 
than usual ; but before she could decide whether it was 
Cecilia or not, the room-door opened, and the servant 
had scarcely time to say, that two ladies who did not 
^ve their names had insisted upon being let up— when 
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tlie two ladies entered. One in the extreme of foreign 
fashion, but an Englishwoman, of assured and not pre- 
possessing appearance : the other, half hid behind her 
companion, and all timidity, struck Helen as the m^st 
beautiful creature she had ever beheld. 

'* A thousand pardons for forcing your doors," said 
the foremost lady ; *' but I bear my ap^ogy in my hand : 
a precious little box of Roman cameos from a friend of 
Lady Cecilia Clarendon's, which I was desired to deliver 
myself." 

Helen was, of course, sorry that Lady Cecili:: was 
not at home. 
* " I presume 1 have the honour of speaking to Miss 
Stanley," continued the assured lady, and she gave her 
card, " Comtesse de St. Cymon." Then half-turning to 
the beauty, who now became visible — "Allow me to 
mention — Lady Blanche Forrester." 

At that name Helen did not start, but she felt as if 
she had received an electric shock. How she went 
through the necessary forms of civility she knew not ; 
but even in the agony of passion the little habits of life 
hold their sway. The customary motions were made, 
and words pronounced ; yet when Helen looked at that 
beautiful Lady Blanche, and saw how beautiful ! there 
came a spasm at her heart. 

The CMyntesse, in answer to her look towards a chair, 
did not **Ihoose to sit down— could not stay — would not 
intrude on Miss Stanley." So they stood, Helen sup- 
porting herself as best she could, and preserving, appa- 
rently, perfect composure, seeming to listen to what 
farther Madame de St, Cymon was saying ; but only the 
sounds reached her ear, and a general notion that she 
spoke of the box in her hand. She gave Helen some 
message to Lady Cecilia, explanatory of her waiting or 
not waiting upon her ladyship* to all which Helen 
answered with proper signs of civility ; and while the 
comtesse was going on, she longed to look again at 
Lady Blanche, but dared not. She saw a half courtesy 
and a receding motion ; and she knew thejr were going, 
and she courtesied mechanically. She felt inexpressible 
relief when Madame de St. Cymon turned her back and 
moved towards the door. Then Helen looked again at 
Lady Blanche, and saw again her surpassing beauty and 
perfect tranquillity. The tranquillity gave her courage, 
it passed instantaneously into herself, through her whole 
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existence. The comtesse stopped in her way out to 
look at a china table. " Ha ! beautiful ! S^vre !-— enamel 
—by Jaquetot, is it not !" 

Helen was able to go forward, and answer to all the 
questipns asked. Not one word from the Lady Blanche ; 
but she wished to hear the sound of her voice. She 
tried — she spoke to her ; but to whatever Helen said, no 
answer came, but the sweetest of smiles. The com- 
tesse, with easy assurance and impertinent ill-breeding, 
looked at all that lay in her way, and took up and opened 
the miniature pictures that were on the table. 

" Lady Cecilia Clarendon — charming ! — ^Blanche, you 
never saw her yet. Quite charming, is not it?" 

Not a word from Lady Blanche, but a smile, a Gruido 
smile. Another miniature taken up by the curious 
comtesse. " Ah^ very* like indeed ! not flattered though. 
Do you know it, Blanche— -eh 1** 

It was Beauclerc. 

Lady Blanche then murmured some few words indis- 
tinctly, in a very sweet voice, but showed no indication 
of feeling, except, as Helen gave one glance, she thought 
she saw a slight colour, like the inside of a shell, deh- 
cately beautiful ; but it might be only the reflection from 
the crimson silk^urtain near which she stood : it was 
gone, and the picture put down ; and in a lively tone 
From the comtesse ^^Au revoir^'" and exit, A graceful 
bend from the silent beauty, and the vision i^ished. 

Helen stood for some moments fixed to the spot 
where they left her. She questioned her inmost 
thoughts. ** Why was I struck so much, so strangely, 
with that beauty — so painfully ? It ctmnot be envy ; I 
never was envious of any one, though so mjyiy I have 
seen so much handsomer than myself. Jealousy? 
surely not ; for there is no reason for it — no possibility 
of danger. Yet now, alas ! when he has so much cause 
to doubt me ! perhaps he mi|dit change. He seemed so 
displeased last nigbt, and he lias never beea^)iere aH the 
morning !" 

She recollected the look and accent of Mbdarae de St. 
Cymon, as she said the words " au revoii^ Helen did 
not like the words or the look. She did not like any 
thing about Madame de St. Cymon : '' Something so as- 
sured, so impertinent ! And all that unintelligible mes- 
sage about those cameos ! — a mere excuse for making 
this unseasiKBable pushing visit—just pushhig for the 
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mcquaintance. The general will never pennit though — 
that is one comfort. But why do I say comfort V' 

Back went the circle of her thoughts to the same 
point. — "What can I do? — the general will return, he 
will find 1 have not obeyed him. But what can be done 
till Cecilia returns ? If she were but here, I could mark 
— ^we could settle. O Cecilia ! where are you 1 But," 
thought she, ** I had better look at the whole. I wUI 
have courage to read these horrible letters.'' 

To prevent all hazard of farther interruption, she now 
went mto an inner room, bolted the doors, and sat down 
to her dreaded task. 

And there we leave her. 



CHAPTER XXXVIL 

That Foi^tune is n(H nice in her morahty, that she 
frequently favours those who do not adhere to truth 
more than those who do, we have early had occasion to 
observe. But whether fortune may not be in this, as in 
all the rest, treacherous and capricious ; whether she 
may not by her first smiles and favours lure her victims 
on to their cost, to their utter undoing at last, remains 
to be seen. 

It is time to inquire what has become of Lady Cecilia 
Clarendoii. Before we follow her on her very early 
morning v^ to her cousin's, we must take leave to 
pause <^ moment to remark, not in the way of moral- 
izing by any means, but simply as a matter of history* 
that the first litUe fib in which Lady Cecilia, as a custo- 
mary lic^bse of speech, indulged herself the moment 
she awoke this morning, though it seemed to answer its 
purpose exactly at the time, occasioned her, lady ship a 
good deal of superfluous toil and trouble during the 
course of the day. In reply to the first question her 
husband had asked, or in evasion of that question, she 
had answered, 

" My dear love, don't ask me any questions, for I 
have such a horrid headache, that I really can hardly 
«peak." 

Now a headache, such as she had at that moment. 
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certainly ne^er silenced any woman. Sligbter coold 
not be — scarce enough to swear by. There seemed no 
great temptation to prevarication either, for the general's 
question was not of a formidable nature, not what the 
lawyers call a leading question, rather one that led ta 
nothing. It was only — 

^ Had you a {feasant party at Lady Castlefort's last 
night, my dear CeciUa 1" 

But with that prescience with which some nicely 
foresee how the truth, seemingly most innocent, may 
do harm, her ladyship foreboded that, if she answered 
straight forward — "no" — that might lead to— why 1 
how? or wherefore? — and this might bring out the 
history of the strange rude manner in which La beUe 
fiancie had been received. That need not necessarily 
nave followed, but, even if it had, it would have done 
her no harm, — rather would have served at once her 
purpose in the best manner possible, as time will show. 

Her husband, unsuspicious man, asked no more ques- 
tions, and only gave her the very advice she wished him 
to give, that she should not get up to breakfast — that 
she should rest as long as she could. Further, as if to 
forward her schemes, even without knowing them, he 
left the house early, and her headache conveniently 
going off, she was chressed with all de^tch — carriage 
at the door as soon as husband out of sight, and away 
she went, as we have seen, without Helen's hearing, 
seeing, or suspecting her so well contrived and execut^ 
project. 

She was now in good spirits. The infection of fear 
which she had caught, perhaps from the too sensitive 
Helen, last night, she had thrown off this momipg. It 
was a sunny day, and the bright sunshine dispelled, as 
ever with her, any black notions of the night, aU melan- 
choly ideas whatsoever. She had all the constitutional 
hopefulness of good suiimal spirits. But though no fears 
remained, curiosity was as strong as ever. She was 
exceedingly eager to know what had been the cause of 
^ all these strange appearances. She guessed it must be 
some pitiful jealousy of Lady Katrine's — some poor 
spite against Helen. Any thing that should really give 
Beauclerc uneasiness, she now sincerely believed to be 
out of the question. Nonsense— only Helen and Beao- 
derc's love of tormenting themselves — quite nonsense ! 

And nons^p ! three times ejaculated, quite settled 
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file matter, and assured her in the belief that there 
could be nothing serious to be apprehended. In five 
minutes she should be at the bottom of all things, and in 
half an hour return triumphant to Helen, and make her 
laugh at her cowardly self. The carriage rolled, on, 
Lady Cecilia's, spirits rising as she moved rapidly on- 
wards, so that by the time she arrived at Lady Castle- 
fort's she was not only in good but in high spirits. 

To her askings, '* Not at home" never echoed. Even 
at- hours undue, such as the present, she, privileged, 
penetrated. Accordingly, unquestioned, unquestioning, 
the alert step was let down, opened wide was the hall> 
door, and lightly tripped she up the steps ; but the first 
look i^to the hall told her that company was in the 
house already-r-yes — a breakfast — ^all were in the break* 
fast-room, except Lady Castlefort, not yet come down — 
above, the footman l^lieved, in her boudoir. To the 
boudoir Cecilia went, but Lady Castlefort was not there, 
and Cecilia was surprised td hear the sound of music in 
the drawing-room, Lady Castlefort's voice singing. 
While she waited in the next room for the song to be 
finished, Cecilia turned over the books on the table, 
richly giit^Euid beautifully bound, except one in a brown 
paper parcel, which seemed unsuited to the table, yet 
elicited more attention than all the others, because it 
was directed " Private—for Lady Katherine Hawksby — to 
leretumedbeforetwoo''docky What could it be ? thought 
Lady Cecilia. But her attention was now attracted by 
the song which Lady Castlefort seemed to be practising ; 
the words were distinctly pronounced, uncommonly dis-- 
tinctly, so as to be plainly heard— 

" Had we never loved so kindly, 
Had we never loved so blindly, . 
Never met, or never parted. 
We had ne'er been broken hearted.'* 

As Cecilia listened, she cast her eyes upon a card which 
lay on the table — ** Lord Beltravers," and a new Ught 
flashed upon her, a light favourable to her present pur- 
pose ; for since the object was altered with Lady Castle-- 
fort, since it was notBeauclerc any longer, there ^ould 
be no further ill-will towards Helen. Lady Castlefort 
was not of the violent vindictive sort, with her there 
was no long-lasting dipit amoureux. She was not that 
fury, a woman scornea, but that blessed spirit, a woman 
F 3 
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belietring herself always admired. " Soft, silly, sootli-'* 
not one of the hard, wicked, is Louisa,^ thought Cecilia. 
And as Lady Oastlefort, slowly opening the door, 
entered, timid, as if she knew some particular person 
was in the room, Cecilia could not help suspecting that 
Louisa had intended her song for other ears than those 
of her dear cousin, and that the superb negligence of 
her dress was not unstudied; but that well-prepared, 
well-according sentimental air, changed instanUy on 
seeing — ^not the person expected, and with a start, she 
exclaimed, **• Ceciha Clarendon !" 

*' Louisa Castlefort !" cried Lady Cecilia, answering 
that involuntary start of confusion with a well-acted 
start of admiration. ** Louisa Casdefort, si belle, si belUf 
so- beautifully dressed !^' 

" Beautifully dressed ! — nothing extraordinary !" said 
Lady Castlefort, advancing with a half embarrassed, 
half nonchalant air, — *^ One must make something of a 
toUetle de matin, you kno\^, when one has people to 
breakfast.*' 

" So elegant, so negligent !" continued Lady Cecilia. 

** There is the point," said Lady Castlefort. " 1 can- 
not bear any thing that is studied in costume, for dress is 
really a matter of so liUle consequence ! 1 never 
bestow a thought upon it. Angelique rules my toilette 
as she pleases." 

^ Angelique has the taste of an angel fresh from Paris." 
cried Lady Cecilia. 

" And now tell me, Cecilia," pursued Lady Castlefort, 
quite in good humour, " tell me, my dear, to what do I 
owe this pleasi^re? what makes you so ma^no/e.' It must 
be something very extraordinary." 

** Not at all, only a little matter of curiosity." 

Then, from Lady Castlefort, who had hitherto, as if 
m absence of mind, stood, there was a slight ** WonH 
you sit I" motion. 

^ No, no, I can^ sit, canH stay," said Lady Cecilia. 

A look quickly visible, and quickly suppressed, showed 
Lady Castlefort's sense of relief ; then came immedi- 
ately greater pressing to sit down, ^* Pray do not be in 
such a hurry." 

^ But I am keepm^ you : have yon brei&fastedf 

^Taking coffee in my own room," said Lady 
Castlefort. 
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** Bat you have peo^de to breakfast ; must not you go 
down?" 

" No no, I shall not go down, for this is Katrine's 
affair, as I will explain to you." 

Lady Cecilia was quite content, without any explana- 
tion, and sitting down, she drew her chair close to Lady 
Castlefort, and said, 

" Now, my dear, my little matter of curiosity.'* 

" Stay, my dear, first 1 must tell you about Katrine — 
now confidently — very." 

Lady Cecilia ou^ht to have been aware that when 
once her dear cousm Louisa^s little heart opened, and 
she became confidential, very, it was always of her own 
domestic grievances she began to talk, and that, once the 
sluice opened, out poured from the deep reservoir the 
long-collected minute drops of months and years. 

" You have no idea what a life I lead with Katrine — 
now she is grown blue." 

^ Is she ?" said Lady Cecilia, quite indifferent. 

** Deep blue ! shocking : and this is a blue breakfast, 
and all the people at it are blue bores, and a blue bore 
is, as Horace Churchill says, one of the most mischiev- 
ous creatures breathing ; and he tells me the only way 
of hindering them from doin^ mischief is by ringing 
them ; but first you must get rings. Now, in this case, 
for Katrine not a ring to be had for love or money. So 
there is no hope for me." 

" No hope for me," thought Lady Cecilia, throwing 
herself back in her chair, submissive, but not resigned. 

" If it had but pleased Heaven," continued Lady Cas- 
tlefort, " in its mercy, to have sent Katrine a husband of 
any kind, what a blessing it would have been ! If she could 
but have been marf ied to anybody — now anybody — " 

" Anybody is infinitely obliged to you," said Cecilia, 
** but since that is out of the question, let us say no more 
about it — ^no use." 

" No use ! that is the very thing of which I complain ; 
the very thing which must ever — ever make me miser- 
able." 

** Well, well, my dear," cried liady Cecilia, no longer 
capaUe of patience ; " do not be miserable any more 
just now; never mind Katrine just now." 

** Never mind her ! Easy for you to say, Cecilia, who 
do not live with Katrine Hawksby, and do not know 
mhaX it is to have such a plague of a sister, watching 
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one — ^watching every turn, every look one gives — ^worse 
than a jealous husband. Can I say more V 

" No," cried Cecilia ; " therefore say no more about 
it. I understand it all perfectly, and I pity you from the 
bottom of my heart : so now, my dear Louisa — " 

" I tell you, my dear Cecilia,", pursued Lady Castle- 
fort, continuing her own thoughts, " I tell you, Katrine 
is envious of me. Envy has been her fault from a child. 
Envy of poor me ! Envy, in the first place, of what 
ever good looks it pleased Providence to give me." — ^A 
glance at the glass'. — " And now Katrine envies me for 
being Lady Castlefort. Heaven knows ! now, CecUia, 
and you know, she need not envy me so when she looks 
at Lord Castlefort ; that is, what she sometimes says 
herself, which you know is very wrong of her to say to 
me — unnecessary too, when she knows I had no more 
hand in my marriage — ^" 

" Than heart !" Cecilia could not forbear sa3dng. 

"Than heart !" ^readily responded Lady Castlefort; 
" never was a truer word said. Never was there a more 
complete sacrifice than my mother made of me ; you 
know, Cecilia, a poor, young, innocent, helpless sacri- 
fice, if ever there was one upon earth." 

" To a coronet," said Lady Cecilia. 

"Absolutely dragged to the altar," continued Lady 
Castlefort. 

" In Mechlin lace, that was some comfort," said Cecilia, 
laughing, and she laughed on in hope of cutting short 
this sad chapter of sacrifices. But Lady Castlefort 
did not understand raillery upon this too tender point. 
" I don't know what you mean by Mechlin lace," cried 
she, pettishly. ** Is this your friendship for me, Ce- 
cilia V 

Cecilia, justly in fear of losing the reward of her large 
lay-out of flattery, fell to protesting the tenderest sym- 

gathy. *' But only now it was all over, why make her 
eart bleed about what could not be helped !" 
" Cannot be helped ! Oh ! there is the very thing I 
must ever, ever mourn." 

The embroidered cambric handkerchief was taken 
out of the bag ; no tears, indeed, came, but there were 
sobs, and Cecilia not knowing how far it might go, ap- 
prehending that her ladyship meditated hysterics, seized 
a ^tnelling-bottle, threw out the stopper, and presented 
it close und^ the nostrils. The good " Sels paignata 
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d^Angleterre^^^ of which Felicie always acknowledged 
the unrivalled potency, did their business effectually. 
Back went the head, with an exclamation of ** That's 
enough ! Oh, oh ! too much ! too much, Cecilia !" 

" Are you better, my dear V inquired Cecilia ; " but, 
indeed, you must not give way to low spirits ; indeed 
you must not; so now, to change the conversation^ 
Louisa — ^" 

" Not so fast, Lady Cecilia ; not yet f and now Lou- 
isa went on with a medical maundering. ** As to Tow 
spirits, my dear Cecilia, 1 must say I agree with Sir Sib 
Pennyfeather, who tells me it is not mere common low 
spirits, but really all mind, too much mind ; mind prey- 
ing upon my nerves. Oh ! I knew it myself. At first 
he thought it was rather constitutional ; poor dear Sir 
Sib ! he is very clever. Sir Sib ; and I convinced him he 
was wrong ; and so we agreed that it was all upon my 
mind— all, all!—" 

At that instant a green parrot, who had been half 
asleep in the corner, awoke on Lady Castlefort's pro- 
nouncing, in an elevated tone, " All, aU !" and conceiv- 
ing himself in some way called upon, answered, " PoU! 
PoU! bit o' sugar. Poll!" 

No small difficulty had Lady Cecilia at that moment 
in keeping her risible muscles in order ; but she did, for 
Helen's sake, and she was rewarded, for after Lady Cas- 
tlefort had, all unconscious of ridicule, fed Poll from 
her amber bonbonnaire, and sighed out once more " Mind ! 
too much mind !" she turned to Cecilia, and said, " But, 
my dear, you wanted something ; you had something to 
ask me." 

At once, and ks fast as she could speak. Lady Cecilia 
poured out her business about Helen Stanley. She told 
of the ill-bred manner in which Helen had been received 
last night ; inquired why the words promessi sposi and 
belle fiancie were so oddly repeated, as if they had been 
watchwords, and asked what was meant by aU those 
strange whisperings in the sanctum sanctorum, 

"Katrine's set," observed Lady Castlefort, coolly. 
" Just like them ; just like her !" 

•* 1 should not care about it in the least," said Lady 
Cecilia, " if it were only Katrine's ill-nature, or their 
ill-breeding. Ill-breeding always recftils on the ill-bred, 
and does nobody else any harm. But I shouM be glad 
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to be quite clear that there is nothing more at the bot- 
tom." 

Lady Castlefort made no reply, but took up a bunch 
of seals, and looked at each of them one after another. 
Lady Cecilia, more afraid now than she had yet been 
that there was something at the bottom, still bravely 
went on, " What is it ? If you know tell me at once." 
" Nay, ask Katrine," said Lady Castlefort. 
" No, I ask of you, I would rather ask you, for you 
are good-natured, Louisa — so tell me." 

" But I dare say it is only slander," said the good- 
natured Louisa. 

" Slander !" repeated Lady Cecilia, " slander, did you 
say !" 

" Yes ; what is there to surprise you so much in that 
word? did you never hear of such a thing ? I am sure 
I hear too much of it ; Katrine hves and breathes and 
fattens upon it: as Churchill says, she eats slander^ 
drinks slander, sleeps upon slander." 

" But tell me, what of Helen 1 that is all I want to 
hear," cried Lady Ceciha : ** Slander ! of Helen Stan- 
ley ! what is it that Katrine says about poor Helen ? 
what spite, what vengeance, can she have against her, 
tell me, tell me." 

" If you would ask one question at a time, I might be 
able to answer you," said Lady Castlefort. " Ik) not 
hurry me so ; you fidget my nerves. First as to the 
spite, you know yourself that Katrine, from the begin- 
ning, never could endure Helen Stanley ; for my part, I 
always rather liked her than otherwise, and shall defend 
her to the last." 
"Defend her!" 

** But Katrine was always rather jealous of her, and 
lately worse than ever, for getting into her place, as she 
says, with you ; that made her hate her all the more." 
" Let her hate on, that will never make me love Helen 
the less." 

" So I told her ; and besides. Miss Stanley is going to 
be married." 
"To be sure; wellV 

"And Katrine naturally hates everybody that is going 
to be married. If you were to see thp state she is in 
always, reading th^ announcements of marriages in high 
life ! Churchill, 1 do believe, had Miss Stanley's intended 
match put into every paper continually, on purpose for 
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the pleasure of plaguing Katrine ; and if you could hare 
seen her long face, when she saw it announced in the 
Court Gazette — ^good authority, you know — really it was 
pitiable." 

" I dont care, I don't care about thai — Oh pray go on 
to the facts about Helen." 

" Well, but the fact is as I tell you ; you wanted to 
know what sufficient cause for vengeance, and am not I 
telling you ? If you would not get into such a state of 
excitement ! — as Sir Sib says, excitements should be 
avoided. La! my dear," continued Lady Castlefort, 
looking up at her with unfeigned astonishment, '* what 
agitation ! why, if it were a matter that concerned your- 
self—" 

" It concerns my friend, and that is the same thing." 

" So one says ; but — you look realty such a colour." 

"No matter what colour 1 look," cried Cecilia; "go 
on." 

" Do you never read the papers V said Lady Castle- 
fort. 

" Sometimes," said Lady Cecilia ; " but I have not 
looked at a paper these three days ; was there any tl^i^ 
particular 1 tell me." 

" My dear I tell you ! as if I could remember by heart 
all the scandalous paragraphs I read." She looked 
round the room, and not seeing the papers, said, " I do 
not know what has become of those papers : but you 
can find them when you go home." 

She mentioned the names of two papers, noted for 
being personal, scandalous, and scurrilous. 

" Are those the papers you mean V cried Lady Ceci- 
lia ; " the general never lets them into the house." 

" That is a pity — that's hard upon you, for then you 
never are, as you see, au courant du jour^ and all your 
friends might be abused to death without your knowing 
it, if some kind person did not tell you." 

" Do tell me, then, the substance ; I don't want the 
words." 

" But the words are all. Somehow it is nothing with- 
out the words." 

In her now excited state of communicativeness. Lady 
Castlefort rose and looked all about the room for the 
papers, sajring, " They were here, they were there, sdl 
yesterday: Katrine had them showing them to Lady 
Masham in the morning, and to all her blue set after- 
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ward— Lord knows what she has done with them. So 
tiresome looking for things ! how I hate it.^' 

She rang the bell and inquired of the footman if he 
knew what had become of the papers. Of course he did 
not know, could not imagine — servants never know, 
nor can imagine what have become of newspapers — ^but 
he would inquire. 

While he went to inquire. Lady Castlefort sank down 
again into her berg^re, and agaih fell into admiration of 
Cecilia's state of impatience. 

" How curious you are. Now I am never really curi- 
ous about any thing that does not come home to m3rself, 
I have so little interest adbout other people." 

This was said in al^he simpUcit^f selfishness, not 
from candour, but from mere absem;e of shame, and 
utter ignorance of what others think— what others feel, 
which always characterizes, and often betrays the selfish, 
even where the head is best capable of supplying the 
deficiencies of the heary But Louisa Castlefort hat^o 
head to hide her want o( heartjjwhile Ceciha, who had 
both head and heart, looked down upon her cousin with 
surprise, pity, and contempt, quick succeeding each other, 
in a sort of parenthesis of feeling, as she moved her eyop 
for a moment from the door on which they had been 
fixed, and to which they recurred, while she stood wait- 
ing for the appearance of those newspapers. 

The footman entered with them. " In Mr. Landrum's 
room they were, my lady." 

Lady Cecilia did not hear a word that, was said, no^ 
did she see that the servant laid a note on the table. 

It was well tjiat Louisa had that note to read and to 
answer, while Cecilia looked at the paragraphs in these 
papers : else her start must have l)een seen, her excla- 
mation must have been heard ; it must have been marked, 
that the whole character of her emotion changed from 
generous sjrmpathy with her friend, to agony of fear for 
herself. 

The instant she cast her eyes on that much read paper, 
she saw the name of Colonel D'Aubigny ; all the r^t 
swam before her eyes. Lady Castlefort, without look- 
ing up from her writing, asked — ^What day of the month ? 
Ceciha could not answer, but, recalled to herself by the 
sound of the voice> she now tried to read—she scarcely 
read the words, but some way took the sense into h^ 
mind at a gh 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

Ths first of these paragraphs caught the eye by its 
title in capital letters. 

'* LA BELLE FIANCEE. 

" Though quite unknown in the London world, this 
young lady cannot fail to excite some curiosity among 
our fashionaUes as the successful rival of one whom the 
greatest painter of the age has pronounced to be the fair' 
est of the /air— the Lady B. F^***. This new Helen 
is, we understand, of a respectable family, niece to a late 
dean, distinguished for piety much, and virtu more. It 
was reported that the niece was a great heiress, but 
after the proposal had been made it was discovered that 
Virtu had made away with every shilling of her fortune. 
' This made no difference in the eyes of her inamorato, 
who is as rich as he is generous, and who saw with the 
eyes of a youth * Of Age to-morrow.' His guardian, a 
wary general, demurred — ^but nursery tactics prevailed. 
The young lady, though she had never been out, bore the 
victory from him of many campaigns. The day for the 
marriage was fixed as announced by us, but we are con- 
cerned to state that a postponement of this marriage for 
mysterious reasons has taken place. Delicacy forbids us 
to say more at present." 

Delicacy however did not prevent their sa3ring in the 
next paper in a paragraph headed, " Mystery Solved." 

" We understand that in the course of a few days 

will appear the * Memoirs of the late Colonel D ^y ; 

or. Reminiscences of a Rou^, well known in the Fash- 
ionable world.' 

^* This little volume bids fair to engross the attention 
of the higher circles, as it contains, besides innumer- 
able curious personal and secret anecdotes, the original 
love-letters of a certain belie fiancee, now residing with 
a noble family in Grosvenor Square." 

Lady Cecifia saw at once the whole dreadful danger 

— ^her own letters to Colonel D' Aubieny they must be ! 

How could they have got them 1 They would be seen 
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by her husband — ^published to the whole world — ^if the 
general found out they were hers, he would cast her 
off for ever. If they were believed to be Helen's — 
Helen was undone, sacrificed to her folly, her coward- 
ice. " Oh ! if I had but told Clarendon, he would have 
stopped this dreadful, dreadful publication." 

And what falsehoods it might contain, she did not even 
dare to think. All was remorse, terror, confusion — ^fixed 
to the spot like one stupified, she stood. 

Lady Castlefort did not see it — she had been com- 
pletely engrossed with what she had been writing, she 
was now looking for her most sentimental seal, and not 
till she had pressed that seal down and examined the 
impression, did she look up or notice Cecilia— then 
struck indeed with a sense of something unusual, — 

" My dear," said she, " you have no idea how odd you 
look — so strange, Cecilia — quite ibahie /" Giving two 
pulls to the beU as she spoke, and her eyes on the door 
impatient for the servant, she added — ^** After all, Cecilia, 
Helen Stanley is no relation even — only a friend. Take 
this note — " to the footman who answered the bell ; and 
the moment he left the room, continuing, in the same 
tone, to Lady Cecilia, she said — ^*' You will have to give 
her up at last — that^s all; so you had better make 
your mind up to it." 

When Lady Cecilia tried to speak, she felt as if her 
tongue cleaved to the roof of her mouth ; and when she 
did articulate, it was in a sort of hoarse sound. " Is 
the book published 1'' She held the paper before Lady 
Castlefort's eyes, and pointed to the name she could not 
utter. 

" D'Aubigny's book — is it published do you mean 1" 
said Lady Castlefort. " Absolutely pubhshed, I cannot 
say, but it is all in print, I know. I do not understand 
about pubUshing. There^s something about presenta- 
tion copies ; I know Katrine was wild to have one before 
anybody else, so she is to have the first copy, I know, and 
I believe, is to have it this very morning for the people 
at this breakfast : it is to be the lonne louche of the 
business." 

"What has Katrine to do with it? Oh, tell me 
quick !" 

" Dear me, Cecilia, what a fuss you are in ! you make 
me quite nervous to look at you. You had better go 
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down to the breakfast-room, and you will hear all about 
^it from the fountain-head." 

" Has Katrine the book or not 1" cried Lady Cecilia. 

"Bless me! I will inquire, my dear, if you wiU not 
look so dreadful.'* She rang, and coolly asked — ** Did 
that man, that bookseller. Stone, send any parcel this 
morning, do you know, for Lady Katrine V* 

" Yes, my lady ; Landrum had a parcel or book for 
Lady Katrine — it is on the table, 1 believe." 

** Very well." The man left the room. 

Lady Cecilia darted on the brown paper parcel she had 
seen directed to Lady Katrine, and seized it before the 
amazed Louisa could prevent her. " Stop, stop !" cried 
she, sprinpng forward, " stop, Ceoiha ; Katrine will 
never forgive me !" 

But Lady Cecilia, seizing a penknife, cut the first 
knot. 

"Oh, Cecilia, I am undone if Katrine comes in! 
Make haste, make haste ! I can only let you have a 
peep or two. We must do it up again as well as ever," 
continued Lady Castlefort, while Lady Cecilia, fast as 
possible, went on cut, cut, cutting the packthread to 
bits, and she tore off the brown paper cover, then one 
of silver paper that protected the silk-binding. 

Lady Castlefort took up the outer cover and read, 
" To be returned before two o'clock." — What can that 
mean ? Then it is only lent ; not her own. Katrine 
will not understand this — will be outrageously disap* 
pointed. Vm sure I don't care. But here is a note 
from Stone, however, which may explain it." She 
opened and read — 

"Stone's respects— existing circumstances make it 
necessary that her ladyship's copy should be returned. 
Will be called for at two o'clock." 

" Cecilia, Cecilia, make haste ! But Katrine does not • 
know yet — Still she may come up." Lady Castlefort 
rang and inquired, " Have they done breakfast 1" 

" Breakfast is over, my lady," said the servant, who 
answered the bell, " but Landrum thinks the gentlemen 
and ladies will not be up immediately, on account of one 
of the ladies being performing a poem." 

" Very well, very good," added her ladyship, as the 
man left the room. " Then, Cecilia, you will have time 
enough ; for when once they begin performingy as SyU 
Tester calls it, there is no end of it." 
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" Oh HeavenB !" cried Cecilia, as ^e turned oTer the 
pages, "Oh Heavens! what is herel Such absolute 
falsehood! Shocking, shocking!" she exclaimed, as 
she looked on, terrified at what she saw : ** Absolutely 
false — a forgery." 

" Whereabouts are you ?" said Lady Castlefort, ap- 
proaching to read along witti her. 

" Oh, do not read it," cried Cecilia ; and she hastily 
closed the book. 

*' What signifies shutting the book, my dear," said 
Louisa ; '* as if you could shut people's eyes ? I know 
what it is ; I have read it." 

" Read it !" 

" Read it ! I really can read, though it seems to 
astonish you." 

" But it is not published.'' 

** One can read in manuscript." 

" And did you see the manuscript 1" 

** I had a ghmpse. Yes — I know more than Katrine 
thinks I know." 

" O tell me, Louisa ; tell me all," cried Cecilia. 

" I will, but you must never tell that I told it to you." 

" Speak, speak," cried Cecilia. 

" It is a long story," said Lady Castlefort. 

" Make it short then. O tell me quick, Louisa !" 

"There is a literary dessous des caries^^^ said Lady 
Castlefort, a little vain of knowing a literary dessous de^ 
caries; " Churchill being at the head of every thing of 
that sort, you know, the bookseller brought him the 
manuscript which Sir Thomas D'Aubigny had offered 
him, and wanted to know whether it would do or not, 
Mr. Churchill's answer wa*, that it would never do with- 
out more pepper and salt, meaning gossip and scandal, 
and all that. But you are reading on, Cecilia, not listen- 
ing to me." 

" I am listening, indeed." 

" Then never tell how I came to know every thing, 
Katrine's maid has a lover, who is, as she phrases it, 
one of the gentlemen connected with the press. Now, 
my Angelique, who cannot endure Katrine's maid, tells 
me that this man, is only a wonder'tnaker, a half-crown 
paragraph writer. * So, through Angelique, and indeed 
from another person — " she stopped; and then went 
on — " tl^ough Angelique it all came up to me." 

" All whatl" cried Cecilia; "go on, go on to the facts.** 
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** I will, if you will not hurry me so. The letters 
were not in Miss Stanley's hand- writing." 

" No ! I am sure of that," said Ceciha. 

" CJopies were all that they pretended to be ; so they 
may be forgeries after all, you see." 

" But how did Katrine or Mr. Churchill come by the 
copies t"^ 

" I have a notion, but of this I am not quite sure : I 
have a notion, from something I was told by — ^in short I 
suspect that Carlos, Lady Davenant's page, somehow 
got at them, and gave them, or had them given to the 
man who was to publish the book. Lady Katrine and 
Churchill laid their heads together ; here, in this very 
sanctum sanctorum. They thought 1 knew nothing, but 
I knew every thing. 1 do not believe Horace had any 
thing to do with it, except saying that the love-letters 
would be just the thing for the public if they were bad 
enough. I remember, too, that it was he who added 
the second title, ' Reminiscences of a Rou6,' and said 
something about alliteration's artful aid. And now," 
concluded Lady Castlefort, " it is coming ta the grand 
catastrophe, as Katrine calls it. She has already told 
the story, and to-day she was to give all her set what 
she calls ocular demonstration. Cecilia, now, quick, 
finish; they will be here this instant. Give me the 
book ; let me do it up this minute." 

"No, no; let me put it up," cried Lady Cecilia, 
keeping possession of the book and the brown paper. 
" I am a famous hand at doing up a parcel, as famous 
as any Bond-street shopman : your hands are not made 
for such work." 

Anybody but Lady Castlefort would have discerned 
that Lady Cecilia had some further design, and she was 
herself afraid it would be perceived ; but, taking cour- 
age from seeing what a fool she had to deal with, Lady 
Cecilia went on more boldly: "Louisa, I must have 
more packthread ; this is all cut to bits." 

" I will ring and ask for some." 

" No, no ; do not ring for the footman ; he might ob- 
serve that we had opened the parcel. Cannot you get 
a string without ringing 1 Look in that basket." 

" None there, I know," said Lady Castlefort, without 
stirring. ^ 

" In your own room then ; Angelique has some. 

" How do you know 1" 
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'* 1 know ! never mind how. Go, amd. she will give 
you packthread I must have it before Katrine comes 
up. So go, Louisa, go." 

'' Go," in the imperative mood, operated, and she 
went ; she did not know why. 

That instant Lady Cecilia drew the book out of the 
half-folded paper, and quick, quick, tore out page after 
page — every page of those letters that concerned her- 
seff or Helen, and into the fire thrust them, and as they 
blazed held them down bravely — ^bad the boldness to 
wait till all was black : all the while she trembled, but 
stood it, and they were burnt, and the book in its brown 
pi^r cover was left on the table, and she down stairs, 
before Lady Castlefort's dressing-room door opened, 
and she crossed the hall without meeting a soul except 
the man in waiting there. The breakfast-room was at 
the back of the house looking into the gardens, and her 
carriage at the front-door had never been seen by Lady 
Katrine, or any of her blue set. She cleared out of the 
house into her carriage — and oflf— "To the park," 
said she. 

She was o£f but just in time. The whole tribe came 
out of the breakfast-room before she had turned the 
corner of the street. She threw herself back in the 
carriage and took breath, congratulating herself upon 
this hair-breadth 'scape. For this hour, this minute, 
she had escaped! — she was reprieved ! 

And now what was next to be done ? This was but 
a momentary reprieve. Another copy would be had — 
no, not till to-morrow though. The sound of the words 
that had been read from the bookseller's note by Lady 
Oastlefort, though scarcely noticed at the time, recurred 
to her now ; and there was hope something might to- 
day be done to prevent the publication. It might still 
be kept for ever from her husband's and from Beau- 
clerc's knowledge. One stratagem had succeeded — 
others might. 

She took a drive, round the park to compose the ex- 
cessive flurry of her spirits. Letting down all the 
glasses, she had the fresh air blowmg upon her, and ere 
she was half round, she was able to think of what yet 
remained to do. Money! Oh! any money she could 
command she would give to prevent this publication. 
She was not known to the bookseller — ^no matter. 
Money is m^ey from whatever hand. She would trost 



is money fror 



HELSN* 143 . 

the matter to no one but herself, and she would go im* 
mediately — not a moment to be lost. 

"To Stone's, the bookseller's." 

Arrived. " Do not give my name ; only say, a lady 
wants to speak to Mr. Stone.'* 

The people at Mr. Stone's did not know the livery or 
the carriage ; but such a carriage and such a lady com- 
manded the deference of the shopman. 

" Please to walk in, madam ;" and by the time she 
had walked in, the man changed madam into your lady- 
ship : " Mt Stone will be with your ladyship in a mo- 
ment — only in the warehouse. If your ladyship will 
please to walk up into the back drawing-room — there's 
a fire." 

The maid followed to blow it ; and while the bellows 
wheezed and the fire did not burn, Lad^CeciUa looked 
out of the window in eager expectation of seeing Mr. 
Stone returning from the warehouse with all due ce- 
lerity. No Mr. Stone, however, appeared; but there 
was a good fire in the middle of the courtyard, as she 
observed to the maid who was plying the wheezing 
bellows ; and who answered that they had had a great 
fire there this hour past, " burning of papers." And at 
that moment a man came out with his arms full of a 
huge pile — sheets of a book. Lady Cecilia saw — it was 
thrown on the fire. Then came out and stood beside 
the fire — could she be mistaken 1— impossible — ^it was 
like a dream — the general ! 

Cecilia's first thought was to run away before she 
should be seen ; but the next moment that thought was 
abandoned, for the time to execute it was now past. 
The messenger sent across the yard had announced 
that a lady in the back drawing-room wanted Mr. Stone. 
Eyes had looked up — the general had seen and recog- 
nised her, and all she coidd now do was, to recognise 
him in return, which she did as eagerly and gracefully 
as possible. 

The general came up to her directly, not a little 
astonished that she, whom he fancied at home in her 
bed, incapacitated by a headache that had prevented her 
from speaking to him, should be here, so far out of her 
usual haunts, and, as it seemed, out of her element — 
** What can bring you here, my dear Cecilia 1" 
J *• The same purpose which, if 1 rightly spell, brought 
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70a here, my dear general ;** and her eye intell^fent^y 
glanced at the burning papers in the yard. 

'* Do you know then, Ceciha, what those papers are . 
How did you know ?" 

Lady Cecilia told her history, keeping as strictly to 
facts as the nature of the case admitted. Her headache, 
of course, she had found much better for the sleep she 
had taken. She had set off, she told him, as ^oon as 
she was able, for Lady Castlefort^s, to inquire into the 
meaning of the strange whispers of the preceding night. 
Then she told of the scandalous paragraphs she had 
seen : how she had looked over the book ; and how 
successfully she had torn put and destroyed the whole 
^chapter; and then how, hoping to be able to prevent 
*the publication, she had driven directly to Mr. Stone^s. 

Her husband^vith confiding, admiring eyes, looked 
at her and listened to her, and thought all she said so 
natural, so kind, that he could not but love her the more 
for her Keal of friendship, though he blamed her for in- 
terfering, in defiance of his caution. " Had you con- 
sulted me, or listened to me, my dear Cecilia, this morn- 
ing, I could have saved you all this trouble ; I should 
have told you that I would settle with Stone, and stop 
the publication, as I have done." 

" But that copy which had been sent to Lady Katrine, 
surely 1 did some good there by burning those pages ; 
for if once it had g&t among her set, it would have spread 
like wildfire, you know. Clarendon." 

He acknowledged this, and said^ smiling, — ** Be satis- 
fied with yourself, my love ; 1 acknowledge that you 
made there a capital coup de main,^^ 

Just then, in came Mr. Stone with an account in his 
hand, which the general stepped forward to receive, and, 
after one glance at the amount, he took up a^pen, wrote, 
and signed his name to a check on his banker^ Mr. Stone 
received it, bowed obsequiously, and assured the genersd 
that every copy of the offensive chapter had been with- 
drawn from the book and burnt — " that copy excepted 
which you have yourself, general, and that which was 
sent to Lady Katrine Hawksby, which, we expect in 
every minute^ and it shall be sent to Grosvenor Square 
immediately. 1 will bring it myself, to preyent all 
danger." 
V The general, who knew there was no danger there, 
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smiled at Cecilia, and told the bookseller that he need 
tadLe no further trouble about Lady Katrine's copy ; the 
man* bowed, and looking again at the amount of the 
check, retired well satisfied. 

^ You come home with me, my dear Clarendon, do 
not you V said Lady CeciUa. 

They drove off. On their way, the general said — ^* It 
is always difficult to decide wliether to contradict or to 
let such pubUcations take their course : but in the pres- 
ent case, to stop the scandal instantly and completely 
was the only thing to be done. There are cases of 
honour, when women are concerned, where law is too 
slow : it must not be remedy, it must be prevention. 
If the finger of scorn dares to point, it must be^ut 
oflf." After a pause of grave thought, he added — " Upoa 
the manner in which Helen now acts will depend ner 
happiness — ^her character — her whole future life." 

Lady Cecilia summoned all her power to prevent her 
from betraying herself: the danger was great, for she 
could not command her fears so completely as to hide 
the lo<^ of alarm with which she listened to the gene- 
ral ; but in his eyes her agitation appeared no more than 
was natural for her to feel about her friend. 

" My love," continued he, " if Helen is worthy of 
your affection, she will show it now. Her only re- 
source is in perfect truth : tell her so, Cecilia — impress 
it upon her mind. Would to Heaven I had been able to 
convince her of this at first ! Speak to her strongly, 
Cecilia; as you love her, impress upon her that my 
esteem, Beauclerc's love, the happiness of her life, de- 
pend upon her truth !" As he repeated these words, the 
carriage stopped at their own door. 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

We left Helen in the back drawing-room, the docwr 
bolted, and beginning to read her dreaded task. The 
paragraphs in the newspapers, we have seen, were suf- 
ficiently painful, but when she came to the book itself— ^ 
to the letters — she was in consternation, greater even 
.tl^ui what she had felt in the general's i»r^9ence under 
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the immediate urgency of his eye and voice. Her con- 
viction was that in each of these letters, there were 
some passages, some expressions, which certainly were 
Ceciha's, but mixed with others, which as certainly 
were not hers. The internal evidence appeared to her 
irresistibly strong : and even in those passages which 
she knew to be Ceciha's writing, it too plainly appeared 
that, however playfully, however delicately expressed, 
there was more of real attachment for Colonel D'Au- 
bigny that Cecilia had ever allowed Helen to believe ; 
and she felt that Cecilia must shrink from General 
Clarendon's seeing these as her letters, after she had 
herself assured him that he was her first love. The 
falsehood was here so indubitable, so proved, that Helen 
herself trembled at the thought of Cecilia's acknow- 
ledging the plain facts to her husband. 

The time for it was past. Now that they were in 
print, pubUshed, perhaps, how must he feel ! If even 
candid confession were made to him, and made for the 
best motives, it would to him appear only forced by 
necessity — forced, as he would say to himself, because 
her friend would not submit to be sacrificed. 

Such were Helen's thoughts on reading the two or 
three first letters, but as she went on, her alarm in- 
creased to horror. She saw things which she felt cer- 
tain Cecilia could never have written; yet truth and 
falsehood were so mixed up in everjr paragraph, cir- 
cumstances which she herself had witnessed so mis- 
represented, that it was all to her inextricable confusion. 
The passages which were to be marked could not now 
depend upon her opinion, her belief; they must rest 
upon Cecilia's integrity — and could she depend upon it ? 
The impatience which she had felt for Lady Cecilia's 
return now faded away, ^d merged in the more pain- 
ful thought that, when sh^id come, the suspense would 
not end — the doubts would never be satisfied. 

She lay down upon the sofa and tried to rest, kept 
herself perfectly still, and resolved to think no more ; 
and, as far as the power of the mind over itself can stay 
the ever-rising thoughts, she controlled hers, and waited 
with a sort of forced, desperate composure for the 
event. 

Suddenly she heard that knock, that ring, which she 
knew announced Lady Ceciha's return. But not Ce^ 
cilia alone ; j^heard the general also coming up staisv 
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but CecDia first, who did not stop for more than an 
instant at the drawing-room door, — she looked in, as 
Helen guessed, and seeing that no one was there, ran 
very quiclly up the next flight of stairs. Next came 
the general ; on hearing his step, Helen's anxiety be- 
came so intense, that she could not, at the moment he 
came near, catch the sound or distinguish which way 
he went. Strained beyond its power, the faculty of 
hearing seemed suddenly to fail — all was confusion, an 
indistinct buzz of sounds. The next moment, however, 
recovering, she plainly heard his step in the front draw- 
ing-room, and she knew that he twice walked up and 
down the whole length of the room, as if in deep thought. 
Each time as he approached the folding-doors she was 
breathless. At last he stopped, his hand was on the 
lock — she recollected that the door was bolted, and as 
he turned the han(}le, she in a powerless voice, called 
to tell him, but not hearing her, he tried again, and as 
the door shook, she again tried to speak, but could not. 
Still she heard, though she could not articulate. She 
heard him say, ^ 

" Miss Stanley, are you there 1 Can 1 see you ?" 
But the words — the voice seemed to come from afar 
— sounded dull and strange. She tried to rise from her 
seat — found a difficulty — made an effort — stood up — she 
summoned resolution— struggled— hurried across the 
room— drew back the bolt — threw open the door — and 
that was all she could do. In that effort strength and 
consciousness failed — she fell forward and fainted at 
the generad's feet. 

-He raised her up, and laid her on a sofa in the inner 
room. He rang for her maid, and went up stairs to 
prevent Cecilia's being alarmed. He took the matter 
coolly ; he had seen many fainting young ladies, he did 
not like them — ^his own Cecilia excepted — in his mind 
always excepted from every unfavourable suspicion re- 
garding the sex. Helen, on the contrary, was at pres- 
ent subject to them all, and under the cloud of distrust, 
he saw in a bad light every thing that occurred ; the 
same appear£mces whiclvin his wife, he would have 
attributed to the sensibility of true feeling, he inter 
preted in Helen as the consciousness of falsehood, the 
proof of cowardly duplicity. ^ He went back at once to 
his original prejudice against her, when, as he first 
thought, she^had been forced upon him j|ytfeference to 
G3 '^^ 
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his own sister. He had been afterward convinced that 
she had been perfectly free from all double-dealing; 
yet now he slid back again, as people of 'his character 
often do, to their first opinion. 

" I thought so at first, and I find, as I usually do, that 
my first thought was right." 

What had been but an adverse feeling was now con- 
sidered as a prescient judgment. And he did not go 
up stairs the quicker for these thoughts, but calmly and 
coolly, when he reached Lady Cecilia's dressing-room, 
knocked at the door, and, with all the precautions 
necessary to prevent her from being alarmed, told her 
what had happened . " You had better not go down, my 
dear Cecilia, I beg you will not. Miss Stamley has her 
own maid, all the assistance that can be wanted. My 
dear, it is not fit for you. 1 desire you wiU not go 
down." 

But Lady Cecilia would not listen, could not be de- 
tained ; she escaped from her husband, and ran down to 
Helen. Excessively alarmed she was, and well she 
might be, knowing herself to*e the cause, and not cer- 
tain in any way how it might end. 

She found Helen a little recovered, but still pale as 
white marble ; and when Lady Cecilia took her hand, it 
was still quite cold. She came to herself but very 
slowly, never in her life having fainted before. For 
some minutes she did not recover perfect conscious- 
ness, or clear recollection. She saw figures of persons 
moting about her, she felt them as if too near, and 
wished them away ; wanted air, but could not say what 
she wished. She would have moved, but her limbs 
would not obey her will. At last, when she had with 
effort half raised her head, it sunk back again before she 
could distinguish all the persons in the room. The 
shock of cold water on her forehead revived her ; then, 
coming clearly to power of perception, she saw Cecilia 
bending over her. 

But still she eould not speak, and yet she understood 
distinctly, saw the affectionate anxiety, too, in her little 
maid Rose's countenance ; she felt that she loved Rose, 
and that she could not endure Felicie, who had now 
come in, and was making exclamations, and advising 
various remedies, all of which, when offered, Helen 
dechned. It was not merely that Felicie's talking, and 
tone of voiG||||d superabundant action, were too much 
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for her, but that Helen had at this moment a sort of 
intuitive perception of insincerity, and of exaggeration. 
In that dreamy state, hovering between hfe and death, 
in which people are on coming out of a swoon, it seems 
as if there was need for a firm hold of reaUty ; th&senses 
and the understanding join in the struggle, and become 
most acute in their perception of what is natural or 
what is unnatural, true or false, in the expressions and 
feelings of the bystanders. 

Lady Ceciha understood her look, and dismissed 
Fehcie with all her smeUing-bottles. Rose, though not 
ordered away, judiciously retired as soon as she saw 
that her services were of no further use, and that there 
was something upon her young lady's mind, for which 
hartshorn and sal volatile could be of no avail. 

Cecilia would have kissed her forehead, but Helen 
made a slight withdrawing motion, and turned away her 
face; the next instant, however, ^e looked up, and 
taking CeciUa's hand pressed it kindly, and said, 

" You are more to be pitied than I am ; sit down, sit 
down beside me, my poor Cecilia ; how you tremble ! 
and yet you do not know what is coming upon you." 

" Yes, yes, I do — I do," cried Lady Cecilia, and she 
eagerly told Helen all that had passed, ending with the 
assurance that the publication had been completely 
stopped by her dear Clarendon ; that the whole chapter 
containing the letters had been destroyed, that not a 
single copy had got abroad. " The only one in exist- 
ence is this," said she, taking it up as she spoke, and 
she made a movement as going to tear out the leaves, 
but Helen checked her hand, ** That must not be, the 
general desired — " 

And ^dmost breathless yet distinctly, she repeated 
what the general had said, that he might be called upon 
to prove which parts were forged, «aid which true, and 
that she had promised to mark the passages. 

" So now, Cecilia, here is a pencil, and mark what is 
and what is not yours." 

Lady Cecilia mstantly took the pencil, and in great 
agitation obeyed. 

'* Oh, my dear Helen, some of these the general 
could not think yours. Very wicked these people have 
been I — so the general said ; he was sure, he Knew, all 
could not be yours." 

''Finish I my dear Cecilia," int$H|rt||^ Helen; 
33 
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*< finish what you have to do, and in this last trial, givo 
rae this one proof of your sincerity. Be careful in what 
you are now doing; mark truly — oh, Cecilia! every 
word you recollect — as your conscience tells you. 
Will you, Cecilia 1 this is all I ask, as I am to answer 
for it — will you 1" 

Most fervently she protested she would. ^ She had no 
difficulty in recollecting, in distinguishing her own ; and 
at first she marked truly, and was glad to separate what 
was at worst, only foolish girlish nonsense, from things 
which had been interpolated to make out the romance ; 
things which never could have come from her mind. 

There is some comfort in having our own faults 
overshadowed, outdone by the greater faults of others. 
And here it was flagrant wickedness in the editor, and 
only weakness and imprudence in the writer of the real 
letters. Lady Cecilia continually solaced her conscience 
by pointin^out to Helen, as she went on, the foUy, liter- 
aUy the folly of the deception she had practised on her 
husband, and her exclamations against herself were so 
vehement that Helen would not add to her pain by a 
single reproach, since she had decided that the time 
was past for urging her confession to the general. She 
now only said, 

" Look to the future, Cecilia^ the past we cannot 
recall. This will be a lesson you can never forget." 

" Oh, never, never can I forget it. You have saved 
me, Helen." 

Tears and protestations followed these words, and at 
the moment they were all sincere ; and yet, can it be 
believed 1 even in this last trial, when it came to this 
last proof. Lady Cecilia was not perfectly true.- She 
purposely avoided putting her mark of acknowledg- 
ment to any of those expressions which most clearly 
proved her love for Colonel D'Aubigny; for she still 
said to herself that the time might come, though at 
present it could not be, when she might make a confes- 
sion to her husband, in his joy at the birth of a son, she 
thought she might venture ; she still looked forward to 
doing justice to her friend at some future period, and to 
make this easier — to make this posSiblen-as she said to 
herself, she must now leave out certain expressions, 
which might, if acknowledged, remain for ever fixed in 
Clarendon's xajaidf and for which she could never be 
ibrgiven .j 
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Helen, when she looked over the pages, observed 
amonjgf the unmarked passages some of those expres- 
sions which she had thought were Cecilia's, but she con- 
cluded she was mistaken ; she could not believe that her 
fnend could at such a moment deceive her, and she was 
even ashamed of having doubted her sincerity, and her 
words, look, and manner, now gave assurance of perfect, 
unquestioning confidence. 

This delicacy in Helen struck Lady Ceciha to the 
quick. Ever apt to be more touched by her refined 
feelings than by any strong appeal to her reason or her 
principles, she was now shock-ed by the contrast be- 
tween her own paltering meanness and her friend's 
confiding generosity. As this thought crossed her mind, 
she stretched out her hand again for the book, took up 
the pencil, and was ^oing to mark the truth; but, the 
impulse past, cowardice prevailed, and cowardice whis- 
pered, *^ Helen is looking at me, Helen sees at this mo- 
ment what I am doing, and, after having marked them 
as not mine, how can I now acknowledge them 1 — it is 
too late — it is impossible." 

" I have done as you desired," continued she, " Helen, 
to the best of my ability. I have marked all this, but 
what can it signify now, my dear, except — ^" 

Helen interrupted her. " Take the book to the gene- 
ral this moment, will you, and tell him that all the 
passages are marked as he desired. Stay, I had better 
write." 

She Wrote upon a shp of paper a messsige to the same 
effect, having well considered the words by which she 
might, without further step in deception, save her friend, 
and take upon herself the whole blame — the whole 
hazardous responsibility. 

When Cecilia gave the marked book to General Clar- 
endon, he said, as he took it, " I am glad she has done 
this, though it is unnecessary now, as I was going to 
tell her if she had not fainted; unnecessary, because I 
have now in my possession the actual copies of the 
original letters ; I found them here on my return. That 
good little poetess found them for me at the printer's ; 
but she couid not discover — I have not yet been able to 
trace where they came from, or by whom they were 
copied." 

** O let me see them," cried Lady, Ce^a. 
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thing more by seeing them ; they are in a feigned hand 
evidently." 

•' But," intennpted Cecilia, " yon cannot want the 
book now, when you have the letters themselves ;" and 
she attempted to draw it from his hand, for she instantly 
perceived the danger of the discrepancies between her 
marks and the letters being detected. She made a 
stronger effort to withdraw the book, but he held it 
fast. 

" Leave it with me now, my dear ; I want it ; it will 
settle my opinion as to Helen's truth." 

Slowly, and absolutely sickened with apprehension. 
Lady Cecilia withdrew. When she returned to Helen, 
and found how pale she was, and how ^hausted she 
seemed, she entreated her to lie down again and try to 
rest. 

*' Yes, I believe I had better rest before I see Gran- 
ville," said Helen ; ** where can he have been all day V 

" With some friend of his, I suppose," said Cecilia, 
and she insisted on Helen's saying no more, and keep- 
ing herself perfectly quiet. She further suggested that 
she had better not appear at dinner. 

" It will be only a family party, some of the general's 
relations. Miss Clarendon is to be here, and she is 
one, you know, trying to the spirits ; and she is not 
likely to be in her most su<xve humour this evening, as 
she has been under a course of the toothache, and has 
been all day at the dentist's." 

Helen readily consented to remain in her own room, 
though she had not so great a dread of Miss Clarendon 
as Lady Cecilia seemed to feel. Lady Cecilia was 
indeed in the greatest terror lest Miss Clarendon should 
have heard some of these reports about Helen and Beau- 
clerc, and would in her blunt way ask directly what they 
meant, and go on with some of her point-blank ques- 
tions, which Cecilia feared might be found unanswera- 
ble. However, as Miss Clarendon had only just come to 
town from Wales, and come only about her teeth, she 
hoped that no reports could have reached her ; and Ce- 
cilia trusted much to her own address and presence of 
mind in moments of danger, in turning the conversation 
the way it should go. 

But things were no>w come to a point where none of 
the little ddlful j^Arruptions or lucky hits^ by which 
she had Bo^gmmrnkf profited, could avail her farther 
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than to delay what mnst be. Passioa and character 
pursue their course unalterably, unimpeded by small ex- 
ternal circumstances ; interrupted they may be in their 
progress — ^but as the stream opposed bears against the 
obstacle, sweeps it away, or foams and passes by. 

Before Lady Cecilia's toilette was finished, her hus- 
band was in her dressing-room ; came in without knock- 
ing — a circumstance so unusual with him, that Mademoi- 
selle Felicie's eyes opened to their utmost orbit, and, 
without waiting for word or look, she vanished, leaving 
the bracelet half clasped on her lady's arm. 

*' Cecilia!" said the general. 

He spoke in so stern a tone that she trembled from 
head to foot ; her last falsehood about the letters-^all 
her fsdsehoods, all her concealments were, she thought, 
discovered ; unable to support herself, she sank into his 
arms. He seated her, and went on in a cool inexorable 
tone, " Cecilia, I am determined not to sanction by any 
token of my public approbation this marriage, which I 
no longer in my private conscience desire or approve ; 
I will not be the person to give Miss Stanley to my 
ward." 

Lady Cecilia sdmost screamed ; her selfish fears for- 
gotten, she felt only terror for her friend. She ex- 
claimed, ** Clarendon, will you break off the marriage % 
Oh ! Helen, what vdll become of her ! Clarendon, what 
can you mean 1" 

"I mean that I have compared the passages that 
Helen marked in the book, with those copies of the 
letters which were given to the bookseller before the 
interpolations were made — the letters as Miss Stanley 
wrote them. The passages in the letters and the pas- 
sages marked in the book do not agree." 

" Oh, but she might have forgotten— it might be ac- 
cident," cried Cecilia, overwhelmed with confusion. 

" No, Cecilia," pursued the general in a tone which 
made her heart die within her ; " no, Cecilia, it is not 
accident, it is design. I perceive that every strong ex- 
pression, every word, in short, which could show her 
attachment to that man, has been purposely marked as 
not her own, and the letters themselves prove that they 
were her own. The truth is not in her." 

In an agitation which prevented all power of thought, 

Cecilia exclaimed, '* She mistook, she mistook ; I could 
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not, 1 am sure r^ollect ; she asked me if I remembered 
any." 

" She consulted you, then ?" 

" She asked my advice, — told me that — " 

" I particularly requested her," interrupted the gene- 
ral, " not to ask your advice ; I desired her not to speak 
to you on the subject — not to consult you. Deceit — 
double-deayng in every thing she does, 1 find." 

" No, no, it is my fault ; every thing I say and do is 
wrong," cried Lady Cecilia. " I recollect now — it was 
just after her fainting when I brought the book, and 
. when she took it to mark, she really was not able. It 
was not that she consulted me, but I force'd my coun- 
sel upon her. I looked over the letters, and said what 
I thought ; if anybody is wrong, it is I, Clarendon. Oh, 
do not visit my sins upon Helen so cruelly ! — do not 
make me the cause of her ruin, innocent creature ! I 
assure you, if you do this, I never could forgive my- 
self." 

The general looked at her in silence ; she did not 
dare to meet his eyes, desperately anxious as she was 
to judge by his countenance what was passing within. 
He clasped for her that bracelet which her trembling 
hands were in vain attempting to close. 

" Poor thing, how its heart beats !" said her husband, 
pressing her to him as he sat down beside her. Cecilia 
thought she might venture to speak. ** You know, my 
dear Clarendon, I never oppose — ^interfere with — any 
determination of yours when once it is fixed — " 

" This is fixed," interrupted the general. 

" But after all you have done for her this very day, 
for which 1 am sure she — I am sure I thank you from 
my soul, would you now undo it all V 

"She is saved from public shame," said the general; 
" from private contempt I cannot save her : who can 
save those who have not truth ? But my determination 
is fixed ; it is useless to waste words on the subject. 
Esther is come ; I must go to her. And now, Cecilia, 
I conjure vou, when you see Beauclerc — I have not 
seen him all day ; I do not know where he has been — I 
conjure you, I command you not to interfere between 
him and Helen." 

** But you would not have ipe give her up ! I should 
be the basest of humaji beings." 
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•* I do not know what you mean, Cecilia ; you have 
done for her all that an honourable friend could do." 

" I am not an honourable friend," was Cecilia's bitter 
consciousness, as she pressed her hand upon her heart, 
which throbbed violently with contending fears. 

" You have done all that an honourable friend could 
do ; more must not be done," continued the general. 
" And now recollect, Ceciha, that you are my wife as 
well as Miss Stanley's friend ;" and as he said these 
words he left the room. 



CHAPTER XL. 

That knowing French minister, Louvois, whose power 
is said to have been maintained by his surpassing skill 
in collecting and spreading secret and swift intelligence, 
had in his pay various classes of unsuspected agents^ 
dancing-masters, fencing-master, language-masters, mil- 
liners, hair-dressers and barbers--denti8ts,he would have 
added, had he lived to our times ; and not adl Paris 
could have furnished him with a person better suited to 
his purpose than the most fashionable liOndon dentist of 
the day, St. Leger Swift. Never did Frenchman exceed 
him in volubility of utterance, or in gesture significant, 
supplying all that words might fear or fail to tell ; never 
was he surpassed by prattling barber or privileged hunch- 
back in ancient or modem story, Arabian or Persian ; 
but he was not a malicious, only a coxcomb scandal- 
monger, triumphing in his sqavoir dire. St. Leger Swift 
was known to everybody — knew everybody in London 
that was to be or was not to be known, every creaturo 
dead or alive that ever had been, or was about to be cele- 
brated, fashionable, or rich, or clever, or jiotorious, rou6 
or murderer, about to be married or about to be hanged — 
forthat last class of persons enjoys in our days a strange 
kind of heroic celebrity, of which Voltaire might well 
have been jealous. St. Leger was, of course, hand and 
glove with all the royal famSy ; every illustrious person 
a([e — every most illustrious persodage — had in turn sat in 
his chair ; he had had all their heads, in their turns in his 
hands, and he had capital anecdotesipdpS^i^ ^^ tz^ch. 
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with which he channed away the sense of pain in loyal 
subjects. But with scandal for the fair was he speciadly 
provided. Nevef did man or woman skim the surface 
tittle-tattle of society, or dive better, breathless, into 
family mysteries ; none, with more careless air, could 
at the same talk and listen — extract your news and 
give you his on dit, or tell the secret which you first re- 
veal. There was in him and about him such an air of 
reckless, cordial coxcombry, it warmed the coldest, 
threw the most cautious off their guard, brought out 
family secrets as if he had been one of your family — 
your secret purpose, as though he had been a secular 
father confessor ; as safe every thing told to St. Leger 
Swift, he would swear to you, as if known only to your- 
self: he woidd swear, and you would beheve, unless 
pecuharly constituted, as was the lady who, this morn- 
ing, took her seat in his chair — 

Miss Clarendon. She was accompanied by her aunt, 
Mrs. Pennant. 

" Ha ! old lady and young lady, fresh from the coun- 
try. Both, . I see, persons of family— of condition," 
said ^t. Leger, to himself. On that point his practised 
eye could not mistake, even at first glance ; and accord- 
ingly it was really doing himself a pleasure, that these 
ladies, as he conceived it, a pleasure, a service, and an 
honour, to put them immediately on their arrival in 
town, au courant du jour. Whether to pull or not to pull 
a tooth that had ofiended, was the professional question 
before him. 

Miss Clarendon threw back her head, and' opened her 
mouth. 

"Fine teeth, fine! Nothing to complain of here 
surely," said St. Leger. " As fine a show of ivory as 
ever I beheld. 'Pon my reputation, I know many a fine 
lady who would give — all but her eyes for such a set." 

" I must have this tooth out," said Miss Clarendon, 
pointing to the offender. 

" I see ; certainly, ma'am, as you say." 

" I hope, sir, you don't think it necessary," said her 
tender-hearted aunt ; " if it could be any way avoided — " 

" By all means, madam, as you say. We must do 
nothing without consideration." 

" I have considered,, my dear aunt," said Miss Claren- 
don. " I have not id0pt these three nights." 
. " But you do n^ Consider thai you caught cold get- 
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ting up one night for me ; and it may be only an acci- 
dental cold, my dear Esther. I should be so sorry if you 
were to loose a tooth. Don't be in a hurry ; once gone, 
you cannot get it back again." 

*• Never was a truer, wiser word spoken, madam,'^ 
said St. Leger, swiftly whisking himself round, as 
if looking for some essential implement. " Maybe a 
mere twinge, accidental cold, rheumatism : or maybe — 
My dear madam" (to the aunt), " I will trouble you; 
let me pass. I beg pardon — one word with you," and 
with his back to the patient in the chair, while he rum- 
maged among ivory-handled instruments on the table, he 
went on in a low voice to the aunt — " Is she nervous % 
is she nervous, eh, eh, eh V 

Mrs. Pennant looked, but did not hear, for she was a 
little deaf. 

" Yes, yes, yes ; I see how it is. A word to the 
wise," replied he, with a nod of intelligence. " Every 
lady's nervous now-a-days, more or less. Where the 
deuce did I put this thing ? Yes, yes — nerves ; all the 
sanae to me ; know how to manage. Make it a principle 
i—gf ofessional, to begin always by talking away nerves. 
You shall see, you shall see, my dearest madam ; you 
shall soon see — you shall hear, you shall hear how V\k 
talk this young lady — ^your niece — out of her nerves 
fairly. Beg pardon, Miss , one instant. I am search- 
ing for — where have I put it 1 — ^" 
* " I beg your pardon, sir : I am a little deaf," said Blrs. 
Pennant 

" Deaf— hey ? Ha ! a little deaf. So everybody is 
now-a-days ; even the most illustrious personages, more 
or less. Death and deafness common to all — mors om- 
nibus. I have it. Now, my dear young lady, let us 
have another look and touch at these beautiful teeth. 
Your head will do very — vastly well, my dear ma'am — 
Miss um, um, urn !" hoping the name would be sup- 
plied. But that Miss Clarendon did not teU. 

So raising his voice to the aurtt as he went on look- 
ing, or seeming to look, at the niece's tooth, he con- 
tinued rapidly — " From Wales you are, ma'am t a beau- 
tiful country Wales, ma'am. Very near being born 
there myself, like, ha, ha, ha ! that Prince of Wales — 
first prince — Caernarvon Castle — you know the histori- 
cal anecdote. Never saw finer teeth, upon my reputar* 

,1— sm^^M^ 
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Jion. Are you, ladies, may I ask, for IVe friends in 
both divisions — are you North or South Wales, eh, ehf 

" South, sir. Oansillen." 

* V Ay, South. The most picturesque, certaiiily. Uan' 
siUen, Llansillen ; know it ; know everybody ten miles 
round. Respectable people — all — very ; most respect- 
able people come up from Wales continually. Some 
of our best blood from Wales, as a great personage ob- 
served lately to me, thick, thick ! not thicker blood than 
the Welsh. His late majesty, d-propos, was pleased to 
say to me once — " 

" But," interrupted Miss Clarendon, " what do you 
say to my tooth V 

'* Sound as a roach, my ^ear madam ; I will ensure it 
for a thousand pounds." 

" But that, the tooth you touch, is not the tooth I 
mean ; pray look at this, sir !" 

" Excuse me, my dear madam, a little in my light,'' 
said he to the aunt ; " may I beg the favour of your 
name ?" 

" Pennant ! ah ! ah ! ah !" with his hands in uplifted 
admiration, **I thought so — Pennant. I said so to my-* 
self, for I know so many Pennants — great family resem- 
blance — Great naturalist of that name — any relation! 
Oh yes — No — ^I thought so from the first. Yes — and 
can assure you, to my private certain knowledge, that 
man stood high on the pinnacle of favour with a certain 
royal personage, — for, often sitting in this verychair — 

" Keep your mouth open — a little longer — ^little wider, 
my good Miss Pennant. Here's a httle something for 
me to do, nothing of any consequence — only touch and 
go — ^nothing to be taken away, no, no, must not Lose one 
of these fine teeth. That most illustious personage said 
one day to me, sitting in this very chair — * Swift,' said 
he, * St. Leger Swift,' familiarly, condescendingly, col- 
loquially — ' St. Leger Swift, my good fellow,' said he. 

" But positively, my dear miss — um, um, if you have 
riot patience — ^you must sit still — ^pardon me, profes- 
sionally I must be peremtory. Impossible I could hurt 
— can't conceive— ^did not touch — only making a per- 
quisition — inquisition — say what you please, but you are 
nervous, ma'am ; I am only taking a general survey. 

"Apropos — general' survey — General — a friend of 
mine, General Clar^don is just come to town. My 
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ears must have played me false, bat I thought my man 
said something likeXJlarendon when he showed you upV^ 

No answer from Miss Clarendon, who held her mouth 
open wide, as desired, resolved not to satisfy his cu- 
riosity, but to let him blunder on. 

"Be that as it may. General Clarendon's come to 
town — fine teeth he has too — and a fine kettle of fish — 
not very elegant, but expressive still — ^he and his ward 
have made of that marriage announced. Fine young 
man though, that Beauclerc — ^finest young man, almost, 
I ever saw !" 

But here Mr. St. Leger Swift, starting suddenly, with- 
drawing his hand from Miss Clarendon^s mouth, ex- 
claimed, 

" My finger, ma'am ! but never mind, never mind, all 
in the day's work. Casualty — contingencies — no con- 
sequence. But as I was saying, Mr. Granville Beau- 
clerc—" 

Then poured out, on the encouragement of one look 
of curiosity from Mrs. Pennant, all the on dits of Lady 
Katrine Hawksby, and all her chorus, and all the best 
authorities ; and St. Leger Swift was ready to pledge 
himself to the truth of every word. He positively 
knew that the marriage was off, and thought, as every- 
body did, that the young gentleman was well off too ; 
for besides the young lady's great fortune turning out 
not a sous — and here he supplied the half-told tale by a 
drawn up ugly face and shrugging gesture. 

" Shocking! shocking! all came to dJ[iicl&t — esclandre; 
a scene quite, last night, I am told, at my friend Lady 
Castlefort's. Sad — sad — so young a lady t But to give 
you a general idea, love-letters to come out in the Me- 
moirs of that fashionable Rou^ — friend of mine too- 
fine fellow as ever breathed— only a little — ^you under- 
stand ; Colonel D'Aubigny — Poor D'Aubigny, heigho ! — 
only if the book comes out — Miss Stanley — " 

Mrs. Pennant looked at her niece in benevolent anx- 
iety ; Miss Clarendon was firmly silent ; but St. Leger, 
catching from the expression of both ladies' counte- 
nances that they were interested in the contrary direc- 
tion to what he had anticipated, turned to the right- 
a^ut, and observed, 

*' This may be all scandal, one of the innumerable daily 
false reports that are always flying abput town ; scandal 
all, I have no doubt— Your hea^Qt-I^|^||p the rig^t, if 
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you please — And the publication will be stopped, of 
course, and the young lady's friends — ^you are inter- 
ested for her, Isee ; so am I — always am for the young 
and the fair, that's my foible ; and indeed, confidentially 
I can inform you—If you could keep your head still, my 
*dear madam.'' 

But Miss Clarendon could bear it no longer ; starting 
from under his hand, she exclaimed, " No more, thank 
you — no more at present, sir ; we can call another day 
— no more ;'* wad added, as she hastily left the room, 
** Better bear the toothache," and ran down stairs. Mrs. 
Pennant slipped into the dentist's hand, as he pulled the 
bell, a double fee ; for though she did not quite think 
he deserved it much, yet she felt it necessary to make 
amends for her niece's way of running off, which might 
not be thought quite civil. 

" Thank you, ma'am — thank ye, ma'am— not the least 
occasion— don't say a word about it — Young lady's 
nervous, said so from the first. Nerves ! nerves ! all 
— open the door there — Nerves all," were the last 
words, at the top of the stairs, St. Leger Swift was 
heard to say. . 

And the first words of kind Mrs. Pennant, as soon as 
she was in the carriage and had drawn up the glass, 
were, '* Do you know, Esther my dear, I am quite sorry 
for this poor Miss Stanley ? Though I don't know her, 
yet, as you described her to me, she was such a pretty, 
young, interesting creature ! I am quite sorry." 

** 1 don't believe a word of it," said Miss Clarendon. 

** But even to have such things said must be so dis- 
tressing to her and to her lover, your friend Mr. Beau- 
clerc — so very distressing T' 

" I hope they are not such fools as to be distressed 
about such stuif. All this insufferable talking man's in- 
vention, I dare say." 

" Why do people tell such things !" said Mrs. Pennant. 
" But, my dear Esther, even supposing it to be all false, 
it is shocking to have such things spoken of I pity the 
poor young lady and her lover. Do you not think, my 
dear, that we shall bo able to inquire into the truth of 
the matter from your brother this evening? He must 
know, he ought to know about it ; whether the report 
be true or falsei, he should hear of it. He can best judge 
what should be <^eyif any thing should be done> my 
dear." 
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Mis8 ClarendoH quite agreed with all this ; indeed she 
blmoet always agreed with this aunt of hers, who, per- 
haps, (rom the peculiar gentleness of her manner, joined 
to a simplicity and sincerity of character she could never 
doubt, had an ascendancy over her, which no one, at - 
first view, could have imagined. • 

They had many country commissions to execute this 
morning, which naturally took up a good deal of aunt 
Pennant's attention. But between each return from 
shop to carriage, in the intervals between one commis*- 
sion off her hands and another on her mind, she returned 
regularly to "that poor Miss Stanley, and those love- 
letters!" and she sighed. 

Dear kiijd hearted old lady ! she had alwajrs a heart, 
as well as a hand, open as day to melting charity — char^ 
ity in the most enlarged sense of the word : charity in 
judging as well as charity in giving. She was all indul* 
gence for human nature, for youth and love especially. 

** We must take care, my dear Esther," said she, " to 
be at General Clarendon's early, as you will like to have 
eome little time with him to yourself before any one 
else arrives, shaU you not, my dearl" 

" Certainly," repHed Miss Clarendon ; '* I shall learn 
the truth from my brother in five minutes, if Lady Ce- 
cilia does not come between us." 

" Nay, my dear Esther, I cannot think so ill of Lady 
Cecilia ; I cannot believe — " 

" No, my dear aunt, I know you cannot think ill of 
-anybody. Stay till you know Lady Cecilia Clarendon 
as I do. If there is any thing wrong in this business, 
you will find that some falsehood of hers is at the boU 
torn of it." 

** Oh, my dear, do not say so before you know ; per- 
haps, as you thought at first, we shall find that it is only 
a mistake of that giddy dentist's ; for your brother's 
sake try \o think as well as you can of his wife ; she is 
a charming agreeable creature, I am sure." 

" You've only seen her once, my dear aunt," said 
Miss Clarendon. " For my brother's sake I would give 
up half her agreeableness for one ounce — for one scruple 
—of truth." 

" Well, well,— take it with some grains of allowance, 
my dear niece ; and, at ajjy rate, do not suffer yourself 
to be so prejudiced as to conceive sha,eai^[^i&i^^ ^ 
this bui^ess." 2^ v^— sinpIW^^ 
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" We shall sec to-day," said Miss Clarendon : " I will 
not be prejudiced ; but I remember hearing at Florence 
that this Colonel D^Aubigny had been an admirer of 
Lady Cecilia's. I will get at the truth." 

With tMs determination, and in pursuance of the re- 
solve to be early, they were at General Clarendon's full 
a quarter of an hour before the arrival of any other 
company; but Lady Cecilia entered so immediately 
after the general, that Miss Clarendon had no time to 
speak with her brother alone. Determined, however, 
as she was, to get at the truth, without preface, or even 
smoothing her way to her object, she rushed into the 
middle of things at once. " Have you heard any reports 
about Miss Stanley, brother V* 

" Yes." 

" And you, Lady Cecilia?" 

" Yes." 

*• What have you heard ?" 

Lady Cecilia was silent, looked at the general, and 
left it to him to speak as much or as uttle as he 
pleased. She trusted to his laconic mode of answering, 
which, without departing from truth, defied curiosity. 
Her trust in him upon the present occasion was, how- 
ever, a little disturbed by her knowledge of his being at 
this moment particularly displeased with Helen. But, 
had she known the depths as well as she knew the 
surface of his character, her confidence in his caution 
would have been increased, instead of being diminished, 
by this circumstance : Helen was lost in his esteem, 
but she was still under his protection ; her secrets were 
not only sacred, but, as far as truth and honour could 
admit, he would still serve and save her. Impenetrate, 
therefore, was his look, and brief was his statement to 
his sister. A rascally bookseller had been about to 
publish a book, in which were some letters which par- 
agraphs in certain papers had led the public to beheve 
were Miss Stanley's ; the publication had been stopped, 
the offensive chapter suppressed, and the whole im- 
pression destroyed. 

" But, brother," pursued Miss Clarendon, " were the 
letters Miss Stanley's, or not 1 You know I do not ask 
from idle curiosity, but from regard for Miss Stanley," 
and liAtejjwdJfe/ inquiring eyes full upon Lady Ce- 

Esther," said Lady Cecilia, " I 
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believe we had better say no more ; you had better in- 
quire no farther." 

" That must be a bad case which can bear no inquiry," 
said Miss Clarendon ; '' which cannot admit any further 
question, even from one most disposed to think well of 
the person concerned — a desperately bad case." 

^' Bad *. no, Esther. It would be cruel of you so to 
conclude : and falsely it would be — might be ; indeed, 
Esther ! my dear Esther !" — 

Her husband's eyes were upon Lady Cecilia, and she 
did not dare to justify Helen decidedly ; her imploring 
look and tone, and her confusion, touched the kind amit, 
but did not stop the impenetrable niece. 

** Falsely, do you say 1 Do you say. Lady Cecilia, 
that it would be to conclude falsely ? Perhaps not falsely 
though, «poa the data, given to me. The data may be 
false." 

"Data! I do not know what you mean exactly/ 
Esther," said Lady Cecilia, in utter confusion. 

"I mean exactly what I say," pursued Miss Claren- 
don ; " that if I reason wrong, and come to a false con- 
clusion, or what you call a cruel conclusion, it is not my 
fault, but the fault of those who do not plainly tell me 
the facts." 

She looked from Lady Cecilia to her brother^ and 
from her brother to Lady Cecilia. On her brother no 
effect was produced : calm, unalterable looked he ; as 
though his face had been turned to stone. Lady CeciUa 
struggled in vain to be composed. I wish I could teU 
you, Esther," said she ; *' but facts cannot always — ^aU 
facts — even the most innocent— that is, even with the 
best intentions^-cannot always be all told, even in the 
defence of one's best friend." 

** If this be the best defence you can make for' your 
best friend, I am glad you will never have to defend me, '• 
and I am sony for Helen Stanley." 

** Oh, my dear Esther !" said her aunt, with a remon- 
strating look, for, though she had not distinctly heard 
all that was said, she saw that things were going wrong 
— and that Esther was making them worse. " Indeed, 
Esther, my dear, we liad better let this matter rest." 

" Let this matter rest !" repeated Miss Clarendon ; 
*• that is not what you would say, my dear aunt, if you 
were to hear any evil report of me. jy^Mll^^spicion 

^-—singula 
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Ml like a blast on my character, yoit would nerer satr 
' let it rest.' " 

Fire lighted in her brother's eyes, and the stone face 
was all animated, and he looked sudden sympathy, and 
he cried, " You are right, sister, in principle,, but wrong 
m — ^fact." 

" Set me right where only I am wrong then," cried 
she. 

He turned to stone again, and her aimt in a low Yoice, 
said, " Not now." 

" Now or never," said the sturdy champion ; " it is 
for Miss Stanley^s character. You are interested for 
her, are not you, aunt ?" 

" Certainly, I am indeed ; but we do not know all the 
circumstances — ^we cannot — " 

''But we must. You do not know, brother, how 
public these reports are ; Mr. St. Leger Swift, the 
dentist, has been chattering to us all morning about 
them. So, to go to the bottom of the business at once : 
will you, Lady Cecilia, answer me one straight-forward 
question %^ 

Straight-forward question ! what is coming ? thought 
Lady Cecilia ; her face flushed, and taking up a hand- 
screen, she turned away, as if from the scorching fire ; 
but it was not a scorching fire, as everybody, or at least 
as Miss Clarendon, could see. 

The face turned away from Miss Clarendon was full 
HI view of aunt Pennant, who was on her other side, 
^and she, seeing the distressed state of the countenance, 
pitied, and gently laying her hand upon Lady Cecilia^s 
arm, said, in her soft low voice, " This must be a very 
painful subject to you. Lady CeeiMa. I am sorry for 
you." 

" Thank you," said Lady Cecilia, pressing her hand 
with quick gratitude for her sympathy. " It is indeed 
to me a painful subject, for Helen has been my friend 
from childhood, and I have so much reason for loving 
her !" 

Many contending emotions struggled in Cecilia's 
countenance, and she coidd say no more : but what she 
had said, what she had looked, had been quite enough 
to interest tenderly in her favour that kind heart to 
which it was addressed : and Cecilia's feejling was true 
at the i^^i^g^ forgot all but Helen, the screen wm 
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laid down, tears stood in her eyes, those beautiful eyes ! 
*• If I could but tell you the whole — oh if I could ! with- 
out destroying — ^" 

Miss Clarendon at this moment placed herself close 
opposite to Cecilia, and speaking so low that neither 
her brother nor her aunt could hear her, said, 

" Without destroying yourself, or your friend — 
which?" 
^ Lady Cecilia could not speak. 

*'' You need not— I am answered," said Miss Claren- 
don, and, returning to her place, she remained^ silent for 
some minutes. 

The general rang, and inquired if Mr. Beauclerc had 
come in. 

" No." 

The general made no observation, and then began 
some indifferent conversation with Mrs. Pennant, in 
which Lady Cecilia forced herself to join ; she dreaded 
even Miss Clarendon's silence — that grim repose, and 
well she might. 

** D'Aubigny's Memoirs, I think, was the title of the 
book, aunt, that the dentist talked of! That is the 
book you burnt, is not it, brother! a chapter in that 
book!" 

" Yes," said the general. 

And again Miss Clarendon was silent, for though she 
well recollected what she had heard at Florence, and 
however strong were her suspicions ; she might well 
pause ; for she loved her brother before everything but 
truth and justice, she loved her brother too much to 
disturb his confidence. *' I have no proof," thought she ; 
*^ I might destroy his happiness by another word, and ] 
may be wrong." 

'^ But shall not we see Miss Stanley !" said Mrs. Pen • 
nant. 

Lady Cecilia was forced to explain that Helen was 
not very well, would not appear till after dinner — ^nothing 
very much the matter — a little faintish. 

** Fainted," said the general. 

** Yes, quite worn out — she was at Lady Castlefort's 
last night — such a crowd !" She went on to describe 
its city horrors. 

" But where is Mr. Beauclerc all this time !" said Miss 
Clarendon: " has he fainted too ? or ijjj^jjfojntish!" 

" Not likely," said Lady Cecilia^^g::!^^^ never 
won fair lady. He is not of the ftT 
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At this moment a tlnmdarmg knodi at the door vOh 
nounced the rest of the company, and never was com- 
pany more welcome. 

But Beauclerc did not appear. Before dinner was 
served, however, a note came from him to the generaL 
Lady Cecilia stretched out her hand for it, and read» 

"My dear Friends, 
*' I am obliged to dine out of town. I shall not return 
to-night, but you will see me at breakfast-time to-mor- 
row. Your's ever, 

" Granville Biauclbrc." 

Oockbum now entered with a beautiful bouquet of 
hot-house flowers, which, he said, Mr. Beaclerc's man 
had brought with the note, and which were, he said, for 
Miss Stsmley. Lady Cecilia*s countenance grew radi- 
ant with joy, and she exclaimed, " Give them to me, I 
must have the pleasure of taking them to her myself." 

And she flew off" with them. Aunt Pennant smiled 
on her as she passed, and turning to her niece as Lady 
Cecilia left the room, said, '' What a bright creature! so 
warm ! so affectionate !" 

Miss Clarendon was indeed'struck with the indisputa- 
bly natural sincere satisfaction and affection in Cecilia's 
countenance; and herself, of such a different nature, 
could not comprehend the possibihty of such contradic- 
tion in any character : she could not imagine the exist- 
ence of such variable transitory feelings — she could not 
believe any human being capable of sacrificinjg her friend 
to save herself, wjiile she still so loved her victim, could 
still feel such generous sympathy for her. She deter- 
mined at least to suspend her judgment ; she granted 
Lady Cecilia a reprieve from her terrific questions and 
her as terrific looks. Cecilia recovered her presence 
of mind, and dinner went off" delightfully, to her at least, 
with the sense of escape in recovered self-possession, 
and " spirits light to every joy in tune." 

From the good-breeding of the company, there was 
no danger that the topic she dreaded should be touched 
upon. Whatever reports mig^t have gone forth, what- 
ever any one present might have heard, nothing would 
assuredly be said of her friend Miss Stanley, to her, or 
before hejvm|i^she or the general introduced the 8di>* 
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Ject, and she was still more secure j){ his discretion 
tiian of her own. The conversation kept safe on Lon- 
don-dinner generalities, and frivolities. Yet oflen things 
tiiat were undesignedly said, touched upon the tabooed 
matter, and those who knew when, where, and how it 
touched, looked at or from one another, and almost 
equally dangerous was either way of looking. Such 
perfect neutrality of expression is not given to all men 
m these emergencies as to General Clarendon. 

The dessert over, out of the dinner-room, and in the 
drawing-room, the ladies alone together, things were 
not 80 pleasant to Lady Cecilia. Curiosity peeped out 
more and more in great concern about Miss Stanley^s 
health ; and when ladies trifled over their coffee, and 
saw through all things with their half-shut eyes, they 
asked, and Lady CecUia answered, and parried, and ex- 
plained, and her conscience winced, and her counte- 
nance braved, and Miss Clarendon listened with that 
dreadfully good memory, that positive point-blank recol- 
lection, w£ich permits not the slightest variation of 
statement. Her doubts and her suspicions returned, but 
she was silent ; and sternly silent she remained the rest 
of the evening. 



CHAPTER XLI. 

If " trifles light as air are to the jealous confirmations 
strong as proofs of Holy Writ," and that they are, no 
one since the time of Othello could ever doubt, it may 
be some consolation to observe, on the credit side of 
human nature, that, to those who are not cursed with a 
jealous infirmity, trifles light as air are often confirma- 
tions strong of the constancy of affection. Well did 
Lady Cecilia know this when she was so eager to be the 
bearer of the flowers which were sent by Beauclerc. 
She foresaw and enjoyed the instant effect, the quick 
smile, and blush of delight with which that bouquet was 
received by Helen. 

"Oh, thank you! How kind of him!" and "all's 
well,'' was her immediate conduskgj^^iJ^hen she saw 
his note, she never even took notjig'J.gjjJ'*jg^ not par- 
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ticularly mention her. The flowers from him were 
enough ; she knew his sincerity so well, trusted to it so 
completely, that she was quite sure, if he had been angry 
with her, he would not have sent these tokens of his love, 
— slieht tokens though they were, all sufficient for her. 
Her ^ars had taken but one direction, and in that direction 
they were all dispelled. He would be at breakfast to-mor- 
row, when she should know where he had been, and what 
had detained him from her the whole of this day. She 
told Cecilia that she was now quite well, but that she 
would not attempt to go down stairs. And Cecilia left 
her happy, so far at least ; and when she was alone with 
her flowers, she doubly enjoyed them, inhaling the fra- 
grance of each which she knew he particularly liked, 
and thanking him in her heart for the careful choice, 
for she was certain that they were not accidentally put 
together. Some of them were associated with little 
circumstances known only to themselves, awakening 
recollections of bright, happy moments, and selected, 
she was sure, with reference to a recent conversation 
they had had on the language of flowers. 

Whether Helen fancied half this, or whether it was 
all true, it had the eflect of soothing and pleasing her 
anxious, agitated mind, and she was the more ready to 
indulge in that pleasant reverie, from all that she had 
previously suffered herself, and all that she feared Beau- 
clerc had yet to endure. She knew too well how much 
these reports would affect him — and hear them he must. 
She considered what trials he had already borne, and 
might still liave to bear, for her sake, whatever course 
she might now pursue. Though soon, very soon, the 
whole would be told to him, yet still, though she might 
stand clear in his eyes as- to the main points, he must, 
and wouTd blame her weakness in first consenting to 
this deception — he who was above deceit. She had not 
absolutely told, but she had admitted a falsehood ; she 
had acted a falsehood. This she could not extenuate. 
Her motive at first, to save Lady Davenant's life, was 
good ; but then her weakness afterward, in being per- 
suaded time after time by Cecilia, could not well be ex- 
cused. She was conscious that she had sunk step by 
step, dragged down that slippery path by Ceciha, instead 
of firmly making a stand, as she ought to have done, 
and upholdiflM|M§r own integrity her friend's failing 
truth, j^l^^^^^^ 

of self-reproach, she went 
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oyer and over these thoughts ; she considered the manir 
unforeseen circumstances that had occurred. So much 
public shame, so much misery had been brought upon 
herself and on all she loved, by this one false step ! And 
how much more might still await her, notwithstanding 
all that best of friends, the general, had done. She re- 
collected how much he had done for her ! — thinking of 
her too, as he must, with lowered esteem, and that was 
the most painful thought of all ; to Beauclerc she could 
and would soon clear her truth, but to the general — 
never, perh^s, completely ! 

Her head was leaning on her hand, as she was sitting 
deep in these thoughts, when she was startled by an un- 
usual knock at her door. 

It was Cockbum with a packet, wliich General Clar- 
endon had ordered him to deliver into Miss Stanley's 
own hands. 

The instant she saw the packet she knew that it con- 
tained the hook^ and on opening it she found manuscript 
letters inserted between the marked pages, and there 
was a note from General Clarendon. 

She trembled — she foreboded ill. 

The note began by informing Miss Stanley how the 
enclosed manuscript letters came into General Claren- 
don's hands from a person whom Miss Stanley had 
obliged, and who had hoped in return to do her some 
service. The general next begged Miss Stanley to 
understand that these letters had been put into his pos- 
session since his conversation with her at breakfast 
time ; his only design in urging her to mark her share 
in the printed letters had been to obtain her authority 
for serving her to the best of his ability ; but he had 
since compared them : — and then came references, with- 
out comment, to the discrepancies between the marked 
passages, the uniform character of the omissions, 
followed only by a single note of admiration at each 
from the genersd's pen. 

And at last, in cold polite phrase, came his regret 
that he had not been able to obtain that confidence 
which he had trusted he had deserved, and his renunci- 
ation of all future interference in her affairs — or con- 
cerns^ had been written, but a broad dash of the pen 
had erased the superfluous words ; and then came the 
inevitable conclusion, on which ^^k0|ii||J!l'^^ fixed, and 
remained immoveable for some J^^;„ 'ri!^4Ptennin5h 
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tion which General Clarendon had announced to his 
wife in the first heat of indignation, but which, Lady 
Cecilia had hoped, could be evaded, changed, post- 
poned, would not at least be so suddenljir declared to 
Helen ; therefore she had given her no hint, had in no 
way prepared her for the blow, — and with the full force 
of astonishment it came upon her — 

•* Genera] Clarendon cannot have the pleasure he had 
proposed to himself, of giving Miss Stanley at the altar 
to his ward. He cannot by any public act of his, attest 
his consent to that marriage, of which, in his private 
opinion, he no longer approves." 

"And he is right. O Cecilia!" was Helen's first 
thought, when she could think after this shock — not of 
her marriage, not of herself, not of Beauclerc, but of 
Cecilia's falsehood— Cecilia's selfish cowardice, she 
thought, and could not conceive it possible, could not 
believe it, though it was there. " Incredible— yet proved 
— there — there — ^before her eyes — brought home keen 
to her heart ! after all ! at such a time — after her most 
solemn promise, with so little temptation, so utterly 
false — with every possible motive that a good mind 
could have to be true — in this last trial — ^her friend's 
whole character at stake — ungenerous— base ! O Ce- 
cilia ! how diflferent from what I thought you— or how 
changed ! And I have helped to bring her to this ! — I 
— I have been the cause. — I will not stay in this house 
— I will leave her. To save her — ^to save myself— save 
my own truth and my own real character — ^let the rest 
go as it will — ^the world think what it may ! Farther 
and farther, lower and lower, I have gone ; I will not go 
lower, I will struggle up again at any risk, at any sacri- 
fice. This is a sacrifice Lady Davenant would approve 
of: she said that if ever I should be convinced that 
General Clsurendon did not wish me to be his guest — 
if he should ever cease to esteem me — I should go, that 
instant — and I will go. But where !" 

To whom could she fly, to whom turn ? The Colling- 
woods were gone ; all her uncle's friends passed rapidly 
through her recollection. Since she had been living with 
General and Lady Cecilia Clarendon, several had written 
to invite her ; but Helen knew a little more of the 
world now than formerly^, and she felt that there was 
not oq^n^gM^I^^ of all these to whom she could 
Bow,,^|H^^^^Hb|ed, turn and say, " I am in dis- 
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tress, receive me ! my character is attacked, defend 
me ! my truth is doubted, believe in me l" 

And her heart beating with anxiety, she tried to 
think what was to be done. There was an old Mrs. 
Medlicott, who had been a house-keeper of her uncle's, 
living at Seven Oaks — she would go there — she should 
be safe — she should he independent. She knew that 
she wa& then in town, and was to go to Seven Oaks 
the next day ; she resolved to send Rose early in the 
morning to Mrs. Medlicott's lodging, which was near 
Grosvenor Square, to desire her to call at General 
Clarendon's as she went out of towil, at eight o'clock. 
She could then go with her to Seven Oaks, and, by set- 
ting out before Cecilia could be up, she should avoid 
seeing her again. 

There are minds which totally sink, and others that 
wonderfully rise under the urgency of strong motive 
and pf penlous circumstance. It is not always the 
mind apparently strongest or most daring that stands 
the test. The firm of pnifciple are those most courage- 
ous in time of need.^/Helen had determined what her 
course should be, and, once determined, she was calm. 

She sat down and wrote to General Clarendon. 

"Miss Stanley regrets that she cannot explain to 
General Clarendon the circumstances which have so 
much displeased him. She assures him that no want 
of confidence has been, on her part, the cause ; but she 
cannot expect that, without further explanation, he 
should give her credit for sincerity. 

" She feels that with his view of her conduct, and in 
his situation, his determination is right, that it is what 
she has deserved, that it is just towards his ward and 
due to his own character. She hopes, however, that 
he will not tl^ink it necessary to announce to Mr. 
Beauclerc his determination of withdrawing his appro- 
bation and consent to his marriage, when she informs 
him, that it will now never be by her claimed or accepted. 

" She trusts that General Clarendon will permit her 
to take upon herself the breaking off this union. She 
encloses a letter to Mr. Beauclerc, which she begs may 
be given to him to-morrow. General Clarendon will 
find she has dissolved their engagement as decidedly as 
, he could desire, and that her ^SKIIfftUH^ ^^ ^^^^ 
vocable. J^^;! i ^ ^ 
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'* And since General Clarendon has ceased to esteem 
her, Miss Stanley cannot longer accept his protection, 
or encroach upon his hospitality. She trusts that he 
will not consiaer it as any want of respect, that she 
has resolved to retire from his family as soon as pos* 
sible. 

" She is certain of having a safe and respectable 
home with a former housekeeper of her uncle Dean 
Stanley's, who will call for her at eight o'clock to-mor- 
row, and take her to Seven Oaks, where she .resides. 
Miss Stanley has named that early hour, that she may 
not meet Mr. Beauclerc before she goes ; she wishes 
also to avoid the struggle and agony of parting with 
Lady Cecilia. She entreats General Clarendon will 
prevent Lady Cecilia from attempting to see her in the 
morning, and permit her to go unobserved out of the 
house at her appointed hour. 

" So now farewell, my dear friend — ^yes, friend, this 
last time you must permit me to call you, for such I 
feel you have ever been, and ever would have been to 
me, if my folly would have permitted. Believe me— 
notwithstanding the deception of which I acknowledge 
I have been guilty towards you, General Clarendon — I 
I venture to say, believe me, I am not ungrateful. At 
this instant, my heart swells with gratitude, while I 
pray that you may be happy — happy as you deserve to 
be. But you will read tins with disdain, as mere idle 
words : so be it. Farewell ! 

" Hel»i Stanley." 

Next, she was to write to Beauclerc himself. Her 
letter was as follows : — 

" With my whole heart, dear Granville, I thank yon 
for the generous confidence you have shown towards 
me, and for the invariable steadiness of your faith and 
love. For your sake, I rejoice. One good has at least 
resulted from the trials you have gone through: you 
must now and hereafter feel sure of your own strength 
of mind. With me it has been different, for I have not 
a strong mind. I have been all weakness, and must 
now be miserable ; but wicked I wiU not be — and 
wicked I^i^dbe if I took advantage of your confiding 
love.^MH^HB^^nt your afiection— ^ut your con- 
Mejm^^^^^^^^mar, When I put your love to that 
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test which it has so nobly stood, I had hoped that a 
time would come when all doubts would be cleared up, 
and when 1 could reward your constancy by ihe de- 
votion of my whole happy life — ^but that hope is past : 
1 cannot prove my innocence— I will no longer allow 
you to take it upon my assertion. I cannot, indeed, 
with truth, .even assert that I have done no wr>ong; 
for though I am not false, I have gone on step by step 
in deception, and might go on, 1 know not how far, nor 
to what dreadful consequences, if I did not now stop — 
and 1 do stop. On my OT*n head be the penalty of my 
fault — upon my own happiness — my own character : I 
will not involve your's — ^therefore we part. You have' 
not yet heard all that has been said of me ; but you 
soon will, and you will feel as I do, that I am not fit to 
be your wife. Your wife should not be suspected ; I 
have been — I am. All the happiness I can ever have in 
this world must henceforth be in the thought of having 
saved from misery — if not secured the happiness of 
those I love. Leave me this hope — Oh, Granville, do 
not tell me, do not make me believe that you wiU never 
be happy without me ! You will — indeed you will. I 
only pray heaven that you may find love as true as 
mine, and strength to abide by the truth ! 

•' Do not write to me— do not try to persuade me to 
change my determination: it is irrevocable. Further 
writing or meeting could be only useless anguish to us 
both. Give me the sole consolation I can now have, 
and which you alone can give — ^let me hear from Cecilia 
that you and your noble-minded guardian are, after I am 
gone, as good friends as you were before you knew 
me. 

*' I shall be gone from this house before you are here 
again ; I cannot stay where I can do no good, and might 
do much evil by remaining even a few hours longer 
As it is, comfort your generous heart on my account, 
with the assurance that I am sustained by the conscious- 
ness that I am now, to the best of my power, doing 
right. 

"Adieu, Granville! Be happy; you can — ^youhave 
done no wrong. Be happy, and that will console 
" Your true friend 



This, enclosed to General Clan 
bum, who delivered it to his 
35 
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Though she could perfectly depend upon her maid 
Rosens fidelity, Helen did not tell her that she wasgoinff 
away in the morning, to avoid bringing her into any di^ 
ficulty if she were questioned by Lady Cecilia, and be- 
sides, no note of preparation would be heard or seen. 
She would take with her only sufficient for the day, and 
would leave Rose to pack up all that belonged to her, 
after her departure, and to follow her. Thanks to her 
own late discretion, she had no money difficulties, — no 
debts but such as Rose could settle, and had now 
only to write to Cecilia ; but she had not yet recovered 
from the tumult of mind which the writing to the gene* 
ral and to Beaulerc had caused. 

She lay down upon the sofa, and closing her trembling 
eyelids, she tried to compose herself sufficiently to think 
at least of what she was to say. As she passed the table 
in going to the sofa, she, without perceiving it, threw 
down some of the flowers ; they caught her eye, and 
she said to herself, " Lie' there ! lie there ! Granville's 
last j^fts ! last gifts to me ! All over now ; lie there 
and wither ! Joys that are passed, wither ! All hap- 
piness for me, gone ! lie there, and wither, and die ! — 
and so shall I soon, I hope — if that only hope is not 
wrong." 

Some one knocked at the door ; she started up, and 
said, " I cannot see you, Cecilia." 

A voice not Cecilia's, a voice she did not recollect, an- 
swered, *' It is not Cecilia ; let me see you. I come 
from General Clarendon." 

Helen opened the door, and saw — ^Miss Clarendon. 
Her voice had sounded so much lower and gentler thaa 
usual, that Helen had not guessed it to be hers. She 
was cloaked, as if prepared to go away, and in the outer 
room was another lady seated, with her back towards 
them, and with her cloak on also. 

** My aunt Pennant, who will wait for itie. As she is 
a stranger, she would not intrude upon you. Miss Stan- 
ley, but will you allow me one minute 1" 

Helen surprised, begged Miss Clarendon to come in, 
moved a chair towarcb her, and stood breathless with 
anxiety. Miss Clarendon sat down, and resunung her 
abruptness of tone, said, " I feel that I have no right to 
hould have confidence in me, and yet I 
sincerity, even from the Uttle I 
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know of you, and I have a notion you believe in mine. 
Do you V 
* " I do." 

" I wish it had pleased Heaven," continued Miss Clar- 
endon, " that my brother had married a woman who 
could speak truth ! But you need not be afraid : I will 
not touch on your secrets. On any matter you have in 
keeping, my honour as well as your's will command my 
silence — as will also my brother's happiness, which I 
have somewhat at heart ; not that I think it can be pre- 
served by the means you take. But this is not what I 
came to say. You mean to go away from this house 
to-morrow morning 1" 

« Yes," said Helen. 

" You are right. I would not stay where I did not 
esteem, or where I had reason to believe that I was not 
esteemed. You are quite right to go, and to go di- 
rectly ; but not to your old housekeeper." 

"Why not 1" said Helen. 

" Because, though I dare say she is vastly respect- 
able, — an excellent person in her way, I am convinced, 
— yet my brother says she might not be thought just 
the sort of person to whom you should go now — ^not 
just the thing for you at present ; though, at another 
time, it would be very well and condescending; but 
now, when you are attacked, you must look to appear- 
ances. In short, my brother will not allow you to go to 
this old lady's boarding-house, or cottage, or whatever 
it may be, at Seven Oaks ; he must be able to say for 
you where you are gone. You must be with me ; you 
must be at Llansillen. Llansillen is a place that can be 
named. You must be with me — with General Claren- 
don's sister. You must — you will, I am sure, my dear 
Miss Stanley. I never was so happy ip having a house 
of my own as at this moment. You will not refuse to 
return with my aunt and me to LlansiUeii, and make our 
home yours 1 We will try and make it a happy home 
to you. Try ; you see the sense of it : the world can 
say nothing when you are known to be with Miss Clar- 
endon, and you will, I hope, feel the comfort of it, out 
of the stir and din of this London world. I know you 
like the country, and Llansillen is a beautiful place — ro- 
mantic, too ; a fine castle, an excellent library, beauti- 
ful conservatory ; famous for our conservatories we are 
in South Wales ; and no neighbours—singular blessing 1 
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And my aunt Pennant, you will love her so ! Will yoa 
try ! Come ! say that you will." 

But Helen could not ; she could only press the hand 
that Miss Clarendon held out to her. There is nothing 
more touching,. more overcoming, than kindness at the 
moment the heart is sunk in despair. " But did Grene- 
ral Clarendon really wish you to ask me V said Helen, 
when she could speak. '* Did he think so much and so 
carefully for me 1o the last ? And with such a bad opin- 
ion as he must have of me !" 

" But there you know he is wrong." 

" It is like himself," continued Helen ; " consistent 
in protecting me to the last. Oh, to lose such a 
frUSd !" 

/** Not lost, only mislai^said Miss Clarendon. " You 
will find him again some fair day or other ; truth alwajrs 
comes to light. Meanwhile, all is setUed. I must run 
and tell my aunt, and bless the Fates and Lady Emily 
Greville, that Lady Cecilia did not come up in the middle 
of it. Luckily, she thinks I am gone, and knows nothing 
of my being with you, for my brother explained all this 
to me in his study, after w^ had left the saloon, and he 
desires me to say that his carriage shall be ready for 
you at your hour, at eight o'clock. We shall expect 
you ; and now, farewell till to-morrow." 

She was gone, and her motto might well be,- though 
in a different acceptation from that of our greatest 
modern politician — " Tout f aire sans parattrey 

But before Helen could go to rest, she must write to 
Lady Ceciha, and her thoughts were in such perplexity, 
and her feelings in such conflict, that she knew not how 
to begin. At last she wrote only a few hasty lines of 
farewell, and referred for her determination, and for all 
explanations, to her letter to the general. It came to 
"-Farewell, dear Cecilia." 

Dear! yes, still dear she was to Helen, she must be 
as Lady Davenant's daughter — still dear for her own 
sake was Cecilia, the companion of her childhood, who 
had shown her such generous affection early, such 
fondness always, who was so charming, with so many 
good qualities, so much to win love— loved she must 
be stiU. 
' " Farewell, Cecilia ; may you be happy !" 

But as Helen wrote these words, she thought it im- 
possible, she could scarcely in the present circumstances 
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wish it possible that Cecilia should be haj^y. How 
could she, unless her conscience had become quite 
callous ? 

She gave her note to Rose, with orders to deliver it 
lierself to Lady Cecilia to-night, when she should 
demand admittance. 

And soon she came, the very instant Lady Emily 
Greville went away — ^before Helen was in bed, she heaid 
(Cecilia at her door ; she left her to parley with Rose — 
heard her voice in the first instance eager, peremptory 
for admittance. Then a su'dden silence. Helen com- 
prehended that she had opened her note — and in anotljer 
instant she heard her retreating step. On seeing the 
first words referring for explanation to Helen's letter to 
the general, panic-struck. Lady Cecilia hurried to her 
own room to read the rest privately. 

Helen now tried to recollect whether every thing had 
been said, written, done, that ought to be done, and at 
last went to bed and endeavoured to sleep for a few 
hours. 



CHAPTER XLH. 

Hblbn was just dressed and had given her last orders 
to her bewildered maid, when she heard a knock at the 
door, and Mademoiselle Felicie's voice. She could not 
at this instant endure to hear her heartless exclamatory 
speeclies : she would not admit her. Mademoiselle 
FeUcie gave Rose a note for her young lady — ^it was 
from Cecilia. 

" Dearest Helen, 

"The general will not allow me to take leave of 

you this morning, but I shall certainly go to you in the 

course of to-day. I cannot understand or make you 

understand any thing till I see you. I will see you to-day. 

." Your affectionate, 

" Cecilia." 

" I understand it too well 1" thought Helen. 
The carriage was announced, Helen was ready, she 
hurried into it, and she was gone ! 
H 3 
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And thus she parted from the friend of her childhood 
—the friend she had but a few months before met with 
such joy, such true afifection ; and her own affection was 
true to the last. 

As Helen drove from the door, she saw the general—- 
yes, it ^certainly was the general riding off— at this 
unusual hour !— Was it to aroid her ? But she was in 
too great anguish to dwell upon that or any other circum- 
stance ; her only thought now was to subdue her emotion 
before she was seen by Miss Clarendon and Mrs. 
Pennant. And by the time she arrived, she thought she 
had quite recovered herself, and was not aware that any 
traces of tears remained; but to Mrs. Pennant^s s}rmpa* 
thizing eyes they were visilde, and after the first inteo* 
ductions and salutations were over, that kind lad^r^ as she 
seated her ^t the breakfast-table, gently j^ressing her 
handt said, ** Poor thing ! no wonder — ^parting with old 
friends for new is a sad trial : but you know we shall 
become old friends in time : we will make what haste 
we can, my dear Miss Stanley, and Esther will help me 
to make you forget that you have not known us all your 
life.'' 

" There is very little to be known ; no mysteries, that 
is one comfort," said Miss Clarendon; '*so now to 
breakfast. You are very punctual, Miss Stanley, and 
that is a virtue which aunt Pennant likes, and can esti- 
mate to a fraction of a minute with that excellent watch 
of hers." 

There was sonie history belonging to that family- 
watch, which then came out ; and then the conversation 
turned upon little family anecdotes and subjects which 
were naturally interesting to the. aunt and niece, and 
not exciting to Helen, whose mind, they saw, needed 
quiet and freedom from all observation. 

From the first awkwardness of her situation, from the 
sense of intrusion, and the suddenness of change, she 
was thus as far as possible gradually and almost imper- 
ceptibly relieved. By their perfect good-breeding, as 
well as good-nature, from their making no effort to show 
her particular attention, she felt received at once into 
their family as one of themselves ; and yet, though 
there was no effort, she perceived in the most minute 
circumstances the same sort of consideration which 
would be shown to an intimate friend. 

They not only did not expect, but did not wish, that 
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•he should make any exertion to smear to be what she 
could not be ; they knew the loneliness of heart she 
must feel, the weight that must be upon her spirits. 
They left her, then, quite at liberty to be with them or 
alone as she might like, and she was glad to be alone 
with her own thoughts : thev soon fixed upon Beauclerc. 
She considered how he would feel, what he would think, 
when he should receive her letter ; she pictured his 
looks while reading it ; considered whether he would 
write immediately, or attempt, notwithstanding her pro- 
hibition, to see her. He would know (rom General 
Clarendon, that is, if the general thought proper to tell 
him, where she was, and that she would remain all this 
day in town. Though her determination was fixed, 
whether he wrote or came, to abide by her refusal, and 
for the unanswerable reasons which she had giyen, or 
which she had laid down to herself ;v yet she could not, 
and who, loving as she did, could help wishing that 
Beauclerc should desire to see her again ; she hoped 
that he would make every effort to chsmge her resolu- 
tion, even though it might cost them both pain. Yet in 
some pain there is pleasure ; or, to be without it is a 
worse kind of suffering. 

Helen was conscious of the inconsistency in her mind, 
and sighed, and tried to be as reasonable as she could be. 
And, to do her justice, there was not the sUghtest 
wavering as to the main point. She thought that the 
general might, perhaps, have some relenting towards 
her. Hope would come into her mind, though she tried 
to keep it out ; she had nothing to expect, she repeatedly 
said to herself, except that either Cecilia would send, or 
the general would call this morning, and Rose must 
come at all events. 

The morning passed on, liowever, and no one came so 
soon as Helen had expected. She was sitting in a back 
room where no knocks at the door could be heard ; but 
she would have been called, surely, if General Claren- 
don had come. 

He had come, but he had not asked for her ; he had at 
first inquired only^ for his sister, but she was not at home, 
gone to the dentists. 

The general then desired to see Mrs. Pennant, and 
when she supposed that she had not heard rightly, and 
tliat Miss Stanley must be the person he wished to see, 
he had answered, " By no means ; I particularly wish 
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not to see Miss Stanley. I beg to see Mrs. Pennant 
alone." 

It fell to the lot of this gentle tender-hearted lady to 
communicate to Helen the dreadful intelligence he 
brought : a duel had taken place'! 

When Helen had seen the general riding off, he was 
on his way to Chalk Farm. Just as the carriage was 
coming round for Miss Stanley, Mr. Beauclerc's groom 
had requested in great haste to see the general ; he said 
he was sure something was going wrong about his 
master; he had heard the words Chalk Farm. The 
general was off instantly, but before he reached the spot 
the duel had been fought. 

A duel between Beauclerc and Mr. Churchill. Beaa- 
clerc was safe, but Mr. Churchill was dangerously 
wounded ; the medical people present could not answer 
for his life. At the time the general saw him he was 
speechless, but when Beauclerc and his second. Lord 
Beltravers, had come up to him, he had extended his 
hand in token of forgiveness to one or the other, but to 
which he had addressed the only words he had uttered 
could not be ascertained : the words were, " You are 
not to blame ! — escape ! — fly !" 

Both had fled to the Continent. General Clarendon 
said that he had no time for explanations, he had not 
been able to get any intelligible account of the cause of 
the affak. 

Lord Beltravers had named Miss Stanley, but Beau- 
clerc had stopped him, and had expressed the greatest 
anxiety that Miss Stanley^s name should not be impli- 
cated, should not be mentioned. He took the whole 
blame upon himself— said he would write— there was 
no time for more. 

Mrs. Pennant listened with the dread of losing a 
single word : but however brief his expressions, the 
general's manner of speaking, notwithstanding the 
intensity of his emotion, was so distinct that every 
word was audible, except the name of Lord Beltravers, 
which was not famihar to her. She asked again the 
name of Mr. Beauclerc's second. " Lord Beltravers," 
the general repeated, with a forcible accent, and loosen- 
ing his neckcloth with his finger, he added, ** Rascal \ 
as I always told Beauclerc tha^t he was, and so he will 
find him — too late." 

Except this exacerbation, the general was calmly re- 
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•erred in speech, and Mrs. Pennant felt that she could 
not ask him a single question beyond what he had com- 
municated. When he rose to go, which he did the mo- 
ment he had finished what he had to say, she had, how- 
ever, courage enough to hope that they should soon hear 
again, when the general should learn something more 
of Mr. Churchill. 

Certainly, he would let her know whatever he could 
learn of Mr. ChurchilPs state. 

Her eyes followed him to the door with anxious 
eagerness to penetrate further into what his own opinion 
of the danger might be. His rigidity of composure 
made her fear that he had no hope, ** otherwise cer- 
tainly he would have said something." 

He opened the door again, and returning, said, 

*' Depend upon it, you shall hear how he is, my dear 
Mrs. Pennant, before you leave town to-morrow." 

" We will not go to-morrow," she replied. " We will 
stay another day at least. Poor Miss Stanley will be 
so anxious — ^" 

^ 1 advise you not to stay in town another day, my 
dear madam. You can do no good by it. If Mr. 
Churchill survive this day, he will linger long, I am 
assured. Take Helen — take Miss Stanley out of town, 
as soon as may be. Better go to-morrow, as you had 
determined." 

" But it will be so long, my dear general— one mo- 
ment — ^if we go, it will be so long before we can hear 
any further news of your ward." 

** I wiU write." 

" To Miss Stanley— oh, thank you." 

" To my sister," he looked back to say, and repeated 
distinctly, " To my sister." 

" Very well — thank you, at all events." 

Mrs. Pennant saw that, in Greneral Clarendon^s present 
disposition towards Miss Stanley, the less she said of 
him the better ; and she confined herself strictly to what 
she had been commissioned to say, and all she could 
do was to prevent the added pain of suspense : it was 
told to Helen in the simplest, shcH'test manner possible : 
—but the facts were dreadful. 

Beauclerc was safe ! — safe ! but under what circum- 
stances ? an exile — ^pertiaps a murderer ! " And it was 
for me, I am sure," cried Helen, " I am sure it was for 
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me ! I was the cause ! I am the cause of that man^ 
death — of Beauclerc's agony." ^ 

For some time Helen had not power or thought for 
any other idea. The promise that they should hear as 
soon as they could learn any thing more of Mr. Churchill's 
state was all she could rely upon or recur to. 

When her maid Rose arrived from General Claren- 
don's, she said, that when Lady Cecilia heard of the 
duel she had been taken very ill, but had since recovered 
sufficiently to drive out with the general. Miss Claren- 
don assured Helen there was no danger. " It is too 
deep a misfortune for Lady Cecilia. Her feelings have 
not depth enough for it, you will see. You need not be 
afraid for her, Helen." 

The circumstances which led to the duel were not 
clearly known till long afterward, but may be now 
related. 

The moment Beauclerc had parted from Helen, when 
he turned away at the carriage-door after the party at 
Lady Castlefort's, he went in search of one who, as he 
hoped, could explain the strange whispers he had heard. 
The person of whom he went in search was his friend, 
his friend as he deemed him, Lord Beltravers. Churchill 
had suggested that if anybody knew the bottom of the 
matter, except that origin of all evil, Lady Katrine her- 
self, — it must be Lord Beltravers, with whom Lady 
Castlefort was, it was said, fortement Uprise; and as 
Horace observed, " The secrets of scandsd are common 
property between lovers, much modern love being 
cemented by hate." 

Without taking in the full force of this observation in 
its particular application to the hatred which Lord Bel- 
travers might feel to Miss Stanley, as the successful 
rival of his sister Blanche, Beauclerc hastened to act 
upon his suggestion. His lordship was not at home : 
his people thought he had been at Lady Castlefort's ; 
did not know where he might be, if not there. At some 
gambling-house Beauclerc at last found him, and Lord 
Beltravers was sufficiently vexed in the first place at 
being there found, for he had pretended to his friend 
Granville that he no longer played. 

His embarrassment was increased by the questions 
which Beauclerc so suddenly put to him ; but he had 
nonchalanie impudence enough to brave it through, and 



HELEK* 183 

he depended t^th good reason on Beauclerc's prepos* 
session in his favour. He protested he knew nothing 
about it ; and he returned Churchill's charge, by throw« 
ing the whole blame upon him : said he knew he was in 
league with Lady Katrine ; mentioned that one morn- 
ing, some time ago, he had dropped in unexpectedly 
early at Lady Castlefort's, and had been surprised to 
find the two sisters, contrary to their wont, together — 
their heads and Horace ChurchilFs over some manu- 
script, which was shufBed away as he entered. 

This was true, all but the shuffling away; and here it 
is necessary to form a clear notion, clearer than Lord 
Beltravers will ^ive, of the different shares of wrong ; 
of wrong knowingly and unknowingly perpetrated by 
the several scandal-mongers concerned in this affair. 

Lord Beltravers could be in no doubt as to his own 
share, for he it was who had furnished the editor of 
Colonel D'Aubigny's Memoirs with the famous Letters. 
When Carlos, Lady Davenant's runaway page, escaped 
from Clarendon Park, having changed his name, he got 
into the service of Sir Thomas D'Aubigny, who was 
just at this time arranging his brother's papers. Now 
it had happened that Carlos had been concealed behind 
the sdreen in Lady Davenant's room, the day of her 
first conversation with Helen about Colonel D'Aubigny; 
and he had understood enough of it to perceive that 
there was some mystery about the colonel with either 
Helen or Lady Cecilia; and chancing one day, soon 
after he entered Sir Thomas's service, to find his escri- 
toire open, he amused himself >vith looking over his 
papers, among which he discovered the packet of Lady 
Cecilia's letters. Carlos was not perfectly sure of the 
handwriting ; he thought it was Cecilia's ; but when he 
found the miniature of Miss Stanley along with them, 
he concluded that the letters must be hers. And having 
special reasons for feeling vengeance against Helen, 
and certain at all events of doing mischief, he sent them 
to General Clarendon : not, however, forgetting his old 
trade, he copied them first. This was just at the time 
when Lord Beltravers returned from abroad after his 
sister's divorce. He by some accident found out who 
Carlos was, and whence he came, and full of his own 
views for his sister, he cross-examined him as to every 
thing he knew about Miss Stanley ; and partly by bribes, 
partly by threats of betraying him to Lady Davenant, 
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he contrived to get from him the copied letters. Carlof 
8ooa after returned with his master to Portug^ and 
was neyer more heard of. 

Lord Beltravers took these purloined copies of the 
letters thus surreptitiously obtained to the editor, into 
whose hands Sir Tliomas D^Aubigny (who knew nothing 
of books or book-making) had put his brother's me« 
moirs. This editor, as has been mentioned, had pre- 
viously consulted Mr. ChurchiU, and in consequence of 
his pepper-and-salt hint, Lord Beltravers himself made 
those interpolations, which he hoped would ruin his 
sister's rival in the eyes of her lover. 

Mr. Churchill, however, except this hint, and except 
his vanity in furnishing a good title, and his coxcombry 
of literary patronage, and his general hope that Helen's 
name beii^ implicated in such a pubhcation would 
avenge her rejection of himself, had had nothing to do 
with the business. This Lord Beltravers^well knew, and 
yet when he found that the slander made no impression 
upon Beauclerc, and that he was only intent upon dis- 
covering the slanderer, he, with dexterous treachery, 
contrived to turn the taMes upon Churchill, and to direct 
all Beauclerc's suspicion towards liim. He took his 
friend home with him, and showed him all the news- 
paper paragraphs— paragraphs which he himself had 
written ! Yes, this man of romantic friendship, this 
blaz6, this hero oppressed with his own sensibility, 
could condescend to write anonymous scandal, to league 
with newsmongers, and to bribe waiting- women to sup- 
ply him with information, for Mademoiselle Felicie Imd, 
through Lady Katrine's maid, told all, and more than all 
ehe knew, of what passed at General Clarendon's ; and 
'on this foundation did Beauclerc's friend construct those 
paragraphs, which he hoped would blast the character 
of tlH^ woman to whom he was engaged. And now he 
contrived to say all that could convince Beauclerc that 
Mr. Churchill was the author of these very paragraphs. 

And^traiffht, and hot, and rash, Beauclerc rushed on 
to that conclusion. He wrote a challenge to Churchill, 
and as soon as it was possible in the morning, he sent 
it by Lord Beltravers. 

Mr. Churchill named Sir John Luttrell as his friend : 
Lord Beltravers would enter into no terms of accom- 
modation : the challenge was accepted. Chalk Farm ap- 
pointed as the place of meeting, and the time fixed for 
ei{?ht o'clock next morning. 
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And thus, partly by his own warmth of temper^ and 
partly by the falsehood of others, was Beaaclerc urged ' 
on to the action he detested, to be the thing he hated. 
Duelling and duellists^had, from the time he couJd think, 
been his abhorrence, and now he was to end his life, or 
to take the life of a fellow-creature, perhaps, in a duel. ^ 

There was a dread interval. And it was during the ' 
remainder of this day and night that Beauclerc felt most ^ 
strongly, compared with all other earthly ties, his at- 
tachment, his passionate love for Helen. At every 
pause, at every close of other thoughts forced upon him, 
his mind recurred to Helen — ^what Hftlen would feel — 
what Helen would think — what she would suffer — and 
in the most and in the least important things his care ^ 
was for her. He recalled the last look that he had seen 
at the carriage-door when they parted, recollected that 
it expressed vnidety, was conscious that he had turned 
away abruptly, that in thie preoccupied state of his mind 
he had not spoken one word of kindness — ^and that this 
might be the last impression of him left on her mind. 
He knew that her anxiet3r would increase, when all that 
day must pass without his return, and it was then he 
thought of sending her those flowers, which would, he 
knew, reassure her better than any words he could ven- 
ture to write. 

Meanwhile, his false friend coldly calculated what 
were the chances in his sister's favour; and when 
Churchill fell, and even in the hurry of their immediate 
departure. Lord Beltravers wrote to Madame de St. Cy- 
mon, over whom the present state of her affairs gave 
him command, to order her to set out immediately, and 
to take Blanche with her to Paris, without asking the 
consent of that fool and prude, her aunt Lady Grace. 

It was well for poor Helen, even in the dreadful un- 
certainty in which she left London, that she did not 
know au these circumstances. It may be doubted, in- 
deed, whether we should be altogether happier in this 
life, if that worst of evils, as it is often called, suspense, 
were absolutely annihilated, and if human creatures 
could clearly see their fate, or even know what is most 
likely to happen. 

36 
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pw. AccoRDmo to the general's advice, Mrs. Pennant did 
^^not delsLy her journey, and Helen left London tiie next 
^ day with her and Miss Clarendon. 
i The last bulletin of Mr. Churchill had been that he 
$ was still in great danger, and a few scarce legible lines 
^ - Helen had received from Cecilia, saying that the general 
>^ would not allow her to agitate herself by going to take 
^^ leave of her, that she was glad that Helen was to be out 
of town till all blew over, and that she was so much dis- 
tracted by this horrible event she scarcely knew what 
she wrote. 

-^s^^ As they drove out of town. Miss Clarendon, in hopes 
^ ^ of turning Helen's thoughts, went on talking. 

" Unless," said she, " we could, like Madame de Gen- 
lis, * promote the post-boys into agents of mystery and 
romance,' we have but little chance, 1 am afraid, of any 
adventures on our journey to Llansillen, my dear Miss 
Stanley." 

She inveighed against the stupid safety, convenience, 
luxury, and expedition of travelling now-a-days all over 
England, even in Wales, " so that one might sleep the 
whole way from Hyde Park corner to Llansillen gate," 
said she, ** and have no unconscionably long nap either. 
No difficultes on the road, nothing to complain of at 
inns, no enjoying one's dear delight in being angry, no 
opportunity even of showing one's charming resignation. 
Dreadfully bad this for the nervous and bilious, for all 
the real use and benefit of travelling is done away ; all 
too easy for my taste, one might as well be a ddH, or a 
dolt, or a parcel in the coach." 

Helen would have been glad to have been considered 
merely as a parcel in the coach. During the whole 
journey, she took no notice of any thing till they came 
within a few miles of Llansillen ; then, endeavouring to 
imnpathize with her companions, she looked out of the 
cSrriage-window at the prospect which they admired. 
But, however charming, Llansillen had not for Helen the 
chief charm of early, fond, old associations with a happy 
home. To her it was to be, she doubted not, as hs^pj 
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as kindness cotdd make it, but still it was new; and in 
that thought, that feeling, there was something inex- 
pressibly melancholy; and the contrast, at this moment, 
between her sensations and those of her companions, 
made the pain the more poignant ; they perceived this, 
and were silent. Helen was grateful for this considera- 
tion for her, but she could not bear to be a constraint 
upon them ; therefore she now exerted herself, sat for- 
ward — admired and talked when she was scarcely able 
to speak. By the time they came to Oansillen gate, she 
could say no more ; she was obliged to acknowledge 
that she was not well ; and when the carriage at last 
stopped at the door, there was such a throbbmg in her 
temples, and she was altogether so ill, that it was with 
the greatest difficulty she could, leaning on Miss Claren- 
don's arm, mount the high steps to the hall-door. She 
could scarcely stand when she reached the top, but, 
making an effort, she went on, crossed the slippeiy floor 
of that great hall, and came to the foot of the black oak 
staircase, of which the steps were so very low that she 
thought she could easily go up, but found it impossible, 
and she was carried up straight to Miss Clarendon^s own 
room, no other having been yet prepared. The rosy 
Welsh maids looked with pity on the pale stranger. 
They hurried to and fro, talking Welsh to one another 
very fast ; and Helen felt as if she were in a foreign 
land, and in a dream. 

The end of the matter was, that she had a low fever, 
which lasted long. It was more dispiriting than dan- 
g:erous — more tedious than alarming. Her illness con- 
tinued for many weeks, during which time she was 
attended most carefully by her two new friends — by 
Miss Clarendon with the utmost zeal and activity — ^by 
Mrs. Pennant with the greatest solicitude and tender- 
ness. 

Her history for these weeks — indeed for some months 
crfterward — can be only the diary of an invalid, and of a 
convalescent. Miss Clarendon meanwhile received 
from her brother, punctually, once a week, bulletins of 
ChurchilPs health ; the surgical details, the fears of the 
formation of internal abscess, reports of continual exfo- 
liations of bone, were judiciously suppressed, and the 
laconic general reported only "Much the same — not pro- 
gressing — cannot be pronounced out of danger." These 
bulletins were duly repeated to Helen, whenever ahe 
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was able to hear them ; and at last she was considered 
well enough to read various letters, which had arrived 
for her during her illness: several were from Lady 
Cecilia, but little in them. The first was full only of 
expressions of regret and self-reproach ; in the last, she 
said, she hoped soon to have a right to claim Helen back 
t^ain. This underlined passage Helen knew alluded to 
the promise she had once m^ule, that at the birth of her 
child all should be told; but words of promise from 
Cecilia had lost all value— all power to excite even 
hope, as she said to herself as she read the words, and 
sighed. 

One of her letters mentioned, what she would have 
seen in the first newspaper she hatd opened, that Lady 
Blanche Forrester was gone with her sister, the Com- 
tesse de St. Cymon, to Paris, to join her brother. Lord 
Beltravers. But Lady Cecilia observed, that Helen 
need not be alarmed by this paragraph, which she was 
sure was inserted on purpose U) plague her. Lady 
Cecilia seemed to take it for granted that her rejection 
of Beauclerc was only a ruse d'amourt and went on with 
her usual hopes, now vague and more vague every let- 
ter — that things would end well some time, somehow or 
other. 

Helen only sighed on reading these letters, and quick 
as she glanced her eye over them, threw them from her 
on the bed ; and Miss Clarendon said, 

** Ay ! you know her now, I see !" 

Helen made no reply : she was careful not to make 
any comment which could betray how much, or what 
sort of reason she had to complain of Lady Cecilia ; but 
Miss Clarendon, confident that she had guessed pretty 
nearly the truth, was satisfied with her own penetration, 
and then, after seeming to doubt for a few moments, 
she put another letter into Helen's hand, and with one 
of those looks of tender interest which sometimes 
softened her countenance, she left the room. 

The letter was from Beauclerc ; it appeared to have 
been written immediately after he had received Helen's 
letter, and was as follows : — 

" Not write to you, my dearest Helen ! Renounce 
my claim to your hand ! submit to be rejected by you, 
my afiianced bride ! No, never — never ! Doubt ! sus- 
picion !— suspicion of you!— you, angel as you are — 
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you, who have devoted, sacrificed yourself to others. 
No, Helen, my admiration, my love, my trust in you, 
are greater than they ever were. And do / dare to say 
these words to you ! 7, who am perhaps a murderer ! 
I ought to imitate your generosity, I ought not to offer 
you a hand stained with blood: I ought at least to 
leave you free till I know when I may return from 
banishment. I have written this at the first instant I 
have been able to command during my hurried journey, 
, and as you know something of what led to this unhappy 
business, you shall in my next letter hear the whole ; 
till then, adieu ! Granville Bbauolerc.** 

The next day, when she thought Helen sufficiently 
recovered from the agitation of reading Beauclerc's let- 
ter, aunt Pennant produced one letter more, which she 
had kept for the last, because she hoped it would give 
pleasure to her patient. 

Helen sat up in her bed eagerly, and stretched out 
her hand. The letter was directed by General Claren- 
don, but that was only the outer cover, they knew, for 
he had mentioned in his4ast despatch to his sister, that 
the letter enclosed for Miss Stanley was from Lady 
Davenant. Helen tore off the cover, but the instant she 
saw the inner direction she sank back, turned, and hid 
her face on the pillow. 

It was directed-:- 
, ** To Mrs. Granville Beauclerc." 

Lady Davenant had unfortunately taken it for granted 
that nothing could have prevented the marriage. 

Aunt Pennant blamed herself for not having foreseen 
and prevented this accident, which she saw distressed 
poor Helen so much. But Miss Clarendon wondered 
that she was so shocked, and supposed she would get 
over it in a few minutes, or else she must be very weak. 

There was nothing that tended to raise her spirits 
much in the letter itself, to make amends for the shock 
the direction had given. IWjontained but a few lines in 
Lady Dave^ant's own handwriting, and a postscript 
from Loid Davenant. She wrote only to announce 
their safe arrival at Petersburg, as she was obliged to 
send off her letter before she had received any des- 
patches from England ; and she concluded with, 

" I am sure the first will bring me the joyful news of 
Beauclerc's happiness and yours, my dear child." 
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Lord Davenant*8 postscript added, that in troth Lady 
Davenant much needed such a cordial, for that her 
health had suffered even more than he had feared it 
would. He repented that he had allowed her to accom 
pany him to such a rigorous climate. 

All that could be said to allay the apprehensions this 
postscript might excite was of course said in the best 
way by aunt Pennant. But it was plain that Helen did 
not recover during the whole of this day from the shock 
she had felt **from that fooUsh direction," as Miss 
Clarendon said. 

She could not be prevailed upon to rise this day* 
though Miss Clarendon, after feehng her pulse, had 
declared that she was very well able to get up. " It 
was very bad for her to remain in bed." 

This was true, no doubt. And Miss Clarendon re- 
marked to her aunt that she was surprised to find Miss 
Stanley so weak. 

Her aunt replied that it was not surprising that she 
should he rather weak at present, after such a long 
illness. 

Weakness of body and mind need not go together," 
said Miss Clarendon. 

** Need not, perhaps," said her aunt, ** but they are 
apt to do so." 

" It is to be hoped the weakness of mind will go with 
the weakness of body, and soon," said Miss Clarendon. 

'* We must do what we can to strengthen and fatten 
her, poor thing !" said Mrs. Pennant. 

" Fatten the body, rather easier than to strengthen 
the mind. Strength of mind cannot be thrown in, as 
vou would throw in the bark, or the chicken broth." 

"Only have patience witli her," said Mrs. Pennant, 
" and you will find that she will have strength of mind 
enough when she gets quite well. Only have patience." 

During Helenas Slness Miss Clarendon had been pa- 
tient, but now that she was pronounced convalescent, 
she became eager to see her quite well. In time of 
need Miss Clarendon had been not only the most active 
and zealous, but a most gentle and— doubt it who may — 
soft-stepping, soft- voiced nurse ; but now, when Doctor 
Tudor had assured them that all fever was gone, and 
agreed with her that the patient would soon be well, if 
she would only think so. Miss Clarendon deemed it high 
time to use something more than her milder iniuence. 
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to become, if not a rugjred, at least a stem nurse, and 
she brought out some of her rigid lore. 

** I intend that you should get up in reasonable time 
to-day, Helen," said she, as she entered her room. 

** Do you V said Helen in a languid voice. 

" I do," said Miss Clarendon : " and I hope you do not 
intend to do as you did yesterday, to lie in bed all day.** 

Helen turned, sighed, and Mrs. Pennant said, '^ Yes- 
terday is over, my dear Esther — ^no use in talking of 
yesterday." 

" Only to secure our doing better to-day, ma^am," 
rejdied Miss Clarendon with prompt ability. 

Helen wais all submission, and she got up, and that 
was well. Miss Clarendon went in quest of arrow-root 
judiciously ; and aunt Pennant staid and nourished her 
patient meanwhile with '' the fostering dew of praise ;** 
and let her dress as slowly and move as languidly as 
she hked, though Miss Clarendon had admonished her 
^ not to dawdle," 

As s0on as she was dressed, Helen went to the win- 
dow and threw up the sash for the first time, to ei\joy 
the fresh air, ana to see the prospect which she was 
told was beautiful ; and she saw that it was beautiful, 
and, though it was still winter, she felt that the air was 
balmy ; and the sun shone bright, and the grass began 
to be green, for Spring approached. But how different 
to her from the spring-time of former years ! Na- 
ture the same, but all within herself how changed ! And 
all which used to please, and to seem to her most 
cheerful, now came over her spirits with a sense of 
sadness : she felt as if all the life of life was gone. 

Tears filled her eyes, large tears rolled slowly down as 
she stood fixed, seeming to gaze from that window at she 
knew not what. Aunt Pennant unperceived stood be- 
side her, and let the tears flow unnoticed. '* They will 
do her good ; they are a great rehef sometimes." 

Miss Clarendon returned, and the tears were dried, 
Jmt the glaze remained, and Miss Clarendon saw it, and 
*gave a reproachful look at her aunt, as much as to say, 
** Why did you let her cry V And her aunt's look m 
reply was, " I could not help it, my dear." 

** Eat your arrow-root," was all that transpired to 
Helen. 

And she tried to eat, but could not ; and Miss Claren- 
don WW not well pleased, for the arrow-root was good^ 
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and she had made it : she felt Miss Stanley's pulse, and 
said that ^* It was as good a pulse as could be, only low 
and a little fluttered.*' 

" Do not flutter it any more, then, Esther my dear,* 
said Mrs. Pennant. 

'^What am I doing or sapng, ma'am, that should 
flutter anybody that has common sense V 

*' Some people don't like to have their pulse felt," said 
aunt Pennant. 

'' Those people have not common sense," replied the 
niece. 

^* 1 believe I have not common sense," said Helen. 

** Sense you have enough — ^resolution is what you 
want, Helen, I tell you." 

" I know," said Helen : " too true—" 

" True, but not too true — ^nothing can be too true." 

*' True," said Helen, with languid submission. 

Helen was not in a condition to chop logic, or ever 
much inclined to it ; now less than ever, £uid least of 
all with Miss Clarendon, so able as she was. /%ere is 
something very provoking sometimes in perfect sub- 
mission, because it is unanswerable/ But the languor, 
not the submission, afforded some cause for further re- 
mark and remonstrance. 

" Helen, you are dreadfully languid to-day." 

•* Sadly," said Helen. 

'* If you could have eaten more arrow-root before it 
grew cold, you would have been better." 

" But if she could not, my dear Esther," said aunt 
Pennant. 

" Could not, ma'am ! As if people could not eat if 
they pleased." 

" But if people have no appetite, my dear, I am afraid 
eating will not do much good." 

" I am afraid, my dear aunt, you will not do Miss 
Stanley much good," said Miss Clarendon, shaking her 
head : " you will only spoil her." 

" I am quite spoiled, I believe," said Helen ; " you 
must Unspoil me, Esther." 

" Not so very easy," said Esther ; " but I shall try, 
for I am a sincere friend." 

" 1 am sure of it," said Helen. 

Then what more could be said ? 

Nothing at that time— Helen's look was so sincerely 
unrateful, and "gentle as a lamb," as aunt Pennant 
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obserred ; and Esther was not a wolf quite — at heart 
not at all. 

Miss Clarendon presently remarked that Miss Stanley 
really did not seem glad to be better — glad to get well. 

Helen acknowledged that instead of being glad, she 
was rather sorry. ^ If it had pleased Heaven, I should 
have been glad to die.'* 

^ Nonsense about dying, and worse than nonsense,** 
cried Miss Clarendon, ** when you see that it did noi 
please Heaven that you should die — " 

" I am content to live," said Helen. 

" Content i to be sure you are," said Miss Clarendon. 
*• Is this your thankfulness to Providence V 

** I ara resigned — I am thankfid — I will try to be more 
«o— »but I cannot be so giad," 

Gener^ Clarendon's bulletins continued with little 
variation for some time ; they were always to his sister 
— ^he never mentioned Beauclerc, but confined himself 
to the few lines or words necessary to give his promised 
regular accounts of Mr. Churchill'sstate,thesumof which 
continued to be for a length of time : " Much the same.** 
— ^*' Not in immediate danger." — " Cannot be pronounced 
out of danger." 

Not very consolatory, Helen felt. ** But while there 
is life, there is hope," as aunt Pennant observed. 

" Yes, and fear,*' said Helen : and her hopes and fears 
on this subject alternated with fatiguing reiteration, and 
with a total incapacity of forming any judgment. 

Beauclerc's letter of explanation arrived, and other 
letters came from him from time to time, which, as 
they were only repetitions of hopes and fears as to 
Churchill's recovery, and of uncertainty as to what 
might be his own future fate, only increased Helen's 
misery : and as even their expressions of devoted at> 
tachment could not alter her own determination, while 
she felt how cruel her continued silence must appear, 
they only agitated without relieving her mind. Mrs. 
Pennant sympathized with and soothed her, and knew 
how to sootli, and how to raise, and to sustain a mind in 
sorrow, suffering under disappointed affection, and sunk 
almost to despondency ; for aunt Pennant, besides her 
softness of manner, and her quick intelligent sympathy, 
had power of consolation of a higher sort, beyond any 
which this world can give. She was very religious, of 
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a cheerfully religious turn of mind — of that truly Chris- 
tian spirit which hopeth all thing:t 

When she was a child, somebody asked her if she 
y was bred up in the fear of the Lord./ She said no, but 
in the love of God. And so she was, in that love 
which casteth out fear./ And now the mildness of h» 
piety, and the whole tone and manner of her speaking 
and thinking, reminded Helen of that good dear uncle 
by whom she had been educated. She listened with 
affectionate reverence, and she truly and simply said, 
" You do me good — ^I think you have done me a great 
deal of good — and you shall see it." 

And she did see it afterward, and Miss Clarendon 
ihought it was her doing, — and so her aunt let it pass, 
(and was only glad the good was done. 

The first day Helen went down to the drawing-room, 
»he found there a man who looked, as she thought at 
first glance, like a tradesman — some person»she sup- 
posed/ come on business, standing waiting for Miss 
Clarendon, or Mrs. Pennant. She scarcely looked at 
* him, but passed on to the sofa, beside which was a little 
table set for her, and on it a beautiful work-box, which 
she began to examine and admire. 

'' Not nigh so handsome as I could have wished it, 
then, for you, Mi^s Helen — I ask pardon, Miss Stan- 
ley." 

Helen looked up, surprised at hearing herself ad- 
dressed by one whom she had thought a stranger ; but 
yet she knew the voice, and a reminiscence came across 
her mind of having seen him somewhere before. 

" Old David Price, nia^am. Maybe you forget him, 
you being a child at that time. But since you grew up, 
you have been the saving of me and many more — ^" 
Stepping quite close to her, he whispered that he had 
been paid under her goodness's order by Mr. James, 
along with the other creditors that had been left, 

Hfelen by this time recollected who the poor Welsh- 
man was — an upholsterer and cabinet-maker, who had 
been -years before employed at the deanery. Never 
having been paid at the time, a very considerable debt 
had accumulated, and having neither note nor bond. 
Price said that he had despaired of ever obtaining the 
amount of his earnings. He had, however, since the 
dean^s death, been fmid in full, and had been able to 
retire to his native village, which happened to be near 
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liansillen, and most grateful he was ; and as soon as 
he perceived that he was recognised, his gratitude be- 
came better able to express itself. Not well, however, 
could it make its way out for some time ; between cry- 
ing and laughing, and between two languages, he was 
at first scarcely intelligible. Whenever much moved, 
David Price had recourse to his native Welsh, in which 
he was eloquent ; and Mrs. Pennant, on whom, know- 
ing that she understood him, his eyes turned, was good 
enough to interpret for him. 

And when once fairly set agoing, there was danger 
that poor David^s garrulous gratitude should flow for 
ever. But it was all honest ; not a word of flattery ; 
and his old face was in a glow and radiant with feeling, 
and the joy of telling Miss Helen all, how, and about 
it ; particularly concerning the last day when Mr. James 
paid him, and them, and all of them : that was a day Miss 
Stanley ought to have seen ; pity she could not have 
witnessed it ; it would have done her good to the latest 
hour of her life. Pity she should never see the faces 
of many, some poorer they might have been than him- 
self; many richer, that would have been ruined for ever 
but for her. For his own part, l^e reckoned himself one 
of the happiest of them all, in being allowed to see her 
face to face. And he hoped as soon as she was able to 
get out so far — ^but it was not so far — she would come 
to see how comfortable he was in his own house. 

It ended at last in his giving a shove to the work-box 
6a the table, which, though nothing worth otherwise, 
he knew she could not mislike, on account it was made 
out of all the samples of wood the dean, her uncle, had 
given to him in former times. 

Notwithstanding the immoderate length of his 
speeches, and the impossibility he seemed to find of 
ending his visit, Helen was not much tired. And when 
she was able to walk so far, Mrs. Pennant took her to 
sec David Price, and in a most comfortable house she 
found him ; and every one in that house, down to the 
youngest child, gathered round her by degrees, some 
more, some less shy, but all with gratitude beaming and 
smiling in their faces. 

It was delightful to Helen; for there is no human/ 
heart so engrossed by sorrow, so overwhelmed by dis- 
appointment, so closed against hope of happiness, that 
will not open to the touch of gratitude 
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But there ww still in Helea's inmost soul one de* 
eeitful hope. She thought she had puUed it up by the 
roots many times, and itie last time completely ; but 
still a little fibre luri^ed, and still it grew again. It was 
the hope that Cecilia would keep that last promise,* 
though at the moment Helen had flung from her the pos- 
sibihty ; yet now She took it i^ again, and she thought 
it was possible that Cecilia might be true to her word. 
Ir her child should be bom ahve, and if it should be a 
boy! 

It became a heart-beatii^ suspense as the time ap- 
proached, and every day the news might be expected. 
The post came in b^t three times a week at Llansillen, 
and every post day Miss Clarendon repeated her pro- 
phecy to her aunt, " You will see, ma'am, the child 
will be bom in good time, and alive. You who have 
always been so much afraid for Lady Cecilia will find 
she has not feeling enough to do her any harm." 

In due time came a note from the general. 

**Aboyl child and mother doing well. Give me 
joy." 

The joy to Miss Clarendon was much increased l^ 
the triumph, in her own perfectly right opinion. Mrs. 
Pennant's was pure affectionate joy for the father, ai^ 
for Lady Cecilia, for whom, all sinner as she was in her 
niece's eyes, this good soul had compassion. Helen's 
anxiety to hear again and a^in every post was very 
natural, the aunt thought ; quite superfluous the niece 
deemed it : Lady Cecilia would do very well, no 
doubt, she prophesied again, and laughed at the tremor, 
the eagerness, ^th which Helen every day asked if 
there was any letter from Cecilia. At last one came, 
the first in her own handwriting, ami it was to Helen 
herself, and it extinguished all hope. Helen could only 
Articulate, " Oh ! Cecilia !" 

Her emotion, her disaj^intment, were visible, but 
unaccountable : she could give no reason for it to Miss 
Clarendon, whose wondering eye was upon her ; nor 
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even to sympathizing aunt Pennant could she breathe a 
word without betra3ring Cecilia : she was silent, and 
th^e was all that day, and many succeeding days, a 
hopelessness of languor in her whole appearance. 
There was, as Miss Clarendon termed it, a *' backsliding 
in her recovery," which grieved aunt Pennant, and 
Helen had to bear imputation of caprice and of indolence 
from Miss Clarendon ; but even that eye immediately 
upon her, that eye more severe than ever, had not power 
to rouse her. Her soul was sunk within, nothing fur- 
ther to hope ; there was a dead calm, and the stmness 
and loneliness of Llansillen made that calm almost 
awful. The life of great excitation which she had led 
previous to her illness rendered her more sensible of 
the change, of the total want of stimulus. The walks 
to Price's cottage had been repeated — but, though it 
was ever a bright spot, the eye could not always be 
fixed upon it. 

Bodily exertion being more easy to her now than 
mental, she took long walks, and came in boasting how 
far she had been, and looking quite exhausted. And 
Miss Clarendon wondered at her wandering out alone ; 
then she tried to walk with Miss Clarendon, and she 
was more tired, though the walks were shorter — and 
that was observed, and was not agreeable either to the 
observer or to the observed. 

Helen endeavoured to make up for it ; she followed 
Miss Clarendon about in all her various occupations, 
from flower-garden to conservatory, and from conserva- 
tory to pheasantry, and to all her pretty cottages, and 
her schools, and she saw and admired all the good that 
Esther did so judiciously, and with such extraordinary, 
such wonderful energy. 

'* Nothing wonderuil in it,'' Miss Clarendon said; and, 
as she ungraciously rejected praise, however sincere, 
and required not sympathy, Helen was reduced to be a 
mere silent, stupid, useless stander-by, and she could 
not but feel this a little awkward. She tried to interest 
herself for the poor people in the neighbourhood, but 
their language was unintelligible to her, and hers to . 
them, and it is hard work trying to make objects for 
one's self in quite a new place, and with a pre-occupying 
sorrow in the mind all the time. It was not only hard 
work to Helen, but it seemed labour in vain — bringing 
soil by handfuls to a barren rock, where, after all, no 
37 
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plant will take root. Miss Clarendon thought that 
labour could never be in vain. 

One morning, when it must be acknowledged that 
Helen had been sitting too long in the same position 
with her head leaning on her hand, Miss Clarendon, in 
her abrupt voice, asked, " How much longer, Helen, do 
you intend to sit there, doing only what is the worst 
thing in the world for you — thinking I" ^ 

Helen started, and said she feared she had been sitting 
too long idle. 

" If you wish to know how long, I can tell you," said 
Miss Clarendon; "just one hour and thirteen minutes." 

" By the stop watch V said Helen, smiling. 

" By my watch," said grave Miss Clarendon ; " and in 
the mean time look at the quantity of work I have 
done." 

" And done so nicely !" said Helen, looking at it with 
admiration. 

" Oh, do not think to bribe me with admiration ! I 
would rather see you do something yourself than hear 
you praise my doings." 

" If I had anybody to work for. I have so few friends 
now in the world who would care for any thing 1 could 
do ! But I will try — ^you shall see, my dear Esther, by- 
and-by." 

" By-and-by ! no, no — now. I cannot bear to see you 
any longer in this half -alive, half-dead state." 

** I know," said Helen, " that all you say is for my 
good. I am sure your only object is my happiness." 

" Your happiness is not in my power or in yours, bat 
it is in your power to deserve to be happy, by doing what 
is right — by exerting yourself : that is my object, for I 
see you are in danger of being lost in indolence. Now 
you have the truth, and the whole truth." 

Many a truth would have come mended from Miss 
Clarendon's tongue, if it had been uttered in a softer 
ione, and if she had paid a little more attention to times 
and seasons; but she held it the sacred duty of sincerity 
to tell a friend her faults as soon as seen, and without 
circumlocution. 

The next day Helen set about a drawing. She made 
it an object fo herself to try to copy a view of the dear 
deanery in the same style as several beautiful drawings 
of Miss Clarendon's. 
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While she looked over her portfolio several of her old 
sl^etches recalled remembrances which made her sigh 
frequently; Miss Clarendon heard her, and said, '* I 
wish you would cure yourself of that habit of sighing; 
it is very bad for you. 

" I know it," said Helen. ) 

. " Despondency is not penitencey" continued Esther : 
'** revery is not reparation." 

In this sort of interminable warfare as^ainst despond- 
ency and indolence, Miss Clarendon wa^ always in the 
right, but wrong in too much proving herself in the 
right, as half her knowledge of the* human heart and a 
quarter of her good sense would have shown her, had 
not both been obscured by little clouds of temper/ She 
felt as desirous as ever to make Helen happy at Llan- 
sillen, but she was provoked to find it impossible to do 
so. Of a strong body herself, capable of great resist- 
ance, powerful reaction under disappointment or grief, 
^e could ill make allowance for feebler health and 
spirits— perhaps feebler character. For great misfor- 
tunes she had great sympathy, but she could not enter 
into the details of lesser sorrows, especially any of the 
sentimental kind, which she was apt to class altogether 
under the head — " Sorrows of my Lord Plumcake !" 
an expression which had sovereignly taken her fancy, 
and which her aunt did not relish, or auite understand. 

Mrs. Pennant was, indeed, as complete a contrast to 
her niece in these points as nature and habit joined 
could produce. She was naturally of the most ex- 
quisitely sympathetic mimosa-sensibility, shrinking and 
expandmg to the touch of others' joy or wo, and 
instead of having by long use worn this out, she had 
preserved it wonderfully fresh in advanced years. But, 
notwithstanding the contrast and seemingly incompati- 
ble difiference between this aunt and niece, the founda- 
tions of their characters both being good, sound, and true, 
they lived on together well, and loved each other dearly. 
They had seldom differed so much on any point as in 
the present case, as to their treatment of their patient 
and their guest. Scarcely a day passed in which they 
did not come to some mutual remonstrance ; and some- 
times when she was by, which was not pieasant to her, 
as may be imagined. Yet perhaps even these little al- 
tercations and annoyances, though they tried Helen's 
temper or grieved her heart at the moment, were of use 



rs 



§ 



20O BEL! 

to her npon the whole, by drawing her out of herself. 
Besides, these daily vicissitudes, made by human tem- 
per, manner, and character — supplied in some sort the 
total want of events, and br<^e the iponotony of these 
tedious months. 

The general's bulletins, however, became at last more 
favourable: Mr. Churchill was decidedly better; his 
physician hoped he might soon be pronounced out of 
danger. The general said nothing of Beauclerc, but 
that he was, he beheved, still at Paris. And from this 
time forward, no more letters came from Beauclerc to 
Helen ; as his hopes of Churchill's recovery increased, 
he expected every day to be released from his banish- 
ment, and was resolved to write no more till he could 
say that he was free. But Helen, though she did not 
allow it to herself, felt this deeply; she thought that 
her determined silence had at last convinced him that all 
pursuit of her was vain ; and that he submitted to her 
rejection : she told herself it was what should be, and 
yet she felt it bitterly. 

Lady Cecilia's letters did not mention him, indeed 
they scarcely told any thing ; they had become short 
and constrained : the general, she said, advised her to 
go out more, and her letters often concluded in haste, 
with ** Carriage at the door," and all the usual excuses 
of a London life. 

One day, when Helen was sitting intently drawing. 
Miss Clarendon said, " Helen !'* so suddenly that she 
started and looked round ; Miss Clarendon was seated 
on a low stool at her aunt's feet, with one arm thrown 
over her great dog's neck ; he had laid his head on her 
lap, and resting on him, she looked up with a steadi- 
ness, a fi]dty of repose, which brought to Helen's mind 
Raphael's beautiful figure of Fortitude, leaning on her 
lion ; she thought she had never before seen Miss Clar- 
endon look so handsome, so graceful, so interesting ; 
she took care not to say so, however. 

" Helen !" continued Miss Clarendon, " do you i*e- 
roember the time when t was at Clarendon Park, and 
quitted it so abruptly 1 My reasons were good, what- 
ever my manner was ; the opinion of the world I am 
not apt to fear for myself, or even for my brother, but 
to the whispers of conscience I do listen. Helen! 1 
was conscious that certain feelings in my mind were 
too strong, — in. me, you would scarcely believe it— too 
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tender. I had no reason to think that Granville Beau- 
clerc liked me, it was therefore utterly unfit that I 
should think of him ; I felt this, I left Clarendon Park, 
and from that moment I have refused myself the plea- 
sure of his society, I have altogether ceased to think 
of him. This is the only way to conquer a Jiopeless 
attachment. But you, Helen, though you have com- 
manded him never to attempt to see you- again, have 
not been able to command your own mind. Since Mr. 
Churchill is so much better, you expect that he will 
soon be pronounced out of danger — you expect that 
Mr. Beauclerc will come over — come here, and be at 
your feet !" 

" I expect nothing," said Helen, in a faltering voice, 
and then added resolutely, '' I cann6t foresee what Mr. 
Beauclerc may do, but of this be assiired. Miss Claren- 
don, that until I stand as I once stood, and as I deserve 
to stand, in the opinion of your brother ; unless, above 
all, 1 can bring proofs to Granville's cohfidiqg Jieart that 
I have ever been\inimpeachable of conduct s^id of mind, 
and, in all but one circumstance, true — ^true as yourself, 
Esther — ^never, never, though your brother and all the 
world consented, never till I myself felt that 1 weis 
proved to be as worthy to be his wifa as I think I am, 
would I consent to marry him — ^no, not though my heart 
were to break." 

" 1 believe it," said Mrs. Pennant ; " and I wish — oh, 
how I wish — ^" 

" That Lady Cecilia were hanged, as she deserves,'* 
said Miss Clarendon : " so do I, I am sure ; but that is 
nothing to the present purpose." 

'*^ No, indeed," said Helen. 

" Helen !" continued Esther, " remember ^at Lady 
Blanche Forrester is at Paris." 

Helen shrank. 

** Lady Cecilia tells you there is no danger ; I say 
there is." 

'* Why should you say so, my dear Esther t" said her 
aunt. 

" Has not this friend of yours always deceived, mis- 
led you, Helen V 

** She can have no motive for deceiving me in this," 
said Helen : " I believe her." 

" Believe her ,^ then !" cried Miss Clarendon ; " believe 
13 
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her, and do not believe me, and take the consequences: 
I have done." 

Helen sighed, but though she might feel the want of 
the charm of Lady Cecilia's suavity of manner, of her 
agreeable, and her agreeing temper, yet she felt the safe 
sohdity of principle in her present friend, and admired, 
esteemed, and loved, without fear of change, her un- 
blenching truth, /rretty ornaments of gold cannot be 
worked out of the native ore ; to make the rude mass 
ductile, some alloy must be used, and when the slight 
filigree of captivatmg manner comes to be tested against 
the sterUn^ worth of unalloyed sincerity, weighed in 
the Just bsuance of adversity, we are glad to seize the 
solid gol4 and leave the ornaments to those that they 
deceive./ 

The fear about Lady Blanche Forrester was, how- 
ever, soon set at rest, and this time Lady Ceciha was 
right. A letter from her to Helen announced that Lady 
Blanche was married! — ^actually married, and not to 
Granville Beauclerc, but to some other English gentle- 
man at Paris, no matter whom. Lord Beltravers and 
Madame de St. Cymon, disappointed, had returned to 
London ; Lady Cecilia had seen Lord Beltravers, and 
heard the news from him. 

There could be no doubt of the truth of the intelli- 
gence, and scarcely did Helen herself rejoice in it with 
more sincerity than did Miss Clarendon, and Helen 
loved her for her candour as well as for her sympathy. 

Time passed on ; week after week rolled away. 

At last General Clarendon announced to his sister, 
but without one word to Helen, that Mr. Churchill was 
pronounced out of danger. The news had been sent 
to his waft, the general said, and he expected Granville 
would return from his banishment immediately. 

Quite taken up in the first tumult of her feelings at 
this intelligence, Helen scarcely observed that she had 
no letter from Cecilia. 

But even aunt Pennamt was obliged to confess, in 
reply to her niece's observation, that this was " certainly 
very odd ! but we shall soon hear some explanation, I 
hope " 

Miss Clarendon shook her head; she said that she 
bad always thought how matters would end ; she judged 
from her brother's letters that he began to find out that 
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he was not the happiest of men. Yet nothing to tha^ 
effect was ever said by hira ; one phrase only excepted, 
in his letter to her on her last birthday, which began 
with, " In our happy days, my dear Esther." t 

Miss Clarendon said nothing to Helen upon this siUf 
ject; she refrained altogether from mentioning Lady 
Cecilia. 

Two, three post-days passed without bringing any 
letter to Helen, The fourth, very early in the morning, 
long before the usual time for the arrival of the post, 
Rose came into her room with a letter in her hand, say- 
ing, '* From General Clarendon, ma'am. His own man, 
Mr. Cockbum, has just this minute arrived, ma'am — 
from London." 

With a trembling hand, Helen tore the* letter open: 
not one word from General Clarendon ! It was only a 
cover, containing two notes : one from Lord Davenant 
to the general, the other from Lady Davenant to Helen. 

'Lord Davenant said that Lady Davenant's health had 
declined so alarmingly after their arrival at Peters- 
burg, that he had insisted upon her return to England, 
and that as soon as the object of his mission was com- 
pleted, he should immediately follow her. A vessel, he 
said, containing letters from England, had been lost, so 
that they were in total ignorance of what had occurred 
at home; and, indeed, it appeared from the direction 
of Lady Davenant's note to Helen, written on her land- 
ing in England, that she had left Russia without knowing 
that the marriage had been broken off, or that Helen 
had quitted General Clarendon's. She wrote — " Let 
me see you in Granville once more before I die. Be 
in London, at my own house, to meet me. I shall be 
there as soon as I can be moved." A 

The initials only of her name were signeX^ Elliott 
added a postscript, saying that her lady had suffered 
much from an unusually long passage, and that she was 
not sure what day they could be in town. 

There was nothing from Lady Cecilia. Cockbum 
said that her ladyship had not been at home when he 
set out ; that his master had ordered him to travel all 
night, to get to Llansillen as fast as possible, and to 
make no delay in delivering^ the letter to Miss Stanley. 

To set out instantly, to be in town at her house to 
meet Lady Davenant, was, of cour6e,Heien's immediate 
determination. General Clarendon had sent his travel- 
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ling-carriage for her ; and under the circumstances, her 
friends could have no wish but to speed her depar- 
ture. Miss Clarendon expressed surprise at there being 
no letter from Lady Cecilia, and would see and question 
Cockbum herself ; but nothing more was to be learned 
than what he had already told, that the packet from 
Lady Davenant had come by express to his master 
after Lady Ceciha had driven out, as it had been her 
custom of late, almost every day, to Kensington to see 
her child. 

Nothing could be more natural, Mrs. Pennant thought, 
and she only wondered at Esther's unconvinced look of 
suspicion. " Nothing, surely, can be more natural, my 
dear Esther." 

To which Esther replied, " Very likely, ma'am." 

Helen was too much hurried and too much engrossed 
by the one idea of Lady Davenant to think of what they 
said. 

At parting she had scarcely time even to thank her 
two friends for all their kindness, but they understood 
her feelings, and, as Miss Clarendon said, words on that 
point were unnecessary. Aunt Pennant embraced her 
again and again, and then let her go, sa3dng, ^' I must 
not detain you, my dear." 

"But I must," said Miss Clarendon, "for one mo- 
ment. There is one point on which my parting words 
are necessary. Helen ! keep clear of Lady Cecilia's 
affairs, whatever they may be. Hear none of her 
secrets." 

Helen wished she had never heard any; did not 
believe there were any more to hear ; but she prom- 
ised herself and Miss Clarendon that she would observe 
this exo^pBnt counsel. 

And now she was in the carriage, and on her road to 
town: And now she had leisure to breathe, and to 
think, and to feel. Her thoughts and feelings, however, 
could be only repetitions of fears and hopes about Lady 
Davenant, and uncertainty and dread of what would 
happen when she should require explanation of all that 
had occurred in her abs^ice. And how would Lady 
Cecilia be able to meet her mother's penetration 1 — ill 
or well, Lady Davenant was so clear-sighted. ** And 
how shall I," thought Helen, " without plungfmg deeper 
in deceit, avoid revealing the truth? ShilKI aj^ist 
Cecilia to deceive her mother in her last moments ; or 
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shall 1 break my premise, betray CeciKa's secret^ and at 
last be the death of her mother by tHe shock 1" 
/ It is astonishing how often the mind can go over the 
' same thoughts and feehngs without coming to any con- 
clusion, any ease from racking suspense. In the mean 
^me, on rolled the carriage, and Cockbum, according 
to his master's directions, got her over the ground with 
an conceivable speed. 



CHAPTER XLV. 

When they were within the last stage of London, the 
carriage suddenly stopped, and Helen, who was sitting 
far back, deep in her endless revery, started forward— 
Cockbum was at the carriage-door. 

•* My lady, coming to meet you, Miss Stanley." 

It was Cecilia herself; but Cecilia so changed in 
her whole appearance, that Helen would scarcely have 
known her. She was so much struck that she hardly 
knew what was said ; but the carriage-doors were 
opened, and Lady Cecilia was beside her, and Cockburn 
shut the door without permitting one moment's delay, 
and on they drove. 

Lady Cecilia was excessively agitated. Helen had 
not power to utter a word, and was glad that Cecilia 
went on speaking very fast ; though she spoke without 
appearing to know well what she was saying; of - 
Helen's goodness in coming so quickly, of her fears 
that she would never have been in time — ^' l^^phe was 
in time, — ^her mother had not yet arrived, ^arendon 
had gone to meet her on the road, she believed — she 
was not quite certain." 

That seemed very extraordinary to Helen. " Not 
quite certain !" said she. 

" No, I am not," replied Cecilia, and she coloured ; 
her very pale cheek flushed ; but she explained not at 
all, she left that subject, and spoke of the friends Helen 
had left at Llansillen — then suddenly of her mother's 
return — ^her hopes — her fears — and then, without going 
on to the natural idea of seeing her mother, and of how 
Boon they should see her, began to talk of Beauclerc— 



O 



200 heleHi 



# 

it^^W of 



of Mr. Churchill's being quitfif W^ of danger — of the 
general's expectation of Jieauclerc's immecSate return. 
" And then, my dearest Helen," said she, " all will be — ^" 

" Oh ! I do not know how it will be !" cried she, her 
tone changing suddenly ; and, from the breathless hurry 
in which she had been running on, sinking at once to a 
low broken tone, and speaking very slowly. " I cannot 
tell what will become of any of us. We can never be 
happy again — any one 'of us. And it is all my doing— 
and I cannot die. Oh ! Helen, when I tell you — " 

She stopped, and Miss Clarendon's warning counsel, 
all her own past experience, were full in Helen's mind, 
and after a moment's silence, she stopped Cecilia just 
as she seemed to have gathered power to speak, and 
begged that she would not tell her any thing that tv^as to 
hd kept secret. She could not, would not hear any 
secrets ; she turned her head aside, and let down the 
glass and looked out, as if determined not to be com- 
pelled to receive this confidence. 

" Have you, then, lost all interest, all affection for me, 
Helen ? I deserve it ! — But you need not fear me now, 
Helen /I ha,ve done withdeccption, would to Heaven I 
had never begun with it/" 

It was the tone and look of truth — she steadily fixed 
her eyes upon Helen — and instead of the bright beams 
that used to play in -those eyes, there was -now a dark 
deep-seated sorrow, almost despair. 

Helen was deeply moved : it was indeed impossible 
for her, it would have been impossible for any one who 
had any feeling to look upon Lady Cecilia Clarendon at 
that moment, and to recollect what she had so lately 
been, without pity. The friend of her childhood 
looked ^|^|n her with all the poignant anguish of 
compassIW— 

** Oh ! my dear Cecilia ! how changed !" 

Helen was not sensible that she uttered the words 
" how changed !" 

" Changed ! yes ! I believe I am," said Lady Cecilia^ 
in a calm voice, " very much changed in appearance, 
but much more in reahty ; my mind is more altered than 
my person. 

" Oh ! Helen ! if you could see into my mind at this 
moment, and know how completely it is changed — ^but 
it is all in vain now ! You have suffered and suffered 
for me ! but your sufferings could not equal mine. You 
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lost love and happiness, but still conscious of deservingf 
both: I had both at my command, and I could enjoy 
neither under the consciousness, the torture of remorse." 

Helen threw her arms round her, and exclaimed, 
** Do not think of me ! — all will be wellVsince you have 
resolved on the truth, all will yet be well./ 

Cecilia sighed deeply and went on.— "I am sure, 
Helen, you were surprised that my child was born alive. 
At least I was. I believe its mother had not feeling 
enough to endanger its existence. Well, Clarendon has 
that comfort at all events, and, as a boy, it will never 
put him in mind of his mother. 

"Well, Helen, I had hopes of myself to the last 
minute ; I really and truly hoped, as 1 told you, that I 
should have had courage to tell him all when I put the 
child into his arms. But his joy ! — I could not dash his 
joy — I could not !— and then I thought I never could. I 
knew you would give me up ; I gave up all hope of my- 
self. I was very unhappy, and Clarendon thought I was 
very ill ; and I acknowledged that I was anxious about 
you, and let all the blame fall on you, innocent, generous 
creature ! — I heard my husband perpetually upbraiding 
you when he saw me ill — all, he said, the consequences 
of your falsehood — and all the time I knew it was my 
own. 

" My dear Helen, it is impossible to tell you all the 
daily, hourly necessities for dissimulation which oc- 
curred. Every day, you know, we were to send to 
inquire for Mr. Churchill ; and everyday, when Clarendon 
brought me the bulletin, he pitied me and blamed you ; 
ind the double-dealing in my countenance he never sus- 
pected — always interpreted favourably. Oh, such con- 
fidence as he had in me — and how it has b^pn wasted, 
abused ! Then, letters from Beauclerc — ^how I bore to 
hear them read I cannot conceive : and at each time 
♦hat I escaped, I rejoiced and reproached myself— and 
reproached myself and rejoiced. I succeeded in every 
effort at deception, and wasfcursed by my own success/ 
Encouraged to proceed, I soon went on without shame 
and without fear. My husband heard me defending you 
. against the various reports which my venomous cousin 
had circulated, and he only admired what he called * my 
amiable zeal.' His love for me increased, but it gave 
me no pleasure ; for, Helen, now I am going to tell you 
an extraordinary turn which my mind took, for which I 



O 



w 



M8 BE] 

caimot account— I can har^jHSclieye it— 4t seems out 
of human nature — My love for him decreased ! — ^not only 
because I felt that he would hate me if he discovered 
my deceit, but because he was lowered in my estima- 
tion! 1 had always had, as everybody has, even my 
mother, the highest opinion of his judgment. To thaJt 
judgment I had always looked up ; it Imd raised me in 
my own opinion ; it was a motive to me to be equal to 
what he thought me : but now that motive was gone, I 
no longer looked up to him ; his credulous affection had 
bhnded his judgment — he was my dupe l- I could not 
reverence — I could not love one who was my dupe 1 
But I cannot tell you how shocked 1 was at myselr, 
when 1 felt my love for him decrease every time I saw 
him. 

" I thought myself a monster ; 1 had grovm used to 
every thing but that — that 1 could not endure ; it was a 
darkness of the mind — a coldness ; it was as if the sun 
had gone but of the universe; it was more — ^it was 
worse — it was as if I was alone in the world. Home 
was a desert to me. I went out every evening ; some- 
times, but rarely, Clarendon accompanied me : he had 
become more retired; his spirits had declined with 
mine; and though he was glad 1 should go out and 
amuse myself, yet he was always exact as to the hours 
of my return. I was often late — later than I ought to 
have been, and I made a multitude of paltry excuses ; 
this it was, 1 believe, which first shook nis faith in my 
truth ; but I was soon detected in a more decided failure. 

" You know I never had the least taste for play of any- 
kind : you may remember I used to be scolded for never 
minding what I was about at ecarte : in short, I never 
had the la^t love for it — it wearied me ; but now that 
my spirit^vere gone, it was a sort of intoxication in 
which I cannot say I indulged — for it was no indulgence, 
but to which I had recourse. Louisa Castlefort, you 
know, was always fond of play — got into her first diffi- 
culties by that means — she led me on. I lost a good 
deal of money to her, and did not care about it as long 
as I could pay ; but presently it came to a time when I 
could not pay without applying to the general : I applied 
to him, but under false pretences — ^to pay this bill or 
that, or to buy something which I never bought : this 
occurred so often and to such extent, that he sus- 
pected — ^he discovered how it went; he told me so. 
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He spoke in that low, suppressed— that terrible voice 
which I had heard once before ; 1 said, 1 know not what, 
in deprecation of his anger. ' I am not angry, Cecilia,' 
said he. I caught his hand, and would have detained 
him ; he withdrew that hand, and, locking at me, ex- 
claimed^ Beautiful creature! half those charms would 
I give for trtUhV/ He left the room, and there was con- 
tempt in his look. 

" All my love — all my reverence, returned for him in 
an instant ; but what could I say ? He never recurred 
to the subject ; and now, when I saw the struggle in his 
mind, my passion for him returned in sdl its force. 

-' People who flattered me often, you know, said I was 
fascinating, and I determined to use my powers of fas- 
cination to regain my husband's heart ; how little I knew 
that heart! I dressed to please him— oh! I never 
dressed myself with such care in my most coquettish 
days ; — ^I gave a splendid ball ; I danced to please him 
— he used to be delighted with m^ dancing : he had said, 
no matter what, but 1 wanted to make hun say it — feel 
it again ; he neither said nor felt it. I saw him stand- 
ing looking at me, and at the close of the dance I heard 
from him one sigh. I was more in love with him than 
when first we were married, and he saw it, but that did 
not restore me to his confidence — his esteem ; nothing 
could have done that, but — what I had not. One step in 
dissimulation led to another. 

" After Lord Beltravers returned from Paris, on Lady 
Blanche's marriage, I used to meet him continually at 
Louisa Castlefort's. As for play, that was over with 
me for ever, but I went to Louisa's continually, because 
it was the gayest house I could go to ; I used to meet 
Lord Beltravers there, and he pretended to^ay me a 
vast deal of attention, to which I was utterly indiffer- 
ent, but his object was to push his sister into society 
again by my means. He took advantage of that unfor- 
tunate note which I had received from Madame de St. 
Cymon, when she was at Old Forest ; he wanted me to 
admit her among my acquaintance ; he urged it in every 
possible way, and was excessively vexed that it would 
not do : not that he cared for her ; he often spoke of 
her in a way that shocked me, but it hurt his pnde that 
she should be excluded from the society to which her 
rank entitled her. 

** I had met her at Louisa's once or twice, but when 1 
38 
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found that for her bioth^ r's aalcv ftfaa was always to be 
invited, I resolved ti> go lli^jre no more, and I made a 
merit of this with Clarendon. He was pleased; he 
said, * That is well, that is right, my dear Cecilia.' 

** And he went out more with me. One night at the 
opera, the Comtesse de St. Cymon was in the box oppo- 
site to us, no lady with her, only some gentlemen. She 
watched me ; I did all I could to avoid her eye, but at an 
unlucky moment she caught mine, bent forward, and 
had the assurance to bow. The general snatched the 
opera-glass from my hand, made sure who it was, and 
then said to me, 

'^ * How does that woman dare to claim your notice, 
Lady Cecilia 1 I am afraid there must have been some 
encouragement on your part.' 

" * None,' said 1, * nor ever shall be ; you see I take 
no notice.' 

" * But you must have taken notice, or this could never 
be V 

" * No, indeed,' persisted I. 

** Helen ! I really forgot at the moment that first un- 
fortunate note. An instant afterward I recollected it, 
and the visit about the cameos, but that was not my 
fault. I had, to be sure, dropped a card in return at her 
door, and I ought to have mentioned that, but I really 
did not recollect it till the words had passed my lips, and 
then it was too late, and I did not like to go back and 
spoil my case by an exception. 

" The general did not look quite satisfied ; he did not 
receive my assertions as implicitly as formerly. He 
left the box afterward to speak to some one, and while 
he was gone in came Lord Beltravers. After some pre- 
liminary giothings, he went directly to the point ; and 
said, in an assured manner, * 1 believe you do not know 
my sister at this distance. She has been endeavouring 
to catch your eye.' 

" * The Comtesse de St. Cymon does me too much 
honour,' said I, with a slight inclination of the head, and 
elevation of the eyebrow, which spoke sufiiciently 
plainly. 

"Unabashed, and with a most provoking, almost 
sneering look, he replied, * Madame de St. Cymon had 
wished to say a few words to your ladyship on your 
own account, am I to understand this cannot* be?' 

** * On my own account ?' said I, * I do not in the least 
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imdentand your lordship.' — * I am not sure,* said he, *that 
I perfectly comprehend it. But I know that yon some- 
times drive to Kensington, and sometimes take a turn in 
the gardens there. My sister lives at Kensington, and 
could not she, without infringing etiquette, meet you in 
in your walk, and have the honour of a few words with 
you ? Something she wants to say to you,' and here 
he lowered his voice, 'about a locket, and Colonel 
D'Aubigny.' 

^Excessively frightened, and hearing some one at the 
door, 1 answered, * I do not know, 1 believe I shall drive 
to Kensington to-morrow.' He bowed delighted, and 
relieved me from his presence that instant. The mo- 
ment afterward General Clarendon came in. He asked 
me, * Was not that Lord Beltravers whom I met V 

" * Yes,' said 1 ; ' he came to reproach me for not no- 
ticing his sister, and I answered him in such a manner 
as to make him clear that there was no hope.' 

" * You did right,' said he, * if you did so.' My mind 
was in such confusion tl^t I could not quite command 
ray countenance, and I put up my fan as if the lights 
hurt me. 

" ' Cecilia,' said he, * take care what you are about. 
Remember, it is not my request only, but my command 
to my wife' (he laid solemn stress on the words) * that 
she should have no communication with this woman.' 

" * My dear Clarendon, I have not the least wish.' 

" * I do not ask what your wishes may be ; I require 
only your obedience.' 

*' Never had I heard such austere words from him. I 
turned to the stage, and I was glad to seize the first 
minute I could to get away. But what was to be done ? 
If I did not go to Kensington, there was this locket, and 
I knew not what, standing out against me. 1 knew that 
this wretched woman had had Colonel D'Aubigny in her 
train abroad, and supposed that he must — ^treacherous 
profligate as he was — have given the locket to her, and 
now I was so afraid of its coming to Clarendon's eyes 
or ears ! — and yet why should I have feared his know- 
ing about it ? Colonel D'Aubigny stole it, just as he 
stole the picture. I had got it for you, do you re- 
collect 1" 

" Perfectly," said Helen, " and your mother missed 
it." 

" Yes," continued Lady Cecilia. " O that I had had 



Q 




212 

the seme to do nothing aboul^lfn^t I was so afraid 
of its somehow bringing every thing to light : my cow- 
ardice — ray conscience — my consciousness of that first 
fatal ialsehood before my marriage, has haunted me at 
the most critical moments : it has risen against me, and 
stood like an evil spirit threatening me from the right 
path. 

** I went to Kensington, trusting^to my own good for- 
tune, which had so often stood me in stead ; but Madame 
de St. Cymon was too cunning for me, and so interested, 
so mean, she actually bargained for giving up the locket. 
She hinted that she knew Colonel D^Aubigny had never 
been your lover, and ended by saying she had not the 
locket with her; and though I made her understai^ 
that the general would never allow me to receive her at 
my own bouse, yet she ' hoped I could manage an in- 
troduction for her to some of my friends, and that she 
would bring the locket on Monday, if I would in the 
mean time try, at least with Lady Emily Grenville and 
Mrs. Holdemesse.* 

" I felt her meanness, aod yet I was almost as meaa 
myself, for 1 agreed to do what I could. Monday came. 
Clarendon saw me as 1 was going out, and, as he handed 
me into the carriage, he asked where I was going. To 
Kensington, I said, and added — oh ! Helen, I am a^amed 
to tell yoa, I added— 1 am going to see my child. 

*' And there I found Madame de St. Cymon, and I had 
to tell her of my failure with Lady Emily and Mrs. 
Holdemesse. I softened their refusal as much as I 
could, but I might have spared myself the trouble, for she 
only retorted by something about English prudery. At 
this moment a shower of rain came on, and she insisted 
upon my taking her home ; * Come in,' said she, when 
the carnage stopped at her door : * if you will come in, 
1 will give it to you now, ai^ you need not have the 
trouble of calhng again.' I had the folly to 3deld, 
though I saw that it was a trick to decoy me into her 
house, and make it pass for a visit. It all flashed upon 
me, and yet I could not resist, for I thoi^ht I must ob- 
tain the locket at all hazards. 1 resolved to get it from 
her before I left the house, and then I thought all would 
be finished. 

" She looked triumphant as she followed me into her 
saloon, and gave a malicious smile, which seemed to say» 
* You seeyou are visiting me after all.' 
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" After some nonsensical conversation meant to de- 
tain me, I pressed for the locket, and she produced it : 
it was indeed the very one that had been made for you 
— But just at that instant, while she still held it in hoi 
hand, the door suddenly opened, and Clarendon stood 
opposite to me ! 

" I heard Madame de St. Cymon's voice, but of what 
she said, I have no idea. I heard nothing but the single 
word * rain,' and with scarcely strength to articulate, I 
attempted to follow up that excuse. Clarendon's look 
of contempt ! — But he commanded himself, advanced 
calmly to me, and said, * I came to Kensington with 
these letters ; they have just arrived by express. Lady 
Davenant is in England — she is ill.' He gave me the 
packet, and left the room, and I heard the sound of his 
horses' feet the next instant as he rode off. I broke 
from Madame de St. Cymon, forgetting the locket and 
every thing. 1 asked my servants which way the 
general had gone? *To town.' I perceived that h6 
must have been going to look for me at the nurse's, and 
had seen the carriage at Madame de St. Cymon's door. 

" I hastened after him, and then I recollected that I 
had left the locket on the table at Madame de St. Cy- 
mon's, that locket for which I had hazarded — ^lost — 
every thing ! 

" The moment I reached home, I ran to Clarendon's 
room ; he was not there, and oh ! Helen, 1 have not 
seen him since ! 

" From some orders which he left about horses, I 
suppose he went to meet my mother. I dared not follow 
him. She had desired me to wait for her arrival at her 
• own house. All yesterday, all last night, Helen, what 
I have suffered ! I could not bear it any longer, and 
then I thought of coming to meet you. I thought I 
must see you before my mother arrived — my mother ! 
but Clarendon will not have met her till to-day. Oh, 
Helen ! you feel all that I fear — all that I foresee." 

Lady Cecilia sank back, and Helen, overwhelmed 
with all she had heard, could for some time only pity 
her in silence ; and at last could only suggest that the 
general would not have time for any private communi- 
cation with Lady Davenant, as her woman would be in 
the carriage with her, and the general was on horse- 
back. 

It was late in the day before they reached town. As 
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tliey came near Chrosyenor SQHRT^^^^^^^^ni inqaired 
whether they were to drivt hoi^n^, nr to !.ady Daveix- 
ant's t 

'* To my mother's^ certainly, and as fast as you can.** 

Lady Davenant had not arhyed, but there were pack- 
ages in the hall, her courier and her senrants, who said 
that General Clarendon was with her, but not in the 
carnage ; he had sent them on. No messs^e for Lady 
Cecilia, but that Lady Davenant would be in town this 
night. 

To-night — some hours still of suspense ! As long as 
there were arrangements to be made, any thing to do or 
to think of but that meeting of which they dared not 
think, it was endurable, but too soon all was settled ; 
nothing to be d<me, but to wait and watch, to hear the 
carriages roll past, and listen, and start, and look at 
each other, and sink back disappointed. Lady Cecilia 
walked from the sofa to the window, and looked out^ 
and back again — continually, continually, till at last 
Helen begged her to sit down. 

She sat down before an old piano-forte of her mo- 
ther's, on which her eyes fixed ; it was one on which 
she had often played with Helen when they were chil- 
dren. *' Happy, innocent days," said she ; '* never shall 
we be so happy again, Helen ! But I cannot think of 
it;" she rose hastily, and threw herself on the sofa. 

A servant, who had been watching at the hall-door, 
came in — ^** The carriage, my lady ! Lady DaVenant is 
coming." 

Lady Cecilia started up ; they ran down stairs ; the 
carriage stopped, and in the imperfect ligh^ they saw the 
figure of Lady Davenant, scarcely altered, leaning ui)on 
General Clarendon's arm. The first sound of her voice 
was feebler, softer, than formerly — quite tender, when 
die said, as she embraced them both by turns, ** My dear 
children !" 

" You have accomplished your journey, Lady Daven- 
ant, better than you expected," said the general. 

Something struck her in the tone of his voice. She 
turned quickly, saw her daughter lay her hand upon his 
arm, and saw that arm withdrawn ! 

They all entered the saloon— it was a blaze of light ; 
Lady Davenant, shading her eyes with her hand, looked 
round at the countenances, which she had not yet 
^en. l4|||Cecilia shrank back. The penetrating eyes 
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turned from her, glaaieed at Helen, and fixed upoa the 
general. 

" What is all this V cried she. 

Helen threw her arms round Lady Davensutil. " Let 
us think of yoa first, and only — be calm." 

Laly Davenant broke from her, and pressing forwards, 
exclaimed, ** I must see my daughter — if I have still a 
daughter! Cecilia i" 

The general moved. Lady Cecilia, who had sunk 
upon a chair behind him^ attempted to rise. Lady Da^ 
Tenant stood opposite to her ; the light was now full 
i^n her face and figure ; and her mother saw how it 
was changed ! and looking back at Helen, she said, in a 
low^ awAil tone, *' I see it ; the black spot has spread!" 

Scarcely had Lady Davenant pronounced these words, 
when she was seized with the most violent spasms. 
The general had but just time to save her from falling; 
he cMild not leave her. All was terror ! Even her own 
w(mian» so long used to these attacks, said it was the 
worst she had ever seen, and for some time evidcntiy 
feared it would terminate fatally. 

At last, slowly she came to herself, but perfectly in 
possession of her intellects, she sat up, looked round, 
saw the agony in her daughter's countenance, ^ad hold* 
in^ out her hand to her, said, " Cecilia, if there is any 
thmg that I ought to know, it should be said now." 

Cecilia caught her mother's hand, and threw herself 
upon her knees. " Helen, Helen, stay !" cried she ; "do 
not go. Clarendon !" 

He stood leaning against the chimney-piece, motion- 
less, while Ceciha, in a faltering voice, began ; her voice 
gaining strength, she went on, and poured out all— even 
from 5ie very beginning, that first suppression of the 
truth, that first cowardice, then all that followed from 
that one falsehood — all — even to the last degradation, . 
when in the power, in the presence of that baS womsm, 
her husband found, and left her. 

She shuddered as she came to the thought of that 
look of his, and not daring, not having once dared while 
she spoke, to turn toward^ him, her eyes fixed upon her 
mother's ; but as she finished speaking, her head sank, 
she laid her face on the sofa beside her : she felt her 
mother's ari© thrown over her, and she sobbed convul* 
8ively. . 

There was silence. 

•* I still have a daughter !" were the ^^ "^rds that 
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broke the silence. " Not sucn as i might have had, but 
that is my own fault." 

"Oh mother!" 

" I have still a daughter," repeated Lady Davenant. 
" There is," continued she, turning to General Claren- 
don, /there is a redeeming power in truth. >^he may 
yet be more worthy to be your wife than sne has ever 
yet been !" 

« Never !" exclaimed the general. His countenance 
was rigid as iron ; then suddenly it relaxed, and going 
up to Helen, he said, 

" I have done you injustice, Miss Stanley. I have 
been misled. I have done you injustice, and by Hea- 
ven ! I will do you public justice, cost me what it wilL 
Beauclerc will be in England in a few days ; at the altar 
I will give you to him publicly ; in the face of all the 
world will I mark my approbation of his choice ; pub- 
licly will I repair the wrong 1 have done you. I will 
see his happiness and yours before I leave England for 
ever !" 

Lady Cecilia started up : " Clarendon !" was all she 
could say. 

" Yes, Lady Cecilia Clarendon, said he, all the stem 
fixedness of his face returning at once — " Yes, Lady 
Cecilia Clarendon, we separate now and for ever." 

Then, turning from her, he addressed Lady Davenant. 
" I shall be ordered on some foreign service. Your 
daughter. Lady Davenant, will remain with you, while I 
am still in England, unless you wish otherwise—" 

" Leave my daughter with me, my dear general, till 
my death," said Lady Davenant. She spoke calmly, 
but the general, after a respectful — an affectionate pres- 
sure of the hand she held out to him, said, ** That may 
be far distant, I trust in God, and we shall at all events 
meet again the day of Helen's marriage." 

" And if that day is to be a happy day to me," cried 
Helen, " to me or to your own beloved ward. General 
Clarendon, it must be happy to Cecilia !" 

" As Happy as she has left it in my power to make 
her. Wht^n I am gone, my fortune — " 

" Name it iiat as happiness for my daughter," in- 
terrupt ol] T.ady Davenant, "or you do her injustice, 
General riireiidon!" 

iL but to do her justice," said he. " It is all 

thaldnj^Qeft it in my power to give ;" and th^i his 




l<mg-8iippi'e8sed passion suddenly bursting forth, h« 
tamed to Cecilia, '* AHI can give to one so false — false 
from the first moment to the last — ^false to me — ^to me ! 
who so devotedly, fondly, blindly loved her!" He 
rushed out of the room. 

Then Lady Davenant, taking her daughter in her 
arms, said, ^ My child, return to me !" 

She sank back exhausted. Mrs. Elliott was sum- 
moned ; she wished them all out of the room, and said so ; 
but Lady Davenant would have her daughter stay be* 
side her, and with Cecilia's hand in hers, she fell into m 
profound slumber. ■ 



CHAPTER XLVI. 

Oh av^aking in the morning, after some long-ex- 
pected event has happened, we feci in doubt whether 
it has really occurred, or whether it is all a dream. 
Then comes the. awful sense of waking truth, and the 
fear that what has been done, or said, is irremediable, 
and then the astonishment that it really is done. 

"It is over!" Helen repeated to herself, repeated 
aloud, before she colild well bring herself from that 
state of half-belief, before she could recover her stunned 
fac^ties. 

Characters which she thought she perfectly under- 
stood, had each appeared, in these new circumstances, 
different from what she had expected. From Cecilia 
she had scarcely hoped, even at the last moment, for 
such perfect truth in her confession. From Lady Da- 
venaoit not so much indulgence, not all that tenderness 
for her daughter. Frcwn the general, less violence of 
expression, more feeling for Cecilia ; he had not allowed 
the merit of her candour, her courage at the last. It 
was a perfectly voluntary confession, all that concerned 
Colonel D*Aubigny and the letters could never have been 
known to the general by any other means. Disappointed 
love, confidence duped, and his pride of honour, had made 
him forget himself in an^er, even to cruelty. Helen 
thought he would feel this hereafter, fancied he must 
feel it even now, but that, though he might relent, he 
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would not recede ; though he might regret that he had 
made the determination, he would certainly abide by it; 
that which he had resolved to do, would certainly be 
done, — ^the separation between him and Cecilia would 
take place. And though all was clear and bright in 
Helen's own prospects, the general's esteem restored, 
his approbatioif to be pubhcly marked, Beauclerc to be 
convmced of her perfect innocence ! Beauclerc, freed 
from all fear and danger, returning all love and joy ; yet 
she could not be happy — it was Sll mixed with bitter- 
ness, anguish for Cecilia. 

She had so often, so forcibly urged her to this con- 
fession ! and now it was made, did Helen regret that it 
was made? No, independently of her own cleared 
character, she was satisfied, even for Cecilia's sake, for 
it was right, whatever were the consequences ; it was 
right, and in the confusion and discordance of her 
thoughts and feelings, this was the only fixed point. 

To this conclusion she had come, but had not been 
able farther to settle her mind, when she was told that 
Lady Davenant was now awake, and wished to see her. 

Lady Davenant, renovated by sleep, appeared to 
Helen, even when she saw her by daylight, scarcely 
altered in her looks. There was the same life, and en- 
ergy, and elasticity, and strength, Helen hoped, not only 
of mind, but of body, and quick as that hope rose, as 
she stood beside her bed, and looked upon her, Lady 
Davenant marked it, and said, 

*' You are mistaken, my dear Helen, — I shall not last 
long ; I am now to consider how I am to make the most 
of the little life that remains. How to repair as far as 
may be, as far as can be, in my last days, the errors of 
my youth ! You know, Helen, what I mean, and jt is 
now no time to waste words, therefore I shall not begin 
by wasting upon you, Helen, any reproaches. FooUsh, 
generous, weak creature that you are, and as the best 
of human beings will ever be — I must be content with 
you as you are ; and so," continued she, in a playful 
tone, " we must love one another, perhaps all the better, 
for not being too perfect. And, indeed, my poor child, 
you have been well punished already, and the worst of 
criminals need not be punished twice. Of the propen 
sity to sacrifice your own happiness for others you will 
never be cured, but you will, I trust, in future, when I 
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am gone never to return, be true to yourself. Now as 
to my daughter — ^" 

Lady Davenant then went over with Helen every 
circumstance in Cecilia's confession, and showed how, 
in the midst of the shock she had felt at the disclosure 
of so much falsehood, hope for her daughter's future 
truth had risen in her mind even from the courage, and 
fulness, and exactness of her confession. *' And it is 
not,*' continued she, **• a sudden reformation/ 1 have no 
belief in sudden reformations. 1 think I see that this 
change in Cecilia's mind has been some time working 
out by her own experience of the misery, the folly, the 
degradation of deceit^ 

Helen earnestly confirmed this from her own observa- 
tions, and from the expressions which had burst forth 
in the fulness of Cecilia's heart and strength of her con- 
viction, when she told her all that had passed in her 
mind. 

" That is well !" pursued Lady Davenant ; " but prin- 
ciples cannot be depended upon till confirmed by habit ; 
and Cecilia's nature is so variable — ^impressions on her 
are easily, even deeply made, but all in sand ; they may 
shift with the next tide — may be blown away by the 
next wind." 

" Oh no," exclaimed Helen, " there is no danger of 
that. I see the impression deepening every hour, from 
your kindness and — " Helen hesitated, " And besides — ^" 
/ " Besides j^^ said Lady Davenant, " usually comes as 
the arrihre-lan of weak reasons t^ou mean to say that 
the sight of ray sufferings must strengthen, must confirm 
all her principles — ^her taste for truth. Yes," continued 
she, in her most firm tone, " Cecilia's being with me 
during my remaining days will be painful but salutary to 
her. She sees, as you do, that all the falsehood meant 
to save me has been in vain ; that at last the shock has 
only hastened my end : it must be so, Helen. Look at 
it steadily, in the best point of view — ^the evil you can- 
not avert : take the good, and be thankful for it." 

And Cecilia— how did she feel ? Wretched she was, 
but still in her wretchedness there was within her a re- 
lieved conscience, and the sustaining power of truth ; 
and she had now the support of her mother's affection, 
and the consolation of feeling that she had at last done 
Helen justice! To her reSly generous, affectionate 
disposition, there was in the return of her feelings to 
K2 
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their natural course, an indescribable s^ise of reli^. 
Broken, crushed, as were all her own hopes, her sjrm- 
pathy, even in the depths of her misery, now went pure, 
free from any windings of deceit, direct to Helen's 
happy prospects, in which she shared with all.the eager- 
ness of her warm heart. 

Beauclerc arrived, found the general at home expect- 
ing him, and in his guardian's countenance and voice 
he saw and heard oiHy what was natural to the man. 
The general was prepared, and Beauclerc was himself 
in too great impatience to hear the facts, to attend much 
to the manner in which things were told. 

" Lady Davenant has returned ill ; her daughter is 
with her, and Helen — " 

" And Helen—" 

*' And you maybe happy, Beauclerc, if th^e be truth 
in woman," said the generaL " Go to her — ^you will 
find I can do justice. Go, and return when you can tell 
me that your wedding-day is fixed. And Beauclerc," 
he called after him, ^ let it be as soon as possible." 

'^ The only unnecessary advice my dear guardian has 
ever given me," Beauclerc, laughing, repli^. 

The general's prepared composure had not calculated 
upon this laugh, this shght jest ; his features gave way. 
Beauclerc, struck with a sudden change in the generaTs 
countenance, released his hand from the congratulatory 
shake in which its power failed. The general turned 
away as if to shun inquiry^ and Beauclerc, however 
astonished, respected his feelings, and said no more. 
He hastened to Lady Davenant with all a lover's speed 
—with all a lover's joy saw the first expression in 
Helen's eyes ; and with all a friend's sorrow for Lady 
Davenant and for the general, heard all that was to be 
told of Lady Cecilia's aSairs : her mother undertook the 
explanation, Cecilia herself did not appear. 

In the first rush of Beauclerc's joy in Helen's cleared 
fame, he was ready to forgive all the deceit ; yes, to 
forgive all ; but it was such forgiveness as contempt can 
easily grant, which can hardly be received by any 
soul not lost to honour. This Lady Davenant felt, and 
felt so keenly that Helen trembled for her: she re- 
mained silent, pressing her hand upon her heart, which 
told her sense of approaching danger. 

It was averted by the calmness, the truth, the justice 
with which Helen spoke to Beauclerc of Cecilia. As 
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she went on, Lady Davenant's colour returned, and 
Beauclerc's ready sympathy went with h^r as far as she 
pleased, till she came to one point, from which he 
instantly started back. 

Helen proposed, if Beauclerc would consent, to put 
off their marriage till the general should be reconciled 
to Cecilia. 

** Attempt it not, Helen," cried Lady Davenant ; 
** delay not for any consideration. Your marriage must 
be as soon as possible, for my sake, for Cecilia's — mark 
me ! — for Cecilia's sake, as soon as possible let it be ; it 
is but justice that her conscience should be so far re- 
lieved, let her no longer obstruct your union. Let me 
have the satisfaction of seeing it accompUshed ; name 
the day, Helen, I may not have many to live," 

The day, the earliest possible, was named by Helen ; 
and the moment it was settled, Lady Davenant hurried 
Beauclerc away, saying — 

" Return to General Clarendon — spare him suspense 
— it is all we can do for him." 

The general's wishes in this, and in all that followed, 
were to be obeyed. He desired that the marriage 
should be public, that all should be bidden of ramc, 
fashion, and note — all their family connexions. Lady 
Katrine Hawsby, he especially named. To do justice 
to Helen seemed the only pleasurable object now 
remaining to him. . 

In spe^iing to BeauclercTiie never once named Lady 
Cecilia; it seemed a tacit compact between him and 
Beauclerc, that her name should not be pronounced. 
They talked of Lady Davenant ; the general said he did 
not think her in such danger as she seemed to consider 
herself to be : his opinion was, he declared, confirmed 
by his own observation ; by the strength of mind and 
of body which she had shown since her arrival in Eng- 
land. Beauclerc could only hope that he was right ; 
and the general went on to speak of the service upon 
which he was to be employed : said that all arrangements^ 
la3dng an emphasis upon the word, would be transacted 
by his man of business. He spoke of what would 
happen after he quitted England, and left his ward a 
legacy of some favourite horse which he used to ride at 
Clarendon Park,- and seemed to take it for granted that 
Beauclerc and Helen would be sometimes there when 
he was gone. ^ 
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Then, havinff cleared his throat several times, the 

Seneral desired that Lady Cecilia's portrait, which he 
esignated only as ** the picture over the chimney-piece 
in my room,** should be sent after him. And taking 
leave of Beauclerc, he set oflf for Clarendon Park, where 
ho was to remain till the day before the wedding ; — the 
day following he had fixed for his departure from 
England. 

When Beauclerc was repeating this conversation to 
Helen, Lady Davenant came into the room just as he 
was telling these last particulars. She marked the smile, 
the hope that was excited, but shook her head, and said, 
" Raise no false hopes in my daughter's mind, I con- 
jure you;" and she turned the conversation to other 
subjects. Beauclerc had been to see Mr. Churchill, and 
of that visit Lady Davenant wished to hear. 

As to health, Beauclerc said that Mr. Churchill had 
recovered almost perfectly ; " but there remains, and I 
fear will always remain, a little lameness, not disabling, 
but disfiguring — an awkwardness in moving, which, to a 
man of his personal pretensions, is trying to the temper ; 
but after noticing the impediment as he advanced to 
meet me, he shook my hand cordially, and smiling, said, 
* You see I am a marked man ; I always wished to be 
so, you know, so pray do not repent, my good friend.' 
He saw I was too much moved for jesting, then he took 
it more seriously, but still kindly, assuring me that I had 
done him real service ; it is always of service, he said, 
to be necessitated totake time for quiet refection, of 
which he had had sufficient in his hours of solitary con- 
finement — this last adversity had left him leisure to be 
good. 

"And then," continued Beauclerc, "Churchill, advert* 
ing to our foolish quarrel, to clear that oflf my mind^ 
threw the whole weight of the blame at once comfort- 
ably upon the absent — on Beltrs^rs. Churchill said we 
had indeed been a couple of{bravely blind ioo&; he 
ought, as he observed, to have recollected in time that 

* Anger is like 
A full hot horse, wno being allowed his way, 
\ Self-mettle tires him.' 

"So that was good, and Horace, in perfect good- 
humour with me and himself, and all%e world, played 
on with the past and the future, glad:he had no more of 
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his bones to exfoliate ; glad, after so many months of 
failure in * the first intention,' to find himself in a whole 
skin, and me safe returned from transportation — spoke 
of Helen seriously ; said that his conduct to her was the 
only thing that weighed upon his mind, but he hoped 
that his sincere penitence, and his months of suffering, 
Virouldbe considered as sufi&cient atonement for his having 
brought her name before the public ; and he finished by 
invitmg himself to our wedding, if it were only for the 
pleasure of seeing what sort of a face Lady Katrine 
Hawksby will have upon the occasion. It was told of a 
celebrated statesman, jealous of his colleagues, Horace 
says, that every commonly good speech cost him a 
twinge of the gout : and every uncommonly good one 
sent him to bed with a regular fit. Now Horace protests 
that every commonly decent marriage of her acquain- 
tance costs Lady Katrine at leajst a sad headache ; but 
Miss Stanley's marriage, likely as it is to be so happy 
after all, as he poUtely said, foredooms poor Lady 
Katrine to a month's heartache at the least, and a face 
full eU long." 

Whether in his penitence he had forsworn slander or 
not, it was plain that, Churchill had not lost either his 
taste, talent, or power of sarcasm, and of this Beauclerc 
could have given, and in time gave, further illustrations ; 
but it was in a case which came home to him rather too 
nearly, and on which his reports did not flow quite so 
fluently — touching Lord Beltravers, it was too tender a 
subject. Beauclerc was ashamed of himself for having 
been so deceived when, after all his guardian had done 
to save his fortune, after all that noble sacrifice had been 
made, he found that it was to no good end, but for the 
worst purpose possible. Lord Beltravers, as it was now 
clear, never had the slightest intention of living in that 
house of his ancestors on which Beauclerc had lavished 
his thousands, ay, and tens of thousands ; but while he 
was repairing, and embellishing, and furnishing Old 
Forest, fit for an English aristocrat of the first water, 
the Lord Beltravers at the gaming-table, pledged it, and 
lost it, and sold it; and it went to the hammer. This 
came out in the first fury of Lord Beltravers upon his 
sister's marriage at Paris : and then and there Beauclerc 
first came to the perception that his good friend had 
predestined him and his fortune for the Lady Blanche, 
whom, all the time, he considered as a fool and a puppet, 
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aaid for whom he had not the slightest affection : it was 
all for his own interested purposes. \ 

Beauclerc suddenly opened his eyes wide, and saw it 
all at once : how it had happened that they had never 
seen it before, notwithstanding all that the general on 
one side, and Lady Davenant on the other, had done to 
force them open, was incomprehensible ; but, as Lady 
Davenant observed, fA sort of cataract comes over the 
best eyes for a time, and the patient will not suffer him- 
self to be couched ; and if you struggle to perform the 
operation, that is to do him good against his will, it is 
odds but you blind him for life.*^ 

Helen could not, however, understand how Granville 
could have been so completely deceived, except that it 
had been impossible for him to imagine the exquisite 
meanness of that man's mind. 

"There," cried Beauclerc, "you see my fault was 
having too little instead of too, much imagination." 

Lady Davenant smiled, and said, " It has been ad- 
mirably observed, that * it is among men as among cer- 
tain tribes of animals, it is sometimes only necessary 
that one of the herd should step forward and lead the 
way, to make all the others follow with alacrity and 
submission ;* and I solve the^ whdle difficulty thus : I 
suppose that Lord Beltravers, just following Beauclerc's 
lead, succeeded in persuading him that be was a man of 
genius and a noble fellow, by allowing all Beauclerc's 
own paradoxes, adopting all his ultra-original opinions, 
and, m short, sending him back the image of his own 
mind, till Granville had been^^^caught by it, and had 
fairly fallen in love with it-t:a mental metaphysicsd 
Narcissus^ 

" After all," continued Lady Davenant, smiling ; " of 
all the follies of youth, the dangerous folly of trying to 
do good — that for which you stand convicted, may be 
the most easily pardoned, the most safely left to time 
and experience to cure. You know, Granville, that ever 
since the time of Alexander the Great's mreat tutor, the 
characteristic faults of youth and age have been* the 
*too much^ and the Hoo little, "^ In youth, the too much 
confidence in others and in themselves, the too much 
of enthusiasm — too much of benevolence ; — in age, 
alas ! too little. And with this youth, who has the too 

* Lord Mahon. 
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much in everything — ^what shaH we do with him, Helen ? 
Take him, for better for worse, you must ; and I must 
love him as I have done from his childhood, a little 
while longer — ^to the end of my life." 

" A little longer, to the end of her life !" said Bean- 
clerc to himself, as leaning on the back of Helen's chair 
he looked at Lady Davenant. '* I cannot believe that 
she whom I see before me is passing away, to be with 
US but a little longer ; so full of life as she appears ; 
such energy divine ! No, no, she will live, live long !" 

And as his eyes looked that hope, Helen caught it, 
and yet she doubted, and sighed, but still she had hope. 
Cecilia had non^; she was sitting behind her mother ; 
she looked up at Helen, and shook her head ; she had 
seen more of her mother's danger, she had been with 
her in nights of fearful struggle. She had been with 
her just after she had written to Ijord Davenant what 
she must have felt to be a farewell letter — a letter, too, 
which contained the whole history of Cecilia's decep- ' 
tion and Helen's difficulties, subjects so agitating that 
the writing of them had left her mother in such a state 
of exhaustion that Cecilia could think only with terror 
for her, yet she exerted all her power over herself to 
hide her anguish, not only for her mother's but for 
Helen's sake. 

The preparations for the wedding went on, pressed 
forward by Lady Davenant as urgently as the general 
could desire. The bridesmaids were to be Lady Emily 
Grenville's younger sister. Lady Susan, and, at Helen's 
particular request. Miss Clarendon. 

Full of joy, wonder, and sympathy, in wedding haste 
Miss Clarendon and Mrs. Pennant arrived, both deb'ghted 
that it was all happily settled for Helen : which most, 
it was scarcely possible to say; but which most curious 
as to the means by which it had been settled, it was 
very possible to see. When Miss Clarendon had secured 
a private moment with Helen, she began, 

" Now tell me — tell me every thing about yourself." 

Helen could only repeat what the general had already 
written to his sister — that he was iiow convinced that 
the reports concerning Miss Stanley were false, his 
esteem restored, his public approbation to be given, 
Beauclerc satisfied, and her rejection honourably re- 
tracted. 

" I will ask you no more, Helen, by word or look," 
K3 
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said Esther ; '* I understand it all, my brother and Lady 
Cecilia are separated for life. And now let us go to 
aunt Pennant : she will not annoy you by her curiosity, 
but how she will be able to manage her sympathy 
among you with these crossins^ demands, I know not ; 
Lady Cecilia's wretchedness wifi almost spoil my aunt's 
joy for you — it cannot be pure joy." 

Pure joy ! how far from it Helen's sigh told ; and 
Miss Clarendon had scarcely patience enough with 
Lady Cecilia to look at her again ; she scarcely sec- 
onded, at least with good grace, a suggestion of Mrs 
Pennant's that they should prevail on Lady Cecilia to 
take a turn in the park with them, she looked so much 
in want of fresh air. 

" We can go now, my dear Esther, you know, before 
it is time for that picture sale, at which you are to be 
before two o'clock." Lady Davenant desired Cecilia 
to go. *' Helen will be with me ; do, my dear Cecilia* 
go.'^ 

She went, and before the awkwardness of Miss 
Clarendon's silence ceased, and before Mrs. Pennant 
had settled which glass or which blind was best up or 
down, Lady Cecilia burst into tears, thanked aunt Pen- 
nant for her sympathy; and now, above the fear of Miss 
Clarendon — above all fear but that of doing further 
wronff by concealment, she at once told the whole truth, 
that they might, as well as the general, do full justice 
to Helen; and that they might never, never blame 
Clarendon for the separation which was to be. 

That he should have mentioned nothing of her con- 
duct, even to his sister, was not surprising. " I know 
his generous nature," said Cecilia. 

" But I never knew yours till this moment, Cecilia," 
cried Miss Clarendon, embracing her ; '^ my sister, now, 
— separation or not." 

** But there need be no separation," said kind aunt 
Pennant. 

Cecilia sighed, and Miss Clarendon repeated, " You 
will find in me a sister at aU events." 

She now saw Cecilia as she really was — ^faults and 
virtues. Perhaps indeed in this moment of revulsion of 
feelinff, in the surprise of gratified confidence, she over- 
valued Lady Cecilia's virtues, and was inclined to do 
her more than justice, in her eagerness to make gene- 
rous reparation for uninat suaoicion. 



227 



CHAPTER XLVll. 

AiTEB setting down Lady Cecilia at her mother's, the 
aunt and niece proceeded to the picture sale which Miss 
Claren<ion was eager to attend, as she was in search of 
apendant to a famous Berghem she possessed ; and while 
she was considering the picture, she had the advantage 
of hearing a story which seemed, indeed, to be told for 
the amusement of the whole room, by a party of fash- 
ionables who were standing near her: — a wonderful 
story of a locket, which was going about: it was 
variously told, but all agreed in one pohit — that a young 
married lady of high rank had never dared to appear 
in the world since her husband had seen this locket in 
her hands:— il hud brought out something — something 
which had occurred before marriage ;— and here mys- 
terious nods were interchanged. 

Another version stated that the story had not yet 
been fully explained to the husband, that he had found 
the locket on the table in a room that he had suddenly 
entered, where he discovered her kneeKng to the person 
in question, — *^ the person in question'^ being sometimes 
a woman and sometimes a man. 

Then leaned forward, stretching her scraggy neck, 
one who had good reason to believe that the husband 
would soon speak out — the public would soon hear of 
a separation; and everybody must be satisfied that 
there could not be a separation without good grounds. 

Miss Clarendon inquired from a gentleman near them, 
who the lady was with the outstretched scraggy neck. 
—Lady Katrine Hawksby. " ^ 

Miss Clarendon knew her only by reputation. She 
did not know Miss Clarendon either by reputation or by 
sight ; and she went on to say, she would ** venture any 
wager that the separation would take place within a 
ndonth. In short, there could be no doubt that before 
marriage," — and she ended with a look which gave a 
death-blow to the reputation. 

Exceedingly shocked, Miss Clarendon, not only from 
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a sense of justice to Lady Cecilia, but from feeling for 
her brother's honour, longed to reply in defence : but 
she constrained herself for once, and having been assured 
by Lady Cecilia that all had been confessed to her mo- 
ther, she thought that Lady Davenant must be the best 
Eerson to decide what should be done. She went to 
er house immediately, sent in word that she begged to 
see Lady Davenant for two or three minutes alone, was 
admitted ; Cecilia immediately vacated the chair beside 
her mother's bed and left the room. Miss Clarendon 
felt some difficulty in beginning, but she forced herself 
to repeat all she had heard. Then Lady Davenant 
started up in her bed, and the colour of life spread over 
her face. 

** Thank you, thank you, Miss Clarendon ! a second 
time I have to thank you for an inestimable service. 
It is well for Cecilia that she made the whole truth 
known to us both — made you her friend ; now we can 
act for her. I will have that locket from Madame de 
St. Cymon before the sun goes down." 

Now Lady Davenant had Madame de St. Cymon com- 
pletely in her power, from her acquaintance with a dis- 
graceful transaction which had come to her knowledge 
at Florence. The locket was surrendered, returned 
with humble assurances that Madame de St. Cymon 
now perfectly understood the thing in its true light, and 
was quite convinced it had been stolen, not given. 

Lady Davenant glanced over her note with scorn, — 
was going to throw it from her into the fire, but did not. 
When Miss Clarendon called upon her again that even- 
ing as she had appointed, she showed it to her, and de- 
sired that she would, when her brother arrived next 
day, tell him what she had heard, what Lady Davenant 
had done, and how the locket was now in her posses- 
sion. 

Some people who pretend to know, maintain that the 
passion of love is of such an all-engrossing nature that 
it swallows up every other feeling ; but we who judge 
more justly of our kind, hold differently, and rather be- 
lieve that love in generous natures imparts a stren^h- 
ening power, a magnetic touch to every good feehng. 
Helen was incapable of being perfectly happy while her 
friend was miserable ; and even Beauclerc, in spite of 
all the suffering she had caused, could not help pitying 
Lady Cecilia, and he heartily wished the general could 



be reconciled to her ; yet it was a matter in which ha 
could not properly interfere : he did not attempt it. 

Lady Davenant determined to give a breakfast to all 
the bridal party after the marriage. In her state of 
health, Helen and Cecilia remonstrated, but Lady Dave- 
nant had resolved upon it, and at last they agreed it 
would be better than parting at the church-door — ^better 
that she should at her own house take leave of Helen 
and Beauclerc, who would set out immediately aftei 
the breakfast for Thorndale. 

And now equipages were finished, and wedding para- 
phernalia sent home — the second time that wedding- 
dresses had been furnished for Miss Stanley; — and 
never once were these looked at by the bride elect, npr 
even by Cecilia, but to see that all was as it should be — 
that seen, she sighed, and passed on. 

Felicie's ecstacies were no more to be hea^ d : we 
forgot to mention that she had, before HelenV return 
from LlansiUen, departed, dismissed in disgrace; and 
ha{^y was it for Lady Cecilia and Helen to be relieved 
from her jabbering, and not exposed to her spying and 
reporting. 

Nevertheless the gloom that hung over the world 
above could not but be observed by the world below ; it 
was, however, naturally accounted for by Lady Dave- 
nanf s state of health, and by the anxiety which Lady 
Cecilia must feel for the general, who, as it had been 
officially announced by Mr. Cockburn, was to set out on 
foreign service the day after the marriage. 

Lady Cecilia, notwithstanding the bright hopefulness 
of her temper, and her habits of sanguine belief that all 
would end well in which she and her good fortune had 
any concern, seemed now, in this respect, to have 
changed her nature ; and ever since her husband^s de« 
nunciations, had continued quite resigned to misery, 
and submissive to the fate which she thought she had 
deserved. She was much employed in attendance upon 
her mother, and thankful that she was so permitted to 
be. She never mentioned her husband^s name, and if 
she alluded to him, or to what had been decreed by him, 
it was with an emotion that scarcely dared to touch the 
point. She spoke most of her child, and seemed to look 
to the care of him as her only consolation. The boy 
had been brought from Kensington for Lady Davenant to 
see, and was now at her house. Cecilia once said she 
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thonght he was very like his father, and hoped that he 
would at least take leave of his boy at the last. To that 
last hour — that hour when she was to see her husband 
once more, when they were to meet but to part, to meet 
first at the weddin^^ ceremony, and at a tnreakfast in a 
public company, — altogether painfid as it must be, yet 
she looked forward to it with a sort of longing ardent 
impatience. " True, it will be dreadful, yet still — still 
shall I see him again, see him once asain, and he can- 
not part with his once so dear Cecilia without soQie 
word— some look different from his last." 

The evening before the day on which the wedding 
was to be, Lady Cecilia was in Lady Davenant's room, 
sitting beside the bed while her mother slept. Suddenly 
she was startled from her still and ever the same re- 
curring train of melancholy thoughts, by a sound which 
had often made her heart beat with joy — her husband's 
knock ; she ran to the window, opened it, and was out 
on the balcony in an instant. His horse was at the 
door, he had adighted, and was going up the steps ; she 
leaned over the rails of the balcony, and as she leaned, 
a flower she wore broke off— it fell at the general's feet; 
he looked up, and their eyes met. There he stood, 
waiting on those steps some minutes for en answer 
to his inquiry how Lady Davenant was : and when the 
answer was brought out by Elliott, whom, as it seemed, 
he had desired to see, he remounted his horse, and rode 
away without ever again looking up to the balcony. 

Lady Davenant had awakened, and when Cecilia re- 
turned on hearing her voice, her mother, as the Ught 
from the half-open shutters shone upon her face, saw 
that she was in tears ; she kneeled down by the side 
of the bed, and wept bitterly ; she made her mother 
understand how it had been. 

" Not that I hoped more, but still — still to feel it so ! 
Oh ! mother, I am bitterly punished." 

Then Lady Davenant, seizing those clasped hands, 
and raising herself in her bed, fixed her eyes earnestly 
upon Cecuia, and asked, 

" Would you, Cecilia— tell me, would you if it were , 
now, this moment, in your power — would you retract 
your confession T' 
"Retract! impossible!" 

" Do you repent — ^regret having made it, Cecilia ?" 
** Repent — regret having made it ! No, mother, no !'* 
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replied Cecilia, firmly. " I only regret that it was not 
sooner made. Retract! — ^impossible I could wish to 
retract the only right thing I nave done, the only thing 
that redeems me in my inmost soul from utte lost con- 
tempt. No ! rather would I be as I am, ant. lose that 
noble heart, than hold it as I did, unworthily. /Inhere 
is, mother, as you said — as I feel, a sustaimng— a re- 
redeeming power in truth." >' 

Her mother threw her arms round her. ^ 

** Come to my heart, my child, close— close to my 
heart. Heaven bless you ! You have my blessing — my 
thanks, Cecilia. Yes, my thanks, — for now I know — I 
feel, my dear daughter, that my neglect of you in child- 
hood has been repaired. You make me forgive myself, 
you make me happy, you have my thanks — my blessing 
— my warmest blessing I" 

A smile of deUght was on her pale face, and tears ran 
down as Cecilia answered — 

" Oh, mother, mother ! blind that I have been. Why 
did not I sooner know this tenderness of your heart V 

" And why, my child, did I not sooner know you ? 
The fault was mine, the suffering has been yours, — not 
yours alone, though." 

" Suffer no more for me, mother — for now, after this, 
come what may, I can bear it. I can be happy, even 
if—" There she paused, and then eagerly looking into 
her mother's eyes, she asked, 

" What do you say, mother, about him ? do you think 
I may hope 1" 

" I dare not bid you hope," rephed her mother. 

" Do you bid me despair ?" 

" No — despair in this world is only for those who 
have lost their own esteem, who have no confidence in 
themselves, for those who cannot repent, reform, and 
trust. My child, you must not despair. Now leave me 
to myself," continued she. " Open a httle more of the 
shutter, and put that book within my reach." 

As soon as Miss Clarendon heard that her brother 
had arrived in town she hastened to him, and, as Lady 
Davenant had desired, told him of all the reports that 
were in circulation, and of all that Lady Cecilia had 
spontaneously confided to her. Esther watched his 
countenance as she spoke, and observed that he listened 
with eager attention to the proofs of exactness in Ce- 
cilia ; but he said nothing, and whatever his feelings 
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were, his determination, she could not doubt, was stHl 
unshaken ; even she 4id not dare to press his confi- 
dence. 

Miss Clarendon reported to Lady Dayenant that she 
had obeyed her command, and she described as nearly 
as she could all that she thought her brother's counte- 
nance expressed. Lady Davenant seemed satisfied, 
and this night she slept, as she told Cecilia in the morn- 
ing, better than she had done since she retiuned to Eng- 
land. And this was the day of trial — 

The hour came, and Lady Davenant was in the church 
with her daughter. This marriage was to be, as de- 
scribed in olden times, "celebrated with all the lustre 
and pomp ima^nable ;" and so it was, for Helen's sake, 
Helen, the pale bride — 

*' Beautiful !'' the whispers ran as she appeared, " but 
too pale." Leaning on General Clarendon's arm she 
was led up the aisle to the altar. He felt the tremour 
of her arm on his, but she looked composed and almost 
firm. She saw no one individual of the assembled num- 
bers, not even Cecilia or Lady Davenant. 

She knelt at the altar beside him to whom she was to 
give her faith, and General Clarendon, in the face of aU 
the world, proudly gave her to his ward, and she, with- 
out fear, low and distinctly pronounced the sacred vow. 

And as Helen rose from her knees, the sun shone out, 
and a ray of hght was on her face and it was lovely. 

Every heart said so — 

Every heart but Lady Katrine Hawksby's — And why 
do we think of her at such a moment ? and why does 
Lady Davenant think of her at such a moment ? Yet 
she did ; she looked to see if she were present, and she 
bade her to the breakfast. 

And now all the salutations were given and received, 
and all the murmur of congratulations rising, the tiving 
tide poured out of the church ; and then the noise of 
carriages, and all drove off to Lady Ds^venant's; and 
Lady Davenant had gone through it ^ so far, well. 
And Lady Cecilia knew that it had been ; and her eyes 
had been upon her husband, and her heart had been full 
of another day when she had knelt beside him at the 
altar. And did he, too, think of that day ? She could 
not tell, his countenance discovered no emotion, his 
eyes never once turned to the ^ace where she stood. 
And she was now to see him for <me hour, but one hour 
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longer, and at a public breakfast ! but still she was to 
see him. 

And now they are all at breakfast. The attention of 
some was upon the bride and bridegroom ; of others, on 
Lady Cecilia and on the general ; of others, on Lady 
Davenant ; and of many, on themselves. Lady Dave- 
' nant had Beauclerc on one side. General Clarendon on 
the other, and her daughter opposite to him. Lady 
Katrine was there, with her " tristeful visage," as Chur- 
chill justly called it, and more tristeful it presently 
became. 

When breakfast was over, seizing her moment when 
conversation flagged, and when there was a pause, 
implying "What is to be said or done nextl" Lady 
Davenant rose from her seat with an air of preparation, 
and somewhat of solemnity — All eyes were instantly 
upon her. She drew out a locket, which she held up to 
pubUc view : then, turning to Lady Katrine Hawksby, 
she said — ^**This bauble has been much talked of, I 
understand, by your ladyship, but I question whether 
you have ever yet seen it, or know the truth concerning 
It. This locket was stolen by a worthless man, given 
by him to a worthless woman, from whom I have 
obtained it ; and now I give it to the person for whom 
it was originally destined." 

She advanced towards Helen and put it round her 
neck. This done Jier colour flitted — her hand was sud- 
denly pressed to her heart ; yet she commanded — abso- 
lutely commanded, the paroxism of pain. The general 
was at her side ; her daughter, Helen, and Beauclerc, 
were close to her instantly. She was just able to walk : 
she slowly left the room — and was no more seen by the 
world ! 

She suffered herself to be carried up the steps into her 
own apartment by the general, who laid her on the sofa 
in her dressing-room. She looked round on them, and 
saw that all were there whom she loved ; but there was 
an alteration in her appearance which struck them all, 
and most the general, who had least expected it. She 
held out her hand to him, and fixing her eyes upon him 
wath deathful expression, calmly smiled, and said — 
" You would not believe this could be : but now you see 
it must be, and soon. We have no time to lose," con- 
tinued she, and moving very cautiously and feebly, she 
half-raised herself— " Yes," said she, **a moment is 
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granted to me, thank Heayen !" She rose with sudden 
power and threw herself on her knees at the general's 
feet: it was done before he could stop her. 

"For God's sake!" cried he, "Lady Dayenant!— I 
conjure you — " 

She would not be raised.^ *• No," said she, "here I 
die, if I appeal to you in yaiif— to your justice. General 
Clarendon, to which, as far as I know, none ever ap- 
pealed in yain— and shall I be the first 1 — a mother for 
ner. child — a dying mother for your wife— for my dear 
Cecilia — once dear to you." 

His face was instantly coyered with his hands. 

" Not to your love," continued she—" if that be gone 
—to your justice I appeal, and biust be heard, if you 
are what 1 think you : if you are not, why, go— go, 
instantly — ^go, and leave your wife, innocent as she is, 
to be deemed guilty — Part from her, at the moment 
when the only fault she committed has been repaired — 
Throw her from you when, by the sacrifice of all that 
was dear to her, she has proved her truth — ^Yes, you 
know that she has spoken the whole, the perfect 
truth—" 

" 1 know it," exclaimed he. 

" Give her up to the whole world of slanderers ! — de- 
stroy her character ! If now her husband separate firom 
her, her good name is lost for ever ! If now her hus- 
band protect her not — " 

Her husband turned, and clasped her in his arms. 
Lady Davenant rose and blessed him — blessed them 
both ; and they knelt beside her, and she joined their 
hands. 

" Now," said she, " I give my daughter to a husband 
worthy of her, and she more worthy of that noble 
heart than when first his. Her only fault was mine^- 
mine, my early neglect : it is repaired— I die in peace ! 
You make my last moments the happiest ! Helen, my 
dearest Helen, now, and not till now, happy — ^perfectly 
happy in love and truth !" 
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